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Editor’s letter
Keep your hands where we can see 
them!


Back for more, huh?


Here we are with issue #13 which brings us to level 
pegging with the magazine that caused all this mayhem 
in the first place: the old Warlock magazine. Warlock ran 
for 13 issues across 1984 to the end of 1986 (although 


it’s Japanese counterpart ran for far longer) and was for a few issues 
even worked on by Peter Darvill-Evans (Beneath Nightmare Castle and 
interviewed this issue!) and Titan author Marc Gasoigne (more on him 
next issue). Much of what forms the basis of this magazine began with 
Warlock: the mini adventure, the Omen & Auguries news section and 
The Arcane Archive reviews section for example.


So how did we get here, you ask? When I joined online Fighting 
Fantasy fandom in 2007 I had been unaware of Warlock (or 
Clash of the Princes, Zagor Chronicles or Adventures of Goldhawk 
for that matter!) and wondered why with such an interested 
and invested fandom there wasn’t a fanzine to bring some of 
this talent together to celebrate Fighting Fantasy. So, somewhat 
foolheartedly given the amount of time and effort that goes into 
the magazine, I put forth the idea of a fanzine. The response 
was enough to give birth to what you are now reading.


Since those heady days of 2009 when Fighting 
Fantazine was unleashed, the 
magazine has gone from strength 
to strength. Part of that is an 
embracing of non-Fighting Fantasy 
gamebooks (look for a Lone Wolf 
mini adventure next issue!).


So, sit back and read this issue. And 
as you do, raise a glass to the team 
who made Warlock.


Alex
Alexander Ballingall, Editor
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MINI ADVENTURE
28   Six-Gun Friday: A Fighting Fantasy adventure


Marshall. YOU are the lawman 
for the good people of Bent Reed, 
and YOU vow to put an end to the 
clan’s run of lawlessness, come hell 
or high water. Will YOU achieve 
fame and success on your daring 
mission, or will you simply be 
another name added to the clan’s 
long list of victims?


by Gaetano Abbondanza
Illustrated by Massimiliano 
Amadesi
When the most notorious and 
dangerous gang of outlaws in the 
west, the Friday Clan, decide to 
relieve the town of Bent Reed of 
all its funds, the people turn to 
their one hope for justice: the town 
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INTERVIEWS
16   A Man of letters
Fighting Fantazine catches up with 
Peter Darvill-Evans to chat with 
him about his Fighting Fantasy 
gamebooks and Doctor Who fiction.


FEATURES
72   Plight of the Lost 
Children: An Advanced 
Fighting Fantasy adventure
by Jenny Green
Illustrated by Eric Chaussin
A new Advanced Fighting Fantasy 
adventure for four players takes 
place in the wilds of Warpstone 
and the town of Gillswater. What 
is the tale of the tower? Who are 
the lost children? What awaits your 
players when they investigate?


82   Aelous Raven and the 
Wrath of the Sea-Witch:
Chapter 7
by Ian Brocklehurst
The Sea-Witch makes an offer to 
Aelous Raven and the crew of the 
Storm Giant. Is the offer honestly 
given or is there a sting in the tale 
for the adventurers?
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Omens & auguriesNEWS FROM EVERY        CORNER OF TITAN AND BEYOND!


AT THE CORE OF THE GAMEBOOK COMMUNITY
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We were able to give it a new lick 
of paint and make it more our own, 
more so than any of our previous 
Fighting Fantasy titles.
Neil Rennison, big boss of Tin Man Games ”


“







Into the 
Seltsian 
Void!


e’ve been very keen to have an even spread of Ian 
[Livingstone] and Steve [Jackson]’s early Fighting 
Fantasy titles,” explains Neil Rennison, the big man 
at Tin Man Games, when asked about the order of 


releases. “We had actually jumped ahead a little with Ian’s, 
having only released House of Hell from Steve’s back catalogue. 
This was because, after starting Appointment with F.E.A.R. 
(originally due out before Island of the Lizard King), we realized 
it was perfect for our new engine and an all new development 
approach for us.”
   This comment proved to be a neat segue into the development 
of the Fighting Fantasy app range, especially with regard to which 
way Starship Traveller would go - classic or expanded. “It’s less 
about ‘classic’ and ‘expanded’,” responds Neil, “and more to do 
with our two gamebook engines. All the current Fighting Fantasy 
titles, including Starship Traveller, have been developed in our old 
engine.”
   Neil goes on to develop this, adding that the old engine “is 
essentially an interactive e-book with 3D dice elements presented 
in a similar way to our Gamebook Adventures series. Our new 
engine is an altogether new beast and allows us to essentially 
do anything we want with interactive text. It gives us a lot of 
flexibility! Appointment with F.E.A.R. uses the new engine and 
will be presented almost like an interactive comic-book, with 
panels sliding in and out. Expect a much punchier, more visual 
gamebook! We showed it at PAX East last week in Boston as 
people responded really well to it.”
   Speaking of flash looking art, Starship Traveller doesn’t feature 
any of Peter Andrew Jones’ original art from the gamebook. 
Instead the app has all new art by Simon Lissman. “Basically art 
rights issues that were out of our hands,” points out Neil when 
asked about the change in art. “To be honest I think it was for 
the best as we were able to give it a new lick of paint and make it 
more our own, more so than any of our previous Fighting Fantasy 
titles.”
   And the reaction to a somewhat radical change from the book, 
especially since for many the artwork is a vital part of the series? 
“Aside from a few hardcore Fighting Fantasy fans grumbling,” 
muses Neil, “overall we’ve had a great response to the change 
and people like the new art direction. I personally love it!”
   Would this potential for changes in art extend to other titles 
with less liked art, such as Ian Livingstone’s Freeway Fighter? 
“Sure why not?” agrees Neil, before adding a caveat, “It all 
depends on Steve and Ian though. It’s their brand and the 


Starship Traveller
APP for iPad, iPhone, iPod Touch, Android Google Play and Amazon Appstore
tin man games


written by Steve Jackson
illustrated by Simon Lissaman
cover art by Dan Maxwell
music by Ryan Grogan
coded by Clinton Shepherd/Ben Britten Smith
edited by Kamina Vincent/Ben Kosmina
produced by Ben Kosmina/Neil Rennison


RELEASED April 10th (Google Play, iOS & Amazon)
PRICE US$5.99*


WHAT’S IT ABOUT?
Sucked through the appalling nightmare of the Seltsian Void, the 
Starship Traveller emerges at the other side of the black hole into an 
unknown universe. YOU are the captain of the Traveller, and her fate 
lies in your hands. Will you be able to discover the way back to Earth 
from the alien peoples and planets you encounter, or will you and your 
crew be doomed to roam uncharted space forever?


EXTRA FEATURES
n Fully customize your entire crew, from their names, their stats – 
and even rename your starship!
n Three styles of combat: melee, phaser and even starship battles!
n Switch around your crew before each battle round for added 
strategy during combat!
n Beam down to strange alien planets, selecting your finest crew for 
the job!
n Auto-mapping charts your travels through the cosmos! New 
planets and stars appear as you discover them!
n All-new full colour illustrations by Simon Lissaman, with a space-
age cover by Dan Maxwell.
n Achievements to find throughout the gamebook.
n Read the book horizontally or vertically on your tablet.
n An automated Adventure Sheet to keep track of stats and inventory.
n Realistic physics based dice rolling. Shake your device!
n Artwork gallery. Find an illustration in the gamebook and be able 
to access it full-screen forever.
n Bookmarking system which saves your position in the gamebook, 
much like putting your fingers between the pages to remember your 
previous page when reading the paperback!
n Specially composed soundtrack and sound effects.


For more information, visit fightingfantasyapps.com/books/starship-traveller/


*Price is RRP


SUPER!
More details 
about 
Appointment with 
F.E.A.R..
Page 9


DESTINY!
The third Destiny 
Quest title is 
now available for 
purchase.
Page 11


TITANIC!
The French 
Titan goes for 
crowdfunding 
action. 
Page 15


W
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original illustrations are a strong part of 
that. At the very least if we did create new 
illustrations, we would also include the 
originals in retro mode.”
   Of course, each new book adaptation can 
cause problems for the Tin Man Games 
team. “Oh yes! We all love Steve’s books, 
but he does like to tinker with the rules in 
each book, which can cause us more than a 
few headaches at times!” agrees Neil.
   However, while causing problems, Neil 
thinks that this is also a plus for the series. 
“Ultimately though I think the variation 
across his titles is what makes them unique 
and have a sense of character all of their 
own.”
   Steve Jackson’s penchant for mucking 
around with the rules somewhat opened 
the floodgates in terms of game design 
for the Tin Man Games team. “In a way 
we took his lead on this and added a 
sprinkling of our own rules variations too 
to mix it up a bit,” argues Neil, going on 
in detail to add that “the new app version 
allows you to design your crew and choose 
who you take on away missions, while also 
allowing you to re-organise your team’s 
order when involved in fights. There are 
more than a few occasions where you 
must choose who from your crew lives or 
dies. If you’ve chosen to name your crew 
after friends and family at the beginning 
this could add some extra spice to your 
decision making!”
   Still, the changes and additions have 
been good for the Tin Man games team. “I 
know the team loved adding in lots of the 
little extras,” ehtuses Neil, “like creating 
the default crew names and designing the 
achievements.”
   Aside from the chance to add a bit of 
themselves to the app transformation 
process, Neil feels that doing Starship 
Traveller is a timely change of pace. “It’s 
refreshing to get away from sword and 
sorcery style stories for a while – even 
though we do love them. Our last half a 
dozen releases have had a strong fantasy 
flavor so it’s nice to gain some altitude and 
journey beyond the stars for a project.”
   What does Steve Jackson make of the 
updated adventure? “So far I haven’t heard 
anything bad from him,” Neil explains, “so 
he must be okay with the changes!”


ALEXANDER BALLINGALL


BUY IT BECAUSE: You might not quite 
recognise the old gamebook with its new 
look and shiny gameplay.


taying with the non-fantasy 
theme is the next Fighting Fantasy 
app planned for release from 
the Tin Man Games stable of 


titles. Appointment with F.E.A.R. is another 
of Steve Jackson’s genre busting attempts 
to expand the range of the Fighting Fantasy 
series. This was an excursion into the 
world of superheroes and reflects how 
comic book superheroes were percieved 
at the time. Given how comic books have 
changed in the wake of titles like The Dark 
Knight Returns and Watchmen, were Tin 
Man Games tempted to change the tone of 
the adventure to reflect modern tastes that 
probe the psyche of the heroes and villains 
more deeply?
   “No,” Neil states simply. “We’ve kept 
the tone of the gamebook exactly the same, 
even keeping the story set firmly in 1985 
complete with kids listening to walkmans. 
There is even a random phonecall with a 
video game company who have a semi-
recognisable name that make games for the 
ahem Commandant 64 and Vock 20.
   “While we’re making it fun, with its 
tongue firmly placed in its cheek,” adds 


Neil, “we’re also being very careful not 
to let it slide into camp 60s Batman TV 
show territory – it still needs to feel like a 
credible 80s comic-book world. If you’ve 
ever been a fan of Spiderman’s famous 
one-liners or quips after arresting villains, 
then you’ll enjoy the tone of Appointment 
with F.E.A.R.”
   Meanwhile, the expanded length of 
this particular adventure hasn’t proven 
a big challenge to the experienced Tin 
Man Games team. “It hasn’t made any 
difference at all with Appointment with 
F.E.A.R.,” Neil points out, “as we have 
re-written large parts of it and also 
created some brand new material. We 
are approaching this gamebook in a way 
we haven’t done previously by taking 
Steve’s original paperback Fighting Fantasy 
narrative and actually turning it into a 
comic-book narrative.
   “That means making it punchier in terms 
of delivery and also adding in LOTS of 
character dialogue. On the whole comic 
stories are mainly driven by dialogue, so 
we’ve had to generate lots of conversation 
between the hero, the enemies and the 


S
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What’s that up in 
the sky? Is it a bird? 
Is it a plane? Appointment 


with F.E.A.R.
APP for iPad, iPhone, iPod Touch, Android 
Google Play and Amazon Appstore
tin man games


written by Steve Jackson
illustrated by Declan Considine, 
Clayton Barton, Adam Mazzitelli, Isaac 
Cafarella
cover art by Brian Bolland
music by Gavin Harrison
coded by Ben Britten Smith
edited by Neil Rennison/Ben Kosmina
produced by Neil Rennison/Ben 
Kosmina


RELEASED Summer 2014 - no earlier than 
July (Google Play, iOS & Amazon, Humble)*
PRICE TBA


WHAT’S IT ABOUT?
Tough, courageous, incorruptible 
champion of law and order, YOU are 
the hero using your super powers to 
protect the innocent citizens of teeming 
Titan City from the terrorism, violence, 
kidnapping and corruption of a host 
of super-villains. Your mission is to 
discover the location of the top-secret 
F.E.A.R. meeting, capture the Titanium 
Cyborg and his cohorts and bring them 
to justice.


EXTRA FEATURES
n Customize your CHARACTER and 
COSTUME! YOUR name is referenced 
through the story.
n Choose your gender for a fully 
customizable SUPER HERO!
n Different SUPER POWERS to 
choose from which give unique styles 
of play!
n Awesome COMIC BOOK stylized 
presentation! A graphic novel which 
YOU control!
n Solve crimes by discovering CLUES 
and using your high-tech CRIME 
WATCH.


For more information, visit 
fightingfantasyapps.com/books/
appointment-with-f-e-a-r/


*Release date subject to change


NPCs in the world. Sometimes we’ve been 
able to take that dialogue directly from the 
book, but about 80% of the conversations 
will be newly written. We’re being very 
careful to stay true to the source material 
and basically expand the world of Titan 
City in a way that’s never been possible 
before. It’s very exciting!”
   Along with these changes is the already 
mentioned new game engine. “The 
engine has always been on our wish-list,” 
elaborates Neil. “Once we’d secured Screen 
Australia funding, it was a no-brainer and 
we hired some new staff and cracked on 
with it at pace. Appointment with F.E.A.R. 
was a gamebook that needed something 
more – it’s superheroes live in a very visual 
comic-book world. We couldn’t have relied 
on simply presenting this one as it had 
been back in the 80s – it almost cried out 
for a makeover and a new approach at 
storytelling. We had been ready to release 
Appointment with F.E.A.R. after The Forest of 
Doom but it became clear that we needed to 
reserve it, so that’s why Island of the Lizard 
King came next.”
    As this title marks the first departure 
from the established model used by 
previous Tin Man Games releases across 
their various ranges, Neil gives a few 
reasons for the changes: “Firstly, because 
we can! We are in a position to have a play 
and really stretch the medium. The guys at 
inkle made some inspired design decisions 
with Sorcery! and it was time we tried 
something a bit different too.
   “This ties into the second reason, which 
is that we wanted to take interactive 
fiction and gamebooks in new and 
exciting directions. We see Appointment 
with F.E.A.R. as a move on to a bold new 
path into chooseable path style comics, 
which could open up lots of really exciting 
possibilities for us.
   “Finally the last reason is a purely 
business one. So far we have been 
operating in a niche and I’d argue that 
we are the major player in that niche. 
However, that niche does have limits 
and while we’ve remained relatively 
sustainable, the profit margins for a 
gamebook app are pretty tight and as an 
independent developer we have to keep 
innovating to remain ahead of the curve. 


We also know that to grow the interest in 
gamebook style interactive fiction we need 
to widen our appeal. In turn that hopefully 
help our business model and ensure we 
continue releasing as many gamebooks as 
we can into the future.”
   So what surprises can be expected for 
those familiar with the original paper 
version? “There are lots of new features in 
Appointment with F.E.A.R. some of which 
I’ve already hinted at,” teases Neil. “The 
Silver Crusader is no more and you’ll 
now be able to create your own hero, 
male or female. We’re keeping the same 
powers, but modifying them slightly, and 
your avatar can be designed to suit that 
particular power.”
   Another alteration may raise the 
eyebrows of gamebook purists: “We’re 
getting rid of dice to try and appeal to 
a wider audience,” cxplains Neil before 
assurring that the flip-side of this will 
mean that “there will be lots more choices 
throughout the story. The Crimewatch 
becomes important for navigating Titan 
City as well as receiving messages from 
Gerry the Grass. There will also be 
mysteries to solve and you will gain or 
lose hero points depending on how well 
you perform as a hero or heroine. Finally, 
the gamebook will be presented very 
differently with sliding comic book panels 
and new artwork to help build up the 
visual narrative.”
   What does the future hold for the new 
game engine? “It opens up so many new 
doors for us,” enthuses Neil, “our engine 
is basically now able to handle interactive 
narrative in a multitude of ways. We can 
present the text in any way we wish, even 
making it look like our old engine if we 
ever wanted to. This is also fully cross-
platform, so we can now leverage desktop 
gaming in ways that we just couldn’t do 
before as well as continuing to fine tune the 
tablet/smartphone experience. We have 
big plans to use the engine on The Warlock 
of Firetop Mountain, To Be or Not To Be, Judge 
Dredd: The Dark, Grailquest and The Way of 
the Tiger.”


ALEXANDER BALLINGALL


BUY IT BECAUSE: Catching crooks has never 
been quite so dynamic before!
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Ecology gamebook
n Colleen E. Donnelly 
has written an educational 
gamebook related to ecology. 
This is a pick your own 
adventure book for 3rd-6th 
graders. It is based the ecology 
week activities conducted by 
many elementary schools, 
which take children out on 
wilderness excursions. The 
protagonists in this book are 
both male and female, and 
they face a number of different 
choices that lead them through 
a variety of adventures and 
to different conclusions often 
depending on their ability to 
overcome their differences and 
work together. You can buy 
Terror on the Trail for US$4.74 as 
a paperback.


Windhammer
n The winner of the 2013 
Windhammer Competition 
for Short Gamebook Fiction 
was Philip Armstrong for 
his paranormal investigator-
themed Normal Club.  Ramsay 
Duff with The Scarlet Thief 
and Paul Struth with Out of 
Time won merit awards and 
Commendation awards were 
given to Marty Runyon for 
The Independence Job, Andy 
Moonowl for Tipping Point 
and Nicholas Stillman for his 
western Gunlaw. More details 
and the entries can be found at 
the 2013 Windhammer page.
   The 2014 guidelines are now 
up. Entries will be accepted 
from August 1st and they will 
close on the September 7th.  
Submission guidelines have 
changed to also include some 
illustrations as long as they are 
maps that are integral to the 
narrative or pictures as part of 
puzzles which are integral to 
the narrative.


Fabled Lands
 n Every year the bards, 
troubadours, story tellers, 
myth writers and scribes of the 
Fabled Lands meet to battle 
it out for the coveted title 


MAY


FRIDAY 9
BOOK
n The Adventures of Stretch 
More: Pick-Your-Path Stories 
for Solving Problems Together 
by Trina Epstein & Ross Greene 
woodbine house US$12.78


APRIL


SUNDAY 30
BOOK – You Choose
n The Treasure of Dead Man’s 
Cove by George Ivanoff random 
house australia US$9.99
BOOK – You Choose
n Mayhem at Magic School by 
George Ivanoff random house 
australia US$9.99


JUNE


SUNDAY 1
BOOK – Choose Your Own Adventure 
(Dragonlark)
n Space Pup by R.A. 
Montgomery chooseco US$7.19


TUESDAY 3
BOOK – You Choose Stories: Scooby 
Doo
n The Case of the Cheese 
Thief by J.E. Bright curious fox 
US$8.10


BOOK – You Choose Stories: Scooby 


on one single app for all of 
Herbie Brennan’s Sagas of the 
Demonspawn series, which will 
be called Sagas of Fire*Wolf.  The 
app will contain all four books 
and include updated artwork 
(but the old artwork will also 
be accessible in the app).
   They will also be developing 
Ryan North’s Kicskstarter-
funded Shakespeare-themed 
gamebook To Be or Not To Be 
into an app and releasing 
their Gamebook Adventures 
in collected apps (part 
1 will contain Gamebook 


in Man games plan 
to keep up their 
pretty full schedule 
of new and adapted 


gamebook titles.
   Since the last issue, Tin 
Man Games have released, 
as part of various series or as 
stand-alone titles, Curse of the 
Assassin, The Forgotten Spell, 
Gun Dogs, Sultans of Rema, and 
Zombocalypse Now. Several of 
these titles are reviewed in this 
issue - see page 96.
   Meanwhile, for future 
gamebook apps, they plan 


TIN MAN GAMES


Adventures 1-3 and part 2 will 
contain adventures 4-6).
   Still with Gamebook 
Adventures, the tenth title in 
the series, Lords of Nurroth by 
Dylan Birtollo, is due in the 
next few months.


T


FIGHTING FANTASY
here is still no word 
from Wizard Books 
on the future of the 
published book 


range. While we wait, we can 
look to other places for our 
Fighting Fantasy fix.


ADVANCED FIGHTING FANTASY
The second book on the 
monsters of Titan has been 
released. Written by Andrew 
Wright, Beyond the Pit features 
250 more monsters that were 
featured in the Fighting Fantasy 
gamebooks, along with their 
stats presented in a way that 
would make them compatible 
with Advanced Fighting Fantasy 
2nd edition rules. Each monster 
also comes with a description 
and some artwork. Beyond the 
Pit is available from Arion 
Games for £18. Currently in the 
works are two further titles, 
one a campign based around 
Salamonis and the other an 
adapatation of The Warlock of 
Firetop Mountain.
   See the foreign language section 
on page 14 for more on the French 
version of AFF.


YOU ARE THE HERO
You are the Hero, the 


comprehensive history of 
Fighting Fantasy written by 
Jonathan Green, is still awaiting 
completion. The delay is due 
to what was anticipated as a 30 
000 word book swelling to over 
three times the size. At the time 
of writing, the manuscript is 
almost finished, but the date of 
release is yet to be confirmed.


TIN MAN GAMES
Tin Man Games has released 
the adventures Island of the 
Lizard King by Ian Livingstone 
(December 2013) and Starship 
Traveller by Steve Jackson 
(April). Both feature colour 
artwork and all the other Tin 
Man Games features including 
achievements, difficulty levels 
and automap. In the case of 
Starship Traveller all the art is 
new and original, created just 
for the app version. Both can 
be bought for US$5.99 from 
the App Store, US$4.96 from 
Google Play or US$7.19 from 
Amazon.
   The next Fighting Fantasy 
title that Tin Man Games will 
release will be Appointment with 
F.E.A.R. by Steve Jackson, the 
game getting a preview airing 
at the April PAXEast indie 


developer convention. They 
will also shortly be announcing 
the results of their survey 
which determined which four 
Fighting Fantasy titles they will 
work on next.
   While Appointment with 
F.E.A.R. features a new game 
engine, the next planned 
release, Ian Livingstone’s 
Caverns of the Snow Witch, 
makes use of the regular engine 
as used on titles such as The 
Forest of Doom and Island of the 
Lizard King.


INKLE STUDIOS
inkle have released Kharé - 
Cityport of Traps for the Android 
platform. To date they have 
sold over 150K copies of the 
Sorcery! across both platforms 
and it’s “something we’re 
quite pleased about.” They are 
now working on releasing The 
Seven Serpents which will also 
include lots of new material. As 
a teaser, inkle have posted a list 
of challenges that you should 
be able to achieve in The Seven 
Serpents, including ‘learn a spell 
for summoning a rock demon’, 
‘leap across a chasm’ and ‘get 
married’. The Seven Serpents 
will be out in a few months.


T
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‘Master of Fables’. They call 
this contest the ‘Grand Telling’ 
and it is performed in front 
of an audience of thousands, 
gathered from all across the 
Lands. Can you tell the best 
story, capture the hearts of 
the audience, win the Grand 
Telling and become Master of 
Fables? Tales of the Fabled Lands 
is a story-based card game for 
2-4 players written by Jamie 
Thomas, one of the original 
authors of the Fabled Lands 
gamebooks. Available now for 
US$3.50 from RPGNow.


Tunnels & Trolls
n Tavernmaster games has 
released two more Tunnels & 
Trolls solos for free. They are 
entitled Legends of Ogul Duhr I 
and II and they are suitable for 
beginner characters. Both book 
1 and book 2 can be obtained 
from RPGNow.


Forgotten comic?
n Troy Chin at the Dreary 
Weary website has released 
an interactive comic called 
Forgetting. In this, you are a 
young salesman who is trying 
to piece together various 
memories of his life by 
investigating different places 
and talking to different people.  
You can play Forgetting for free 
online: www.drearyweary.
com/Forgetting/index.html


Baby dragons!
n Adventures in Dragonland 
is a gamebook for younger 
readers by Sylke Esche and 
illustrated by Savannah 
Schoonover. In the adventure 
you choose Sara and Eric’s 
path to help them reach their 
goal of rescuing the dragon’s 
eggs from the witch and 
saving the baby dragons. 
You can buy Adventures in 
Dragonland from Amazon for 
US$11.69 in paperback or for 
US$5.11 in the Kindle format.


he Lone Wolf saga is 
now being told in 
app form. The app, 
entitled Blood on the 


Snow, will comprise 
of four parts.


   The kingdom of 
Sommerlund is in 
danger once more! 
Communications 
with the village 
of Rockstarn 
have ceased 
and you have 
to investigate. 
Only the Sunken 
Forest separates this region of 
Sommerlund from the dreaded 
Darklands: is a new menace 
looming on the horizon?


   Embark on a brand new 
adventure and play as Lone 
Wolf, the last Kai Lord. Acts 1 
and 2 are available now. While 
the app itself is free, to play 


LONE WOLF
T


the game each act must be 
purchased individually or a 
‘season pass’ can be purchased 
that covers all four acts. You 


can get more 
information from 
lonewolfthegame.
com.
 
PROJECT AON
Project Aon 
continues its 
campaign to 
publish all of 
the Lone Wolf 
books on line.  In 


September 2013, it published 
book 27 in the Lone Wolf series, 
Vampirium. The last book to 
be published, The Hunger of 
Sejanoz, is not yet scheduled for 
release online.
   See the foreign language section 
on page 14 for more developements.


he Eye of Winter’s 
Fury, Michael J. 
Ward’s third book 
in the Destiny Quest 


series was released on April 
17th. This book will include 
new classes and new features 
related to the gameplay, 
including a penalty for dying 
five times, which will introduce 
some more tension to the game.  


The cold north awaits you...
War is coming to Valeron. 
From the west, the blood-
thirsty Wiccans burn and 
pillage their way towards 
the capital - where an ill and 
ineffectual king is beset on 
all sides by the scheming of 
ambitious men. His youngest 
son, Prince Arran, untested in 
combat and naïve to ways of the 
world, is sent on a fool’s errand 
- to convince a cowardly lord 
to honour his oath and defend 
the realm from its enemies. 
But the real threat is yet to be 
revealed...


The Eye of Winter’s Fury is 
available for US$26.77 on 
the Kindle and US$26.95 in 
paperback, although expect it 
to be available for less the RRP 
listed here.


DESTINY QUEST


T


xplore-a-Quest is 
a relatively new 
series from Anthony 
Lampe. There 


are now five gamebooks in 
the series which began in 
September 
2013. The 
books cover 
a range 
of genres 
including 
sci-fi, fantasy, 
crime and 
comic book 
fiction. The 
latest is book 
5, entitled 
Ariona:  The 
Bounty Hunter.            


As Ariona, 
YOU are a 
female bounty 
hunter who 
was orphaned 
as a child, 


and who seeks to bring the 
murderer to justice. During a 
routine hunt for a criminal, you 
soon learn the man who killed 
your father has discovered the 
ability to raise the dead. Now, 


you must use 
your skills 
and courage to 
overcome this 
new evil and 
his army of the 
undead before 
he can unleash 
his wrath on 
all the lands.
   You can 
buy all of the 
Explore-a-
Quest books 
from Anthony 
Lampe’s 
website or 
from Amazon 
for US$5.99.


EXPLORE-A-QUEST
E


Doo
n The Mystery of the Maze 
Monster by John Sazaklis 
curious fox US$8.10
BOOK – You Choose Stories: Scooby 
Doo
n The Secret of the Sea 
Creature by Laurie S. Sutton 
curious fox US$8.10
BOOK – You Choose Stories: Scooby 
Doo
n The Terror of the Bigfoot 
Beast by Laurie S. Sutton 
curious fox US$8.10


THURSDAY 12
BOOK – I, Hero
n Atlantis Quest 1: Menace 
from the Deep by Steve Barlow 
& Steve Skidmore franklin watts 
ltd price US$9.98
BOOK – I, Hero
n Atlantis Quest 2: Ocean 
Alliance by Steve Barlow & 
Steve Skidmore franklin watts 
ltd price US$9.98


date TBA
APP – iOS
n 80 Days by Meg Jayanth 
inkle studios price TBA


date TBA
APP – iOS, Android
n Gamebook Adventures – 
Lords of Nurroth by Dylan 
Birtollo tin man games US$5.99


JULY


TUESDAT 1
BOOK – Can You Survive?
n Three Musketeers by 
Debrah Peters lake 7 creative 
US$8.06


AUGUST


FRIDAY 1
BOOK – An Interactive Egineering 
Adventure
n Building the Empire State 
Building by Allison Lassieur 
capstone press US$6.95


BOOK – An Interactive Egineering 
Adventure
n Building the 
Transcontinental Railroad by 
Steven Otfinoski capstone press 
US$6.95
BOOK – An Interactive Egineering 
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VuPop 2
n On Monday, June 
9th 2014, Falvey Library, 
Villanova University 
hosts VuPop 2, the annual 
conference which explores 
pop culture and mass media. 
This year, the VuPop series 
will turn its attention to 
Interactive Fiction in Print 
and Online:


   While storytelling 
probably began as a very 
fluid process, several 
centuries of the printed 
book have given fiction 
an air of inflexibility and 
inevitability. However, for 
several decades, authors 
of gamebooks like Choose 
Your Own Adventure and 
Fighting Fantasy have been 
finding ways to directly 
involve the reader in the 
narrative of the book and 
to encompass multiple 
possibilities within a single 
volume.
   Computer games and 
other digital media have 
brought fiction into new and 
infinitely variable realms. 
This conference will examine 
the evolution of interactive 
fiction and discuss ways in 
which it can be studied and 
used pedagogically.


   So far, speakers at this 
event include Randy Cook of 
eGenesis Media, Christopher 
Liu of AdventureCow and 
Rebecca Slitt of Choice of 
Games, LLC. More speakers 
and events will be added 
shortly. To get the latest news, 
to register, or to submit a 
proposal of your own, head 
over to vupop.org.


Monster love!
n Monster Loves You! is 
an interactive video game 
from Dejobaan Games. You 
play an orphaned monster 
in  afairytale land who has to 
grow, evolve, make friends 
and also terrorize those pesky 
humans, as it is them who 


OTHER GAMEBOOK DEVELOPMENTS
Other gamebooks in the works 
include the following titles, 
many of which have been 
funded thanks to Kickstarter 
campaigns:


n The 
Chooseatron is 
a retro looking 
device which 
allows you to 
play a gamebook 
by entering your 
choices and then 
printing out the 
next part of the 
story on a roll of 
paper, allowing 
you to keep your 
story afterwards. 
It was funded on Kickstater, 
earning over three times its 
target.  


The Choosatron is a fun kit 
that easily assembles into a 
small interactive fiction game 
box, great for social reading 
and playing. As you play, you 
make decisions that affect the 
outcome of the story, and your 
journey is printed on a keepsake 
paper scroll. You’ll be able to 
write your own stories as well, 
using open and free software. 
Download new stories over Wi-
Fi, and share your own stories 
with other over the internet. 
Save your unique stories right 
on the provided SD card. 
Inspiring for kids, exciting for 
adults!


You can 
buy the 
Chooseatron 
for $199 from 
their site on 
Gumroad. 
Also, one of 
the stories 
will be a 
prequel to 
the Tin Man 
Games app, 
Siege of the Necromancer, written 
by Neil Rennison.


n Killing Hitler with Praise 
and Fire is a gamebook where 
you can go back in time and 
somehow stop Hitler from 


rising to power. 
It was funded in 
January 2014.
Killing Hitler 
With Praise 
and Fire is a 
choose your own 
path gamebook 
about killing 
or eliminating 
Hitler to make 
the world a better 
place. There 
are a myriad of 
options available, 


though the choice is up to you. 
Some of the options include 
infantcide, homicide, altering 
his preferences in partners, 
biological warfare, art school, 
raptor nazis and of course the 
most cruel, getting him hitched 
him with lots of kids thereby 
putting to sleep his dreams like 
he did so many others.


Killing Hitler with Praise and Fire 
will be available for purchase 
from May 2014 and will cost 
$10-15. For more information, 
visit the Kickstarter page.


n Journey to the Overland is a 
solo RPG which was funded on 
Kickstarter. It will be available 
for purchase from January 2015.  
You can get more information 


from the 
game’s 
Kickstarter 
page and its 
Facebook 
page.
The King 
is Old and 
news is 
spreading 
that the 
evil Wizard 


Morcai is amassing an army 
atop Fire Mountain to march 


on King’s Castle and take 
control of the Overland.
From every town in the 
Overland the calls out for a 
hero capable of Obtaining One 
of the Five Weapons of Power 
able to stop the Wizard Morcai.


n The Dangerous Worlds 
gamebook series has begun 
its campaign this April. The 
gamebooks are set in a grim 
and dark fantasy realm full 
of monsters and magic. The 
books use a diceless system 
that includes the use of talent 
and fate. The first book is a 
fantasy adventure set in, and 
around, the Midden city of 
Deva, during the Summers End 
festival. The city is gripped 
in a fever of hedonism and 
avarice. Little do they know, 
unintentionally conspiring 
forces are set to release evil into 
this careless land... You can 
visit the Kickstarter page for 
Dangerous Worlds here.


n Book 2 in the Shinte 
Warrior series was funded 
on Kickstarter in November 
2013. This gamebook series is 
based around the martial arts. 
For more information, you 
can visit the Kickstarter page. 
The rewards will be delivered 
later in the year. You will be 
able to buy the Shinte Warrior 
series by emailing the creator at 
ShinteWarrior@gmail.com. The 
books will also be sold through 
www.createspace.com in the 
future.


n Silicon Sisters Interactive 
have released a new gamebook 
entitled Everlove: Rose.  It is 
currently free.
Rose, a career woman struggling 
to understand her hang-ups 
with men, has turned to past-life 
regression to gain insight into 
her personality. Under hypnosis 
she’s transported to the pastoral 


Adventure
n Building the Great Wall 
of China by Allison Lassieur 
capstone press US$6.95
BOOK – An Interactive Egineering 
Adventure
n Building the Golden 
Gate Bridge by Blake Hoena 
capstone press US$6.95
BOOK – An Interactive History 
Adventure
n The Korean War by Michael 
Burgan capstone press US$6.95
BOOK – An Interactive History 
Adventure
n The Berlin Wall by Matt 


Doeden capstone press US$6.95
BOOK – You Choose Stories: Scooby 
Doo
n The Mystery of the Aztec 
Tomb by Laurie S. Sutton stone 
arch books US$6.26


BOOK – You Choose Stories: Scooby 
Doo
n Ghost of the Bermuda 
Triangle by Laurie S. Sutton 
stone arch books US$6.26


MONDAY 4
BOOK – Choose Your Own Erotic 
Destiny


n A Girl Walks into a Blind 
Date by Helena S. Paige sphere 
US$8.79


THURSDAY 14
BOOK – An Interactive Survival 
Adventure
n Can You Survive an 
Earthquake? by Rachael Hanel 
raintree US$11.97
BOOK – An Interactive Survival 
Adventure
n Can You Survive Being Lost 
at Sea? by Allison Lassieur  
raintree US$11.97


FRIDAY 15
BOOK – Choose Your Own 
Adventure (Dragonlark)
n Gus vs. the Robot King by 
R.A. Montgomery chooseco 
US$7.19


date TBA
APP – iOS
n Fighting Fantasy – Sorcery! 
3 by Steve Jackson inkle 
studios US$4.99


date TBA
APP – iOS, Android
n Fighting Fantasy – 


Appointment with F.E.A.R. 
by Steve Jackson tin man games 
US$5.99


date TBA
APP – iOS, Android
n Fighting Fantasy – Caverns 
of the Snow Witch by Ian 
Livingstone tin man games 
US$5.99







you sacrifice to become the 
nation’s next top hero? How 
high will you rise?


Other titles include Showdown 
at Willow Creek by Alana Joli 
Abbott; The ORPHEUS Ruse by 
Paul Gresty; Trial of the Demon 
Hunter by Samuel Harrison 
Young, Choice of the Deathless 
by Max Gladstone and Reckless 
Space Pirates.


n Since being funded in 
November, The Way of the 
Tiger series from Megara has 
been making swift progress. 
Book 0, Ninja! is out now and 
Megara is going start printing 
book 1, Avenger! soon. Ninja! 
will be translated into French 
later in the year. This year, the 
books will be made available 
to purchase from the Megara 
website which is updated every 
month. A paper copy of Ninja!  
is now available from Megara 
for  €35, worldwide shipping 
included. You can see a 100 
page demo of Avenger! on the 
Megara website.


   Megara are also hard at work 
at redesigning the Fabled Lands 
series for later release this 
year. If you head on down to 
their Facebook page, you can 
get frequent updates on their 
progress. Fabled Lands book 1 
has been completed. Megara 
will also be designing new 
covers for the new editions 
of Blood Sword which will be 
published by Fabled Lands 
Publishing.
   Spirit Slayer is an app released 
by Megara where you play an 
exorcist in the French Middle 
ages.


You play a member of a secret 
brotherhood, called upon by 
the Church when strange, 
supernatural events begin 
to take place. A necromancer 
weaves a complex web of 
shadows, seeking vengeance 
upon those who have 
condemned him!


   You can buy Spirit Slayer for 
US$0.99 from the App Store. It 
is available in both French and 
English.
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orphaned you.


You’re a young monster, 
orphaned by humans who 
now wear your parents as 
luxurious pelts. You live in 
the village of Omen, and 
your favorite snack is human 
fingers. As a monster, you 
pop up in the most interesting 
places — what do you do 
when three angry bears 
discover a young blonde girl 
in their cabin? Or when you 
spy a wolf hunting down that 
woman with the red cloak?


You can buy Monster Loves 
You! from Steam for US$11.70.


More inkle
n inkle are also working on 
interactive versions of classic 
stories with their upcoming 
game 80 Days. Written by 
Meg Jayanth, the game will 
include over 200 locations to 
visit.


   Adapted from Jules Verne’s 
classic novel, Around the 
World in 80 Days, our 
latest interactive adventure 
will put you in the role of 
long-suffering servant Jean 
Passepartout, plotting a route 
to circumnavigate the globe 
as fast as possible, avoiding 
misfortunes, pirates and 
policeman along the way.


A delight
n Delight Games have 
made two new releases. The 
first is Zombie High Volume 3 
which 
can be 
bought 
for 
US$2.99 
from 
Amazon 
for the 
Android.


It’s thirteen years into the 
zombie apocalypse, and 
civilization has moved 
underground. Jane Valentine 
is a high school freshman 
with two goals: make dreamy 
Tommy Fernando fall in love 
with her and kick as much 
zombie butt as possible. 
It’s up to you whether she 
becomes the most popular 
zombie fighter in school or 
is left to wander the halls a 
nasty fecto.


   Another release is Detective’s 
Choice Volume 1, which is 
currently free from Amazon 
for the Android.


village of Heart’s Home, where 
she soon discovers that she has 
chemistry with several of the 
handsome locals. By exploring 
her attractions to each of them, 
Rose begins to move past the 
obstacles that have been keeping 
her from finding true love, with 
a little help from her unflappable 
psychiatrist, Dr. Alys.


n Gamebook author and 2012 
Windhammer entrant Ivailo 
Daskalov has released several 
gamebook apps recently. 
Ivailo’s books mix supernatural 
dangers with romance. The 
first one, is Dating a Witch, 
an app version of his 2012 
Windhammer entry.


Have you ever wanted to date a 
beautiful contemporary witch? 
In this text adventure, you 
play the role of William the 
demonologist during his first 
night out with Lauren. Beware! 
A demon from your past may 
show up and spoil your fun... 
or add to your excitement.


You can download Dating a 
Witch for free from Google 
Play. The other adventure, Path 
of Light, can be downloaded 
from Google Play for US$1.


n Device 6 is a gamebook app 
written by Simogo. A surreal 
thriller in which the written 
word is your map, as well as 
your narrator.
Anna wakes up in a castle on 
a remote island, with little 
recollection of how she got there. 
All she remembers 
is an unusually 
unpleasant doll. 
Why are there two 
identical castles on 
the island? Who 
is the mysterious 
man in the bowler 
hat? And above 
all, what is the 
purpose of the 
tests Anna is put 
through?


Read, listen and peek into 
three-dimensional photographs 
to solve the bizarre mysteries 
of Device 6. You can buy Device 
6 from the App Store for 
US$3.99


n AppEndix, a company that 
produces gamebook apps, is 
producing the gamebooks from 
Proteus magazine as apps. The 
first Proteus gamebook that 
they will be releasing, Tower 
of Terror, will be out in Spring 


2014.  You can find out more 
from the AppEndix Facebook 
page.


You are a student at the 
Academy of the Grand Wizard 
Eleutheria against an evil 
and powerful Wizard called 
Belenghast, the Ruler of 
Darkblood. Armed with your 
own Dexterity, Strength, and 
Courage, a sword and torch, 
and a number of magical 
potions, you will ascend the 
Tower of Terror until you arrive 
face to face with the evil shape-
shifting Wizard.


n Choice of Games has several 
new titles in their interactive 
game series available for iOS, 
Android and, via the Chrome 
Web Store, Windows, OS X, 
and Linux. These new stories 
are:
Choice of the Rock Star


Rock your way to the top of the 
‘80s charts in this interactive 
tale of music and mayhem! But 
beware, mischievous managers, 
fickle fans, and gossiping 
groupies stand between you 
and rock immortality. Will 
your band tear itself apart? 
Will you flame out on national 
television? Or will you build 
a legacy that stands the test of 
time?


The Hero Project
The Hero Project is the sequel 
to last year’s hit Heroes Rise: 
The Prodigy by Zachary Sergi. 
“First-time readers can enjoy 


The Hero Project 
as a standalone 
novel,” said 
author Zachary 
Sergi, “and 
returning fans 
are in for a 
treat. There 
will be plenty 
more Victon 
drama, new love 
interests (or old 


ones, if Black Magic is your 
main squeeze), brand new 
Infini Powers, and dozens of 
new heroes and villains to meet 
– and defeat.”


You’ll battle villains and 
heroes alike with your newly 
discovered “Infini” powers. 
Will you vote to eliminate your 
rivals, or betray your alliance 
to curry favor with the celebrity 
judges? Play as male or female, 
gay or straight; you can even 
start a “showmance” with the 
other contestants. What will 
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n Shh! Productions have 
produced an adult content 
interactive photo comic 
entitled Choose Their Fate! #1 
(written by Jonny Depth and 
illustrated by Peter Pants). 
You can buy the comic from 
Amazon or their website for 
US$9.95.


Just when you thought 
this bawdy and naughty, 
photo comic series was over, 
readers have the ability to 
go back in time and change 
fate by choosing their own 
adventure from inside Lake 
Erie’s Womens Penitentiary! 
The disturbingly perverted 
Doktormentor has hired you 
as his new assistant, allowing 
you to invent new cruel and 
unusual punishments for 
the female inmates. Do you 
have what it takes to make 
these bodacious bad girls 
your next sexperiment? Or 
will you order them to strip 
naked before your very eyes? 
Every three pages is another 
chance to change the direction 
of the story as you become 
the one they fear or desire 
most, depending on what you 
decide!


n There is a new free Living 
a Book gamebook called Dark 
Forest. It is available in English 
(www.livingabook.com) or 
Spanish (www.viveunlibro.
com) on Android for Amazon.


Louis Versatti, a young heir 
man leaves his mansion 
looking for a new life, but the 
“Dark Forest” stands before 
him. Dark Forest is the place 
where he will experience 
supernatural encounter 
difficulties 
he has 
never 
imagined.


RECENT GAMEBOOK ROUNDUP
Some of the gamebook titles 
published in the last few 
months (and managed to avoid 
our detection) include:


APRIL


n Stray Cat 2: Spoiled for Choice 
by Layla Laguna is available for 
purchase on Kindle for US$3.71 
(The first book in the series isn’t 
a gamebook.).


Gwen would never admit it 
but she’s a runaway, living by 
her wits and her looks, causing 
havoc wherever she goes. A 
truck stop in the midst of her 
travels promises to be a lineup 
of horny men vying for her 
attention, but she just can’t 
decide who she’ll have the most 
fun with! Luckily, you, the 
reader, can choose the adventure 
Gwen gets to have, since she 
refuses to make up her mind...


MARCH


n The Dolphin Wants You by 
A.M. Manes is the second in 
the Make a Goddam Choice series 
(the first, Your Wife is a Slut was 
published in January) and is 
US$0.99 on the Kindle.


You will travel into outer 
space to rescue your pet 
dolphin, Furbomb, whose fate 
is inextricably connected to the 
fate of the galaxy.


FEBRUARY


n Three titles in the Atama-ii 
series for reluctant readers. The 
books were Journey to Mars by 
Paul Raine, Zombies in Tokyo 
by Andy Boon, and The Lost 
Cup by James Broadbridge. All 
are available on the Kindle for 
US$3.71 each.


JANUARY


n Stranger Things Have 
Happened by Josh Lanyon is an 
add-on to his Adrien English 
series of novels. Available in 
print for US$14.92.


WHO KILLED ROBERT 
HERSEY? Book store assistant 
and all around bad boy Robert 
Hersey has been murdered -- 
and you are the #1 suspect! To 
clear your name and get your 
life back, you must figure out 
who killed your best friend and 
first love.


n Second in the Legendary 
Journeys series (The Vortex from 


2011 was the first title), Castle 
Darkholm by Randy Cook can 
be purchased for the Kindle 
(US$8.21).


n Dianne’s Promotion by Robin 
Pearce is on the Kindle for 
US$5.35.


YOU are Dianne Hathaway, 
and you’ve just got the 
promotion of your dreams – 
unfortunately it’s on a distant 
Mid-Atlantic island where 
the sexual revolution never 
happened and Victorian values 
still flourish. Here, respectable 
ladies must learn to welcome 
punishment on their erring 
behinds or be branded as 
outcasts. It’s your job to drag 
Westjack Island into the 21st 
Century by installing a modern 
mobile telephone network – but 
the men of Westjack don’t like 
change – and aren’t shy about 
letting your bottom know 
about it! A spanking adventure 
gamebook where YOU make all 
the choices.


DECEMBER 2013


n Strawman by Kristan J. 
Wheaton and Melonie Richey 
uses a gamebook format and 
is designed to teach readers to 
spot three specific cognitive 
biases in realistic situations and 
to employ effective strategies 
to limit their effects. It can be 
purchased for the Kindle for 
US$5.18.


n A second Click Your Poison 
adventures was published. 
Written by James Schannep, 
is can be bought either as a 
print copy (US$12.59) or for the 
Kindle (US$4.23).


You’re in a dark alley, a lost 
tourist in Brazil, when you 
stumble across a woman’s body 
and a revolver atop a grisly 
note which reads, “PICK ME 
UP.” That’s when you realize 
you’re not alone...


NOVEMBER


n Stronghold by Chris Young 
is a prequel to his previous 
gamebook Red Dog. It is 
available in print (US$13.60) 
and on the Kindle (US$4.93).


Three clans govern the 
Nameless Island, each with its 
own army. Each with its own 
Stronghold. You must overcome 
all of them.







FIGHTING FANTASY
El Bosque Tenebroso (The 
Dark Forest) is the Spanish 
translation of the Tin Man 
Games app of the Fighting 
Fantasy classic The Forest of 
Doom. It is now available from 
Google Play or from the App 
Store.
   Since it was re-released 
in 2011, there have been 
several new Advanced Fighting 
Fantasy books. It has also 
started to be published in 
other languages, including 
French. There is currently a 
crowdfunding campaign to 
release Titan in French, but 
it will not just be a straight 
translation. The Scriptarium 
launched project includes new 
elements such as reworked 
colour maps (made with the 
help of Steve Jackson and 
Jonathan Green); additional  
illustrations (including some 
brand new ones by Russ 
Nicholson, Malcolm Barter 
and French artists); and a 
100-page campaign taking 
place in Analand, Femphry 
and Lendleland, mapped by 
legendary cartographer Steve 
Luxton. If you would like to 
support this project, you can 
go to the crowdfunding page at 
Ulule. The campaign ends on 
June 1st.


LONE WOLF
Lone Wolf is going to be 
released in Italian. So far, 
one book has been released 
and another book (Traversate 
Infernale) will be out soon. You 
can buy the Italian version of 
Lone Wolf from Vincent Books. 
Lupo Solitario book 1, I Signori 
delle Tenebre, costs €16,90.
   A crowdfunding campaign 
to translate the Lone Wolf into 
Swedish (as Ensamma Vargen) 
was successfully funded at the 


Draco Venturus
n The third issue of Draco 
Venturus was finally published 
in October 2013. Download 
for free from www.draco-
venturus.fr.


Librogame
n Librogame has announced 
its entry requirements for its 
short gamebook competition.  
The gamebooks should be 
30-50 paragraphs and 15 000 
words in length. The deadline 
for entries is the 30th April 
2014. The entries will then be 
posted in anonymous form 
the forum to be voted on for 
a week. Entries should be 
submitted to i.corti.di.lgl@
gmail.com. Further guidelines 
can be found in the Librogame 
forum.


Get lost in a forest!
n Perdido En El Bosque (Lost 
in the forest) can be bought 
for $13.82 from the Editorial 
Hidra website.


You’re camping in a forest 
in which some say he lives a 
monster, a big feet. Is it true? 
When night falls, you get lost 
in the woods and you realize 
that the forest is a pretty 
dangerous place. Can you find 
your camp again? Depends on 
your decisions your destina-
tion. The path you choose will 
be the key to return to civiliza-
tion or stay on the mountain 
forever.


German gamebook
n Das Amulett Des Novizen 
(The Amulet of the Novices) is a 
German gamebook app from 
Slothlabs 
media. It 
takes you 
to a world 
called 
Erath. As 
one of 
the few 
magically 
talented 
people, 
when 
you come 
unexpectedly on a deceitful 
intrigue, it is important to 
make the right decisions as 
that affects the fate of you and 
the people of Erath. You can 
buy Das Amulett Des Novizen 
from appcrawlr for US$2.99.
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Omens & auguries News
FOREIGN GAMEBOOK UPDATE


end of December. Started by 
Anders Gillbring, the project 
raised almost six times its 
target, which will result in 
the release of 10 gamebooks, 
9 multi-player books, 3 map 
collections and a soundtrack.


OTHER TITLES
La cápsula del tiempo (The Time 
Capsule) by Miqui Otero. 
Where were you when the 
great storm broke? Twelfth 
Night 2013. A storm that the 
weather man could not predict 
has caught everyone flat-
footed. You have fled a house 
without your wallet and now 
you’re in a subway station, 
fighting with a dilemma. Today 
you should keep a promise you 
made twenty years ago: to dig 
up with your childhood friends 
a time capsule that is hidden in 
a now abandoned waterpark. 
37 possible destinations you 
await. You can buy La cápsula 
del tiempo from Blackie Books 
for €21.


Infeccion (Infection) by Fernando 
Lafuente, Jacobo Feijoo, 
Raelana Dsagan, and Pedro 
Escudero. Dare to face the 
hordes of grave only with your 
wits, your determination and, 
of course, a good dose of luck.
Enjoy the contemporary 
horror while looking for the 
right equipment, and explore 
your city turned into a post-
apocalyptic nightmare. You 
can buy Infeccion from Saco De 
Huesos for €18.


En Las Garres de Baba Yaga (In 
the Clutches of Baba Yaga)
Legend has it that a certain 
witch, very evil, ugly and 
hungry, runs rampant through 
the region. As the locals say, the 
old Baba Yaga snacks on every 
child who crosses her. Will you 
be able to avoid falling into 
their clutches? You can buy En 
Las Garres de Baba Yaga from 
Wix for €9.50.


La Caja de Pandora (Pandora’s 
Box)
You should not bought the box 
from the antique shop. But 
above all, you should not have 
opened it! The box was filled 
with all sorts of mythological 
monsters that now roam free 
around town. You’ll have to 
be brave and resourceful to 
return to get them all back 
in Pandora’s box. You can 
purchase La Caja de Pandora for 
US$13.82 from Editorial Hidra.


Entres Dimensiones (Between 
Dimensions)
Looks like your world has 
changed in small details. You 
do not understand... until 
you discover that you’re in 
another dimension! And you 
have become the target above 
the aliens determined to kill 
you. You will have to escape 
incredible dangers and return 
to your reality before it’s too 
late. The path you choose will 
be the key to return to your 
dimension or end up trapped 
in an alien prison. You can buy 
Entres Dimensiones for US$13.82 
from Editorial Hidra.







q16        Fighting Fantazine


or Fighting Fantasy fans Peter 
Darvill-Evans is the author of 
three gamebooks between 1987 
and 1991. To Doctor Who fans 
he is the man who helped keep 


interest in the series alive with the original 
fiction range of novels The New Adventures 
that began in 1991. But there is much more 
to his story than either of these two strands. 
Fighting Fantazine caught up with the man in 
question in 2013 to find out all those missing 
details.


IN WHICH WE ARE INTRODUCED 
TO PETER DARVILL-EVANS AND 
SOME BOOKS, AND THE STORIES 
BEGIN


I was born and brought up in 
Buckinghamshire, which is in the south-
east of England. My parents’ house was 
in the countryside near the town of High 
Wycombe, which lies in a valley in the 
Chiltern Hills about half-way between 
London and Oxford. My father was a 
teacher – ultimately a headmaster – so 
there were plenty of books in the house 
and I was expected to do well at school. 
I had a natural aptitude for reading and 
writing, so in fact studying came easily 
to me and I was something of a prodigy, 
academically speaking (sport was entirely a 
different matter). My secondary education 
was at the Royal Grammar School in 
High Wycombe, where I was placed in an 
express stream: I took both my O and A 
levels two years early.
     As a teenager I read voraciously, both 
fiction and non-fiction. I was always in 


He worked at Games Workshop and was later editor of Doctor Who novels at 
Virgin Publishing. Peter Darvill-Evans talks to Fighting Fantazine about those 


days, his Fighting Fantasy gamebooks, and other exploits.


Interview by ALEXANDER BALLINGALL


F


DARVILL-EVANS: A MAN OF LETTERS


Examples of the three Doctor Who 
fiction ranges that Peter was editor of 
during his time at W H Allen and later 
Virgin Books: Survival by Rona Munro 
from the series of Target novelisations, 
The Also People by Ben Aaronovitch 
which was one of 61 original 
adventures featuring the Seventh and 
Eighth Doctors in The New Adventures 
range, and Downtime by Marc Platt, 
one of 33 titles in The Missing 
Adventures range that featured original 
adventures of the first six Doctors.


Text Photo © Calimo, 2014. Used under Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike 3.0 Unported
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the rent. Occasionally I bought Games & 
Puzzles magazine, and in one issue I found 
an advertisement for the job of a trainee 
shop manager at Games Centre, one of the 
handful of specialist games shops that had 
recently opened in London. It turned out 
the publisher of Games & Puzzles, Graeme 
Levin, was also the proprietor of Games 
Centre; and he was a Diplomacy player. I 
got the job.    
     It was 1976. The late 1970s were exciting 
years for games: there was a resurgence 
of interest in classic games such as chess 
(and its oriental counterparts such as 
Go); also in wargaming with model 
soldiers; companies such as Philmar 
and Ravensburg were producing new, 
challenging board games; and from 
America came hexagon-map wargames 
by Avalon Hill and SPI and – most 
significant of all – role-playing games such 
as Dungeons & Dragons. At this time there 
were no home computers and therefore no 
computer games, but there was a demand 
for grown-up games. The hobby of gaming 
had begun.


What brought you to 
Games Workshop?
The world of hobby 
gaming was a small 
one in the late 1970s. 
Everyone knew 
everyone else. I got to 
know Steve Jackson 
and Ian Livingstone, 
the founders and 
the then owners of 
Games Workshop, 
because in those days 
Games Workshop 
was such a small 
operation that the 
proprietors were 
also the delivery 
men: Steve and Ian 
would drop into the 
Games Centre shops 
where I worked with 
consignments of 


the games they imported and distributed 
– principally Dungeons & Dragons. When 
they needed a new shop manager for 
Games Workshop’s retail outlet in West 


London they offered the job to me. I 
jumped at the chance as it seemed to 
me clear that Games Workshop was 
expanding. Within a few months I’d 
moved from the shop to the warehouse, 
where I was in charge in trade sales – 
wholesale sales of imported role-playing 
games to other retailers.


What did you make of the 
Warlock magazine offshoot to Fighting 
Fantasy and its subsequent axing after 
only 13 issues?
Warlock was being produced by Puffin – 
they were book publishers and as such 
unfamiliar with aspects of the magazine 
trade, for instance the much shorter 
deadlines, the selling of advertising 
space, and the handling of subscriptions. 
Whereas my team at Games Workshop 
London had been producing White Dwarf 
magazine for years, and it was very easy 
for us to take over and produce Warlock. 
So the production process – everything 
from commissioning and editing material 
through to printing and distribution – 
was straightforward. The problem with 
Warlock was that there was possibly no 
large market for it: the main editorial 
content in each issue was a short Fighting 
Fantasy adventure that was inevitably 
less satisfying than a full-length Fighting 
Fantasy book; there weren’t many 
advertisers (other than Puffin) keen to buy 
space in a magazine that was avowedly 
in support of only one product; and the 
consumer news trade is a harsh sales 
environment in which it’s difficult to 
survive without frequent promotions and 
advertising. I can’t remember why in the 
end we ceased publication – presumably 
the circulation fell and it ceased to be 
economic.


Do you have any favourite authors and 
who would you cite as influences on your 
own writing?
Of course I have favourite authors – too 
many to list, but over the years I’ve been 
temporarily gripped by Leslie Charteris, 
Brian Aldiss, Michael Moorcock, Albert 
Camus, Philip Jose Farmer, Robert E. 
Howard, Shakespeare (that’s a permanent 
obsession), H.P. Lovecraft, Tanith Lee, 


and out of the public library with armfuls 
of books. Science fiction and fantasy were 
a staple of the fiction mix: I read The Lord 
of the Rings, of course, and I remember 
seeking out anything by Brian Aldiss, 
Michael Moorcock and Robert E. Howard. 
But I also read crime, and thrillers, and 
historical adventures. I wrote, too: short 
stories, mainly. I optimistically wrote 
the script for a TV drama that was, not 
surprisingly, rejected by the BBC. A rather 
more unusual pass-time of mine – but one 
that has relevance to gamebooks – was 
designing mazes. I had several books on 
the subject and I drew large, fiendishly 
complex labyrinths.
     Board games and card games were a 
regular family activity: I have two younger 
brothers, one of whom is close in age, 
and our parents and other relatives were 
happy to keep us children amused by 
joining in the game-playing. As a result 
I grew up with a fairly comprehensive 
knowledge of card games – rummy, 
canasta, whist, bridge – as well as board 
games: Monopoly, Cluedo, Risk, Scrabble 
and Buccaneer. 
When I was in 
my mid-teens I 
discovered the board 
game Diplomacy. If 
you don’t know it I 
can describe it only 
as the archetype of 
strategy games: it 
has simple rules; 
there is no element 
of chance; to play it 
properly you need 
seven people and a 
weekend; and it’s 
completely addictive. 
I discovered that 
playing games can 
be more than a 
pass-time: it can be a 
hobby. It’s serious.
     Playing games 
dropped into the 
background when 
I went up to university. I read History at 
University College London. Emerging 
in 1975 with a degree and no career 
prospects, I took a clerical job to pay 


Peter Darvill-Evans Interview


The problem with 
Warlock was that there was 
possibly no large market for it 
and the consumer news trade 
is a harsh sales environment in 
which it’s difficult to survive 
without frequent promotions 
and advertising. ”
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BIBLIOGRAPHY
Warlock Magazine
Assistant Editor  (Issue 6, 1985)
Publications Manager  (Issues 6-9, 1985-86)


Fighting Fantasy Gamebooks
Beneath Nightmare Castle  (1987)
Portal of Evil  (1989)
Spectral Stalkers  (1991)


Doctor Who – RPG
Time Lord  (co-written with Ian Marsh, Virgin, 1991)


Doctor Who – Novels
Deceit  (Virgin, 1993)
Independence Day  (BBC Books, 2000)
Asylum  (BBC Books, 2001)


Doctor Who – Short Stories
“Prelude – Deceit”  (Doctor Who Magazine #198, 1993)
Home  (in Bernice Summerfield – Missing Adventures 
anthology, ed: Rebecca Levene, Big Finish, 2007)


Translations
The New Story of O by anonymous  (translated with 
Frank Pomeranz, Nexus Books, 1990) 
The Image by Jean de Berg  (Nexus Books, 1992)


Plus 7 pseudonymous erotic novels for the Nexus 
imprint.


Above: Peter’s original art brief for potential covers to Beneath 
Nightmare Castle.
Below: Two draft covers for Beneath Nightmare Castle as sketched by 
Terry Oakes.
Art © Terry Oakes, 2014. Used with permission.
Opposite page: A letter about toning down the horror elements of 
Beneath Nigthmare Castle.







the business focused. Meanwhile the Nottingham end of the Games Workshop empire, 
where Citadel Miniatures were manufactured, had no distractions and was going from 


strength to strength. It began to produce its own sets of games rules: 
Warhammer was born. When Steve and Ian decided to sell Games 
Workshop, it was the Nottingham manager who took over – and 
not surprisingly he wanted to pull the whole business on to one site. 
The writing was on the wall for those us who couldn’t or wouldn’t 
leave London. Which is a very long-winded way of saying that the 
contract to write a Fighting Fantasy book was, in essence, part of my 
redundancy pay-off from Games Workshop. I got that, a small cash 
sum, and a Ford Cortina that had been one of the company cars. (Don’t 
worry, I wasn’t out of work for long – just long enough to write Beneath 
Nightmare Castle, in fact.)


This and your other two Fighting Fantasy titles are set in Khul, the 
third and most recently devised continent of Titan. What attracted 
you to writing for Khul over the Old World and Allansia?
A very short answer to this one. I have no recollection at all. I’m not 
sure that when I wrote Beneath Nightmare Castle the whole Titan thing 
had been developed. I knew from the outset that I wanted any Fighting 
Fantasy book I wrote to be different – not just an endless succession of 
sword-fights with traditional monsters in a sub-Tolkien fantasy world 
– so I may have been attracted to Khul because it was largely empty 
and unformed. But I’m not sure that I paid much attention to the wider 
world of Titan.
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Raymond Chandler, Jane Austen, James M 
Cain, Charles Dickens, Ian M. Banks, Philip 
Pullman. I’ve tried to skew that assortment 
towards the SF and fantasy genres, but in 
terms of popular fiction I’ve probably read 
as much crime as fantasy and SF. These 
days I read very little fiction – I don’t seem 
to have the time – and I’ve always read at 
least as much non-fiction as fiction. And I 
think it’s true to say that I prefer theatre to 
books, in that I’d rather watch a play than 
read a novel. I’m interested in cinema but 
I rarely see films: they’re too realistic, they 
don’t leave room for one’s imagination. 
This answer is straying somewhat from the 
question! Influences: I’ll have to leave that 
for others to judge, although I can hardly 
deny the Lovecraftian influence on Beneath 
Nightmare Castle.


LOVECRAFTIAN NIGHTMARES – 
BENEATH NIGHTMARE CASTLE


How did you end up being commissioned 
to write Beneath Nightmare Castle?
By 1985 Games Workshop had grown 
massively. I was still in charge of trade 
sales, in a bigger, grander warehouse/
office complex with an in-house sales team 
and a team of reps on the road, but now 
with the title of General Manager and 
responsibility for publishing magazines 
as well – White Dwarf and Warlock. We 
had an in-house production department 
making Games Workshop’s own line 
of board and role-playing games, and 
we were distributing to over 1000 retail 
outlets in the UK as well as some overseas. 
But Steve and Ian had had enormous 
personal success with their Fighting 
Fantasy gamebooks, and while this was 
in many ways a good thing it also had 
drawbacks. Steve and Ian were gradually 
withdrawing from the day to day running 
of the business; as they had treated the 
Fighting Fantasy books as a personal matter, 
rather than part of Games Workshop, they 
could hardly object 
when Games Workshop 
employees started 
to submit gamebook 
proposals of their own 
to other publishers – 
and several did, some of 
them with considerable 
success. Other Games 
Workshop employees 
were contracted to write 
Fighting Fantasy books 
for Steve and Ian’s 
series. The London end 
of the Games Workshop 
empire sometimes 
seemed more concerned 
with writing gamebooks 
than with importing, 
manufacturing and 
selling games. I 
disapproved of this, 
and did my best to keep 


Peter Darvill-Evans Interview
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Beneath Nightmare Castle appears to have 
a Lovecraftian influence. Would agree 
that this is fair to say, and if so, what 
interested you in such works?
As I say, I wanted Beneath Nightmare Castle 
to have a different feel, and Cthulhoid 
horrors seemed suitably unusual. I also 
wanted to write seriously horrible scenes 
– I had some tussles with Puffin about the 
levels of violence. I’d read Lovecraft – I’ve 
got the collected works – but I tried to 
dream up original horrors.


The artist Dave Carson had one of his 
pics for Beneath Nightmare Castle rejected 
for being too scary. Did you get to see 
the picture before it was rejected? Did 
you then and do you now agree with the 
decision to cut it from the book?
Yes, I saw all of Dave’s illustrations, 
usually in both rough and finished form, 
before publication.There were quite a lot 
of changes before the final versions were 
approved, many of them suggested by 
me (and usually to make the illustration 
reflect more closely the descriptions in the 


text – Dave was often working from outline 
descriptions that I provided before the text 
was finalised). Puffin asked me to make a 
fair number of changes in the text, usually 
to excise some of the more unpleasant 
ways of dying, so I wasn’t surprised that 
they rejected one of Dave’s illustrations. 
Only best-selling authors with massive 
reputations can make demands of their 
publishers; the norm is for the publisher 
to have the power. I wouldn’t say that 
I always agreed with Puffin’s editorial 
decisions, but I tried to acquiesce with 
good grace.


Were you able to replace this “lost” 
picture with a different one?
Dave did two versions of the tentacle-
mouth woman, the second intended as a 
toned-down version, but neither was used. 
I just can’t recall whether it was replaced 
with something else – sorry.


What are your thoughts on Dave Carson’s 
interior art and Terry Oakes’ cover?
Both are abolutely first-rate. Having been 
the publisher of White Dwarf and Warlock 
magazines I was familiar with the work 
of many artists and illustrators. Dave was 
my first choice as illustrator and he did a 
fantastic job. As for the cover, I discussed 
it with Chris Achilleos and he said he’d do 
it if he had time; I suggested Steven Begg 


to Puffin as an alternative if Chris was too 
busy. When it came to making the decision 
Chris told Puffin he was too busy. I had 
a meeting with Ian Livingstone and he 
wanted to commission John Sibbick, with 
Les Edwards also a possibility. I thought 
neither of them would convey the other-
worldly horror of the book. So Terry Oakes 
was very much a last-minute compromise – 
and he I hope he never realised it, because 
his cover picture is excellent.


Beneath Nightmare Castle became the first 
title of the new cover layout launch in 
1987. Were you aware that this change was 
coming and what did/do you think of the 
design?
The new cover design was a considerable 
improvement on the old style. There is a 
much more consistent series style, not just 
front and back but also on the spine, which 
is crucial when selling long-running series 
of books (bookshops carry a lot of stock 
and paperbacks are rarely displayed face 
out). Had I been in charge of the redesign 
I think I might have made even more use 
of the Fighting Fantasy logo (it should 
be on the spine as well, I think), rather 
than using Steve and Ian’s names as the 
most prominent identifying feature. And 
of course I would have put the author’s 
name on the front cover – authors get little 
enough recognition (although I have to 


commend Puffin for paying authors an 
advance and royalties rather than a flat 
fee). I had a contentious discussion with 
Annie Winterbotham at Puffin about this: 
I thought it wrong that authors who wrote 
for the series didn’t get their names on the 
covers, and I tried very hard to convince 
her that Puffin should change its policy. So 
I was delighted when my contract arrived 
and it included wording that stated that 
my name would appear on the front cover. 
Then Annie told me that it was a mistake. 
And I said it was too late: the contract 


Above: Peter’s original art brief for the 
cover of Portal of Evil under a variation 
of the title.
Below: A draft sketch of the cover for 
Portal of Evil by David Gallagher. Note 
reads: “Beams of light streaming down 
from top left corner making a hazy 
glow”. Art © David Gallagher, 2014. 
Used with permission.
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Peter Darvill-Evans Interview
had been signed by both parties and I 
expected Puffin to honour it. I stayed in 
touch with both Ian and Steve after the 
closure of Games Workshop’s London 
premises, and saw them occasionally, 
and it was Ian who told me that I was 
making myself unpopular at Puffin and 
that they’d probably scrap my book rather 
than change the cover design to include 
authors’ names. So I had to surrender. I 
signed an addendum to the contract. I still 
think I was right, though: when you see 
a name on the cover of a book, you think 
it’s the author’s. (After I sent in the forms 
to apply for income from Public Lending 
Right I received back a letter stating that I 
was ineligible as according to their records 
Beneath Nightmare Castle was written by 
Steve Jackson and Ian Livingstone. I had 
to send a photocopy of the title page 
to prove that I am the author. Which I 
think demonstrates my point about the 
importance of the name on the cover.)


You introduced willpower as a new stat 
in Beneath Nightmare Castle. What made 
you tinker with the rules in your first 
book?
I think – and I must stress just how long 
ago all this occurred, and that my memory 
is notoriously poor in the absence of 
documentary evidence – that I had felt 
from the inception of Fighting Fantasy 
books that the standard stats made for a 
rather simplistic game experience. In each 
of my books I tried to stretch the original 
Fighting Fantasy concept, but in each case 
in a way that I hoped was appropriate to 
the subject matter. In a tale of Lovecraftian 
horror, willpower seemed like the necessary 
additional ingredient.


Who is the Cherril of the book’s 
dedication?
Cherril was, and indeed still is, my 
girlfriend, partner, whatever it is you call 
the person you haven’t been married to for 
forty years. The obvious, the only possible, 
dedicatee of my first published book.


Did you get much feedback on the 
completed book?
Not so much, no. There was a lot of to-
and-fro during the writing and editing, 
as I have alluded to already. But having 
worked in book publishing myself I know 
that by the time a book is finished and 
sent off to the printers your attention is 
on the next, and the one after that, so 
I’m not surprised that Puffin had little 
to say. Similarly Steve and Ian had made 
suggestions during the book’s gestation, 
but once it’s done it’s done, if you see what 
I mean: once it’s in print there’s nothing 
more that can be changed. I think all of 
us – even the authors – understood that 
each book had little independent existence. 
It was the series that mattered, and we 
were factory workers on a production line, 
feeding the apparently insatiable appetite 


for gamebooks. It is only in retrospect, I 
think, that anyone – fan or author – has 
had the time to take a long view and 
conclude that this or that book is better 
written, or more memorable, than most.


BREAK ON THROUGH TO THE 
OTHER SIDE – PORTAL OF EVIL


Where did you end up work-wise after 
moving on from Games Workshop?
I had just enough time to write Beneath 
Nightmare Castle before I was head-hunted 
to be the Marketing Director of a company 
called Argus Press Sales & Distribution 
Ltd. This company 
was part of the Argus 
Press group which was 
itself part of the very 
large BET corporate 
conglomerate. APS&D 
were the news trade 
distributors of White 
Dwarf and Warlock 
magazines – that was 
how the directors had 
come to know me. They 
must have decided that 
they liked the cut of 
my jib (or something). 
A news trade 
distribution business 
sits between the 
magazine publishers 
and the news trade 
– specifically the 
wholesalers, W H Smith 
and John Menzies 
above all, who issue 
magazines and newspapers to the retail 
trade. My job was to look for new business 
and to come up with sales and marketing 
initiatives to increase circulation for the 


client magazines. It entailed a fair number 
of lunches with publishers! I was told 
when I took the job that it was unlikely 
to last, and although the company had a 
successful eighteen months under the new 
management team of which I was a part, 
BET still went ahead and closed us down 
in the end: we were unionised and the 
other distribution company in the group 
wasn’t, and in the Thatcherite 1980s it came 
as no surprise that it was my company that 
was considered supernumerary. But I got a 
reasonable pay-off and I was glad to have 
the time to write again: I proposed Portal of 
Evil to Puffin. 


So you are out of 
a full time job and 
commissioned to write 
Portal of Evil. Did you 
ever consider being a 
writer full time at this 
time or any other point?
I’ve considered being a 
full-time writer all my 
life. The trouble is that 
writing doesn’t pay the 
bills, or not enough of 
them at any rate. At 
this point – when I was 
writing Portal of Evil – I 
definitely made a stab 
at it. Once I’d finished 
Portal of Evil I wrote a 
big, grown-up novel 
– a thriller – which I 
started to tout round 
book publishers. Patrick 
Janson-Smith at Corgi 


rejected it, but quite kindly. W H Allen 
liked it and said they’d publish my next 
one. But by that time I needed to bring 
some steady income, and my attention was 


Peter’s hand drawn map of the region for Portal of Evil. Art © Peter Darvill-Evans, 
2014. Used with permission.
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drawn to a small advertisement for the job of Doctor Who books 
editor. It was a part-time post and I thought it would allow me 
time to continue writing – which it did, for a while, until it took 
over my life.


Amusingly, your second book was the first book in the 
series Puffin where it wasn’t numbered – a decision that was 
seemingly quickly reversed shortly afterwards. As the editor of 
a substantial book series like The New Adventures and others, 
which weren’t numbered, where do you stand on the idea of 
numbering a series of books?
Numbering books is a seriously bad idea unless it’s necessary 
to buy and read the series in a particular order – which was not 
the case with Fighting Fantasy books. Giving each book a number 
will inevitably hurt sales of a series by the time only the higher-
numbered books are displayed on retail shelves. To stay alive a 
series needs to draw in new readers at a steady rate all the time, 
to compensate for those who drop out, and numbers act as a 
deterrent to entry.


You had Alan Langford as the illustrator on Portal of Evil and 
David Gallagher doing the cover. What did you make of their 
contributions to the book?
I have no complaints about any of the artists on my books. Both 
Alan and David did excellent work; Alan’s incidental page-fillers 
are particularly fine. I think neither Alan nor David was my first 
choice or Puffin’s, but the fact they both produced such excellent 
artwork just shows how talented professional illustrators are.


How much contact did you have with other writers on the 
Fighting Fantasy series? On any such long-running book series, 
how much cross-pollination is the right amount?
I had quite a lot of contact with at least some of the other authors, 
although that was mainly because so many of us were from Games 
Workshop. Puffin didn’t encourage authors to contact each other 
(and in fact it would have been more difficult to encourage in those 
pre-e-mail days). I now know, from publishing the Doctor Who New 
Adventures, that creating a sort of college of authors can lead to 
both inspiration and focusing of ideas, and can create a richness in 
the fictional environment that the stories inhabit, as well as making 
it easier to develop story arcs and recurring characters across 
multiple books in the series. However Fighting Fantasy wasn’t 
my series and I can’t be sure that the same benefits would accrue 
to books that are, after all, intended to be stand-alone games. 
Nonetheless I always tried to make my Fighting Fantasy books read 
like novels that had been cut into bits.


What made you think mining and dinosaurs was an exciting 
combination?
It doesn’t sounds exciting, does it, when you put it like that? 
Dinosaurs are always popular, and as ever I was looking for 
something that would differentiate my book from others in the 
series. So: dinosaurs. I reasoned that they were unlikely to turn 
up in many other Fighting Fantasy books. Now, you’re asking 
me to stretch my memory a long way back, but as far as I can 
remember the rationale behind mining was that the portal was 
supposed to have lain undiscovered for a crazily long time – whole 
geological eras – and the only place it could stay hidden that 
long is underground. And so the only people likely to come into 
contact with it are miners. It all seemed perfectly logical at the 
time. I like my fantasy and science fiction to have an internal logic 
and consistency, even if the setting and even the physical laws are 
unlike those of our world.


Why did you return to roughly the same area of Titan for your 
second book?
Again, I can’t really remember, but I think it was because it was 
largely uninhabited by other Fighting Fantasy books. I felt I could 
carve out a region for myself.


After Beneath Nightmare Castle and rewrites due to horror 
content, did you intentionally tone down this aspect in your 
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other two Fighting Fantasy books?
I don’t think so – once I’d writtem Beneath Nightmare Castle I 
wanted to go in other directions with subsequent books. Having 
said that I guess there might have been an underlying awareness 
that Puffin editors didn’t have strong stomachs.


A lot of the place names have Germanic-leaning name. Why did 
you go in that direction?
It’s all to do with the quest for consistency and believability. 
Settlements are named by their inhabitants, and large areas of 
continents tend to be settled by people who speak the same 
language. And the place-names remain unchanged, often, even 
after other ethnic groups or conquering civilizations have moved 
in. So as I recall the idea was that the German-sounding place-
names had been created by the human people who first settled the 
area; other place-names sounded more alien, to indicate that they 
had been settled and named by non-humans.


Where do you fall on the line between one totally successful 
ending and multiple ending of varying success? Should a 
gamebook offer lots of choices but have short, uncomplicated 
narratives, or the opposite?
It is better to travel hopefully than to arrive. I guess I always saw 
the story as more important than reaching the end. So I always 
aimed for incidents that were fewer but richer (I hope).


Is there anything you think a gamebook can’t or shouldn’t do?
Gamebooks are more suited to some genres than to others. It 
almost certainly has to be fiction – or at least the telling of a story 
– and it has to entail a quest or a puzzle: the goal must be to find 
the McGuffin or work out whodunnit, for instance. A gamebook 
would be less suitable for, say, an exploration of Hegelian 
philosophy or an overview of Renaissance sculpture.


Would you have been tempted to launch your own gamebook 
series if the opportunity arose?
Oh, I did. But by the time I was sending proposals to publishers 
the bandwagon had already been jumped on by so many others 
that it was standing room only. And by the time I was a publisher 
myself the bandwagon had rolled past and gamebooks were seen 
by the book trade as old hat. I co-wrote and published as a book 
(Time Lord) a wonderfully elegant Doctor Who role-playing game 
(for which my co-author Ian Marsh deserves much more credit 
than I) which included a one-person adventure.


Can you recall anything about your gamebook series proposal?
I can remember almost nothing about it. However, I still have it, so 
I’ll go and find out what it was all about.
     Ah. I see. It was certainly an ambitious concept.  The idea 
was to publish several series of large-format [See the proposal as 
reproduced on these two pages.]. I fleshed out a proposal for one of 
the series, which I called Secret Doors. The first four pages of the 
proposal are attached. I created a complete but rather amateurish 
mock-up of a Secret Doors book to be titled House of Horrors. In 
those days a dot-matrix printer was the best you could find for 
home use, and of course there were no graphics software packages 
to help one create a professional proposal. It was all hand drawn, 
and the words ‘cut and paste’ were literal. I sent the proposal to 
Collins in June 1988 and they finally rejected it in January 1989.


By the time Portal of Evil was published you were established 
as the new editor of the Target Doctor Who novelisation range. 
What was the experience like being on both sides of the 
commissioning chair?
Well, I already had some experience of commissioning, from my 
time as publisher of White Dwarf and Warlock magazines. But book 
publishing is very different, and once I started commisioning 
novels I quickly appreciated what a pain in the fundament I must 
have been to my editors at Puffin.


This page and previous page: Peter’s proposal for the 
Secret Doors gamebook series. Text © Peter Darvill-Evans, 
2014.







about Doctor Who from small paperbacks 
to big full-colour illustrated hardbacks, 
and other ranges of fiction, and other non-
fiction – it just grew throughout the 1990s.
     When I took over I inherited the tail-
end of a publishing success story. The 
Target novelizations had sold in millions 
during the 1980s, when Doctor Who’s TV 
viewing figures were at their highest and 
the show was broadcast widely around the 
world. By the time I arrived – I think that 
must have been 1989 - both the viewing 
figures and the Target sales figures had 
dropped significantly. I think at W H Allen 
Target Doctor Who books were seen as a 
dying imprint; however the fact was that 
even at a low level of sales they were still 
profitable, and so they were one of the 
few elements of W H Allen that survived 
the contraction of the company and its 
takeover by Virgin. And athough sales 
figures had fallen in terms of content the 
last ten or so novelizations were among 
the best: during the last two series of 
Doctor Who I always offered the writer of 
the TV script the opportunity to turn his 
or her own work into a novel, and most 
of them wanted to do so. As a result I was 
able to publish novelizations that were 
longer, denser and more grown-up – they 


prefigured the New Adventures.
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ALLEN & VIRGIN – WORKING IN 
PUBLISHING


When you came to WH Allen, did 
you have other books and/or series to 
look after on top of the Doctor Who 
novelisations or was that you sole focus?
I started as a part-timer, responsible only 
for seeing to press novelizations under the 
Target imprint of Doctor Who TV scripts. It 
soon became clear, however, that most of 
the broadcast stories had been novelized, 
and therefore it was mainly a matter of 
commissioning and editing novelizations 
of the latest TV episodes. Then the show 
was cancelled. I had some novelizations 
still in the pipeline, but with no prospect 
of new stories I began reprinting out-of-
print Target Doctor Who books with smart 
new covers – and they sold well. I think 
it was about that time that I took over as 
publisher of another range of fiction books 
that none of the respectable editors wanted 
to deal with: the Nexus imprint of erotica. 
Then the BBC gave in to my repeated 
requests to be able to publish original 
Doctor Who novels, and I started the Doctor 
Who New Adventures. And then came the 
Missing Adventures, and non-fiction books 


How easy was it to convince the BBC to 
let you published original Doctor Who 
fiction (given previous editors had tried 
and failed)?
It wasn’t that difficult once it was clear that 
the programme was cancelled. The sticking 
point had always been that the BBC had 
wanted the series of novelizations to be 
complete before they would contemplate 
original novels. As long as there were 
new TV stories being broadcast there was 
therefore little hope of original novels. But 
once the TV show was cancelled that not 
only removed the main obection, it also 
quickly became clear that no one at the 
BBC was particularly interested any more. 
And of course by this time nearly all of the 
TV scripts had been novelized – the few 
left to be done had complex permissions 
problems. John Nathan-Turner, the last 
producer on the TV show, remained at the 
BBC for a time and had the nominal role 
of Doctor Who producer, but there was no 
one else. I’ve said several times before that 
I became so frustrated with the lack of 
urgency shown by BBC Worldwide that in 
the end I drew up the contract for original 
novels myself, and sent it to the BBC for 
them to sign – an inversion of the usual 
roles of licensor and licensee.


At one point there had been announced 
plans that Eric Saward (script editor and 
writer on Doctor Who) would novelise 
his two 80s Dalek adventures. What can 
you tell us about this given that the book 
subsequently never appeared?
Luckily, I can’t remember very much about 
the Eric Saward saga. I recall that I spent 
some time trying negotiate with him (or 
perhaps it was with his agent) either to 
novelize the stories himself or to let other 
writers do so. Without success. What I 
can’t recall is his reasons for not wanting 
the stories to appear in print. It all became 


I became so frustrated 
with the lack of urgency 
shown by BBC Worldwide 
that in the end I drew up the 
contract for original novels 
myself, and sent it to the BBC 
for them to sign...”


“
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almost irrelevant once the New Adventures 
got under way – I was always more 
interested in the future of Doctor Who than 
the past.


Looking back now, how closely did the 
New Adventures range meet your original 
conception of the series of books? Did it 
go in any directions that surprised you?
All I knew was that I wanted original 
Doctor Who novels to take advantage of 
the medium of the full-length novel and 
to recognise that Doctor Who fans were, by 
that time, by and large adults. So I wanted 
stories that were bigger and more complex, 
with more nuanced characters, and written 
for grown-ups. I wrote comprehensive 
guidelines, and technical dissertations on 
how time travel worked 
and what it could and 
couldn’t do, but I didn’t 
provide much guidance 
about the nature of 
the stories. The New 
Adventures certainly 
met my expectations 
in terms of bigness, 
complexity, and so 
on. But as I had no 
plans as regards story 
content, I was never 
surprised by what the 
authors invented – just 
delighted.


You published Deceit 
in 1993. Why did you 
never pen another New 
Adventure?
Because I knew that 
other writers were 
better than me. I had 
written a lengthy 
guide for prospective Doctor Who authors 
and I wanted to see whether they were 
practicable – so I set myself the task of 
writing a novel. It was okay – competent. 
I gave my Doctor Who editor, Rebecca 
Levene, the instruction that she was to 
consider for publication those submissions 
that were better than Deceit.


Then in 2000 and 2001 you wrote two 
“Past Doctor” adventures for the BBC 
Books range. What brought you back to 
writing for Doctor Who?
What brought me back was the need for 
money. I was quite happy being author 
rather than editor or publisher. 


Looking back over your three Doctor Who 
novels, how do you feel about them now?
Asylum, the last, is also pretty clearly the 
best. Or least bad. Writing novels is a craft 
that requires practice – by the time I wrote 
Asylum I was beginning to get skilled.


Do you feel some sense of satisfaction 
at having been the first editor 
to commission authors like Ben 
Aaronovitch and Paul Cornell who’ve 
gone to be established authors 
producing their own wholly original 
fiction?
More than some – a great deal. I have 
no doubt that Ben, Paul and others 
such as Gareth Roberts would have 
found their way into print, but it was 
a joy and a privilege to oversee the 
publishing programme that allowed so 
many talents to shine in public for the 
first time. It was and remains the most 
satisfying element of the whole Virgin 
books experience.


As well as taking 
over the Doctor 
Who range when 
you came to W H 
Allen, you also 
oversaw the Nexus 
imprint of erotic 
fiction (and both 
went with you 
in the transfer 
to Virgin). Was 
managing an erotic 
fiction line that big 
a change of gears 
from Doctor Who?
It wasn’t just Nexus: 
our big publishing 
sensation was the 
Black Lace imprint 
– erotic fiction by 
women, for women 
– books that sold 
in bucketloads 
decades before 50 
Shades of Grey was 


even thought of. There were imprints 
of gay and lesbian erotic fiction, too. 
We covered all the bases. However, 
to answer your question: yes and no. 
Some elements are the same whatever 
genre of fiction you’re publishing: the 
financial costings, the need to get the 
sales and marketing departments on 
board, the importance of the cover 
design, the drawing up of author 
contracts, the editing, copy-editing, 
proofreading and printing processes. 
There are more similarities than 
differences. Someone – a woman 
author, I wish I could remember 
who – has said that pornography and 
science fiction are alike in that they 
are both on the outskirts of literature. 
It may also be said that both tend to 
emphasise plot over characterisation 
(although that’s far from always true 
of either genre). However much you 
might try to find things in common 
between the genres, though, in 


Peter’s brief for the artwork of Spectral Stalkers.
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practice my department had two parts, with different staff 
working on the two different areas: erotica, and TV (and other) 
tie-ins. We were all in the same office, and we socialised together, 
but there wasn’t much crossover of personnel when it came to 
commissioning and editing the books.


Your last dabble with published role-playing 
appears to have been the Doctor Who RPG 
Time Lord. How did this come about and how 
did you and Ian go about sharing writing 
duties?
When I was at Games Workshop we put in a 
bid to publish a Doctor Who RPG but we were 
beaten by FASA, an American company that 
duly created and published such a game. I 
have a copy. It isn’t particularly innovative 
and it fails to capture the essence of Doctor 
Who. So, when I took over as Doctor Who editor 
at W H Allen / Virgin, I had the opportunity 
to try again - as long as the RPG was 
published as a book, as the licence extended 
only to books. Ian Marsh had been the editor 
of White Dwarf magazine at Games Workshop 
and he and I had stayed in touch. He knew I 
had the Virgin job because he’d also applied 
for it! I got the RPG published and knew about 
how to prepare it for publication as a book. 
However virtually all of the credit should go 
to Ian: the game design is his (my role being 
to act as a sounding-board and to make suggestions about 
character abilities). I wrote the introductory bit about RPGs in 
general, and the solo adventure – everything else is Ian’s.


Were there ever plans for further volumes in the series and 
what was the feedback you received about the book?
In my opinion Time Lord is based on a game mechanic that 
is as simple as it is elegant – quite possibly the most perfect 
RPG system yet devised, and certainly it is absolutely right for 
Doctor Who adventures. Feedback from RPG players was very 
generous, but unfortunately the book had limited distribution: 
there isn’t a huge overlap between Doctor Who fans and 
RPG hobbyists, and of course the book was available only in 
bookshops, and not in games and hobby shops. It would have 
been easy to write more – scenarios, solo adventures, expansion 
sets, all the paraphenalia we expect from an RPG – but the 
demand wasn’t there because the original book had the wrong 
distribution. Some years ago Ian wanted to place the entire 
text on line, and I was happy to agree. He and others have 
subsequently added supplementary material. There are various 
sources on t’internet – just search for “Time Lord RPG”.


STALKED BY A TV DOCTOR – 
SPECTRAL STALKERS


Did you have a process for writing your Fighting Fantasy 
adventures?
For each book I created what was in effect a flow chart – it was 
very large, taking up half a wall – because I needed a visual 
representation of the routes that led from and to each reference. 
The other essential tool was a grid of the numbers from 1 to 
400, on which I’d strike through each number as I used it for 
a reference – a quick way to check how many references you 
have left, and of ensuring that you use numbers that are well 
apart. I know some writers – of gamebooks as much as of other 
fiction, I imagine – just set off writing, get down a complete first 
draft, and then modify; my way is always to plan in some detail 
first, so I know before I start the general outline of the plot and 
roughly how much space I’ll devote to each location. My first 
draft isn’t very different from the end product.


Spectral Stalkers is mainly set in a variety of non-fantasy 
worlds. What was the reasoning behind doing a non-Titan/sci-


fi adventure for your third book?
I find it difficult enough to remember my motivations for things 
I did last week! I know that with each Fighting Fantasy book I 
wanted to do something a bit different from the norm. I think I’ve 
said before that I found the whole sub-Tolkien sword’n’sorcery 
genre rather tired. So I think that was it: just a desire to be different.


Spectral Stalkers features a lot of what appear 
to be Doctor Who references. Are these a result 
of being a fan of the show or simply your work 
at W H Allen/Virgin bleeding through?
When did I write Spectral Stalkers? It was 
published in 1991, so I suppose I must have been 
writing it in 1990, so I would by that time have 
been editing the Doctor Who books. I really can’t 
remember. I don’t think I deliberately inserted 
Doctor Who references into Spectral Stalkers, so if 
they’re there it must have been unconscious. It 
was all a very long time ago! 


Do you have a favourite out of your three 
Fighting Fantasy titles and why?
That’s difficult. I suppose I have to choose 
Spectral Stalkers as my favourite – it’s the one that 
stretched the Fighting Fantasy format the most, 
and contained more imaginative scenes.


Thanks to your surviving notes we now know 
you pitched The King’s Barbican Jewel to the 


Fighting Fantasy series. When did you pitch the book and what 
can you add information-wise that isn’t covered in the pitch 
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such as why did it never progress to 
publication?
It must have been in 1989 or 1990, because 
the reason I couldn’t pursue it was that my 
work at W H Allen and then Virgin Books 
was taking up my time and what passes 
for my creativity. Some authors manage to 
write novel-length texts in odd snatched 
moments between other activities, but I’ve 
never been able to do that: I need whole 
days, and preferably whole weeks, with 
nothing else to do but think and write.


What did you see as 
the target audience of 
the Fighting Fantasy 
range and what do you 
make of this continued 
interest some thirty-
odd years later?
I always assumed the 
target audience was 
children and teenagers, 
and mainly male – this 
was the make-up of 
the people who used 
to write in to Warlock 
and attend the Fighting 
Fantasy days that Puffin 
organised. But I believe 
it’s a mistake to worry 
too much about who 
will eventually read 
what you’re writing, 
and in any case you 
should never write 
down to children. As 
for the continuing interest: it’s baffling. 
The gamebook concept was and is a good 
one: it’s an interesting and engaging way 
to approach a story. And some of the 
books were well crafted, excitingly written 
and well illustrated – I was blessed with 
excellent illustrators of my three books. 
But nonetheless it is surprising that anyone 
remembers them.


Fighting Fantasy came to an end in 1995. 
Why do you think that was?
Video games, mainly. More TV channels. 
And the difficulty of maintaining interest – 
publishers’, authors’, and readers’ interest 
– in a long-running series. Publishers, 
editors and authors are creative people and 
they are neophiliacs – they like the new. A 
series of books that has been around a few 
years won’t seem exciting to the editorial 
people, however much the accounts 
and sales departments appreciate the 
predictable sales and profits.


WHERE TO FROM HERE?


Your last novel was Asylum in 2001, 
do you have any fiction in the works 
currently?
I don’t have time for writing. I’ll come 
back to it at some point, if I’m spared. A 
few years ago I wrote a short story for a 
collection of stories about the Doctor’s 
companion Bernice Summerfield. I write 
the odd bit now and then, and I write 
down ideas for stories, but there’s little 
point in commiting much time to such 


things if there’s no 
prospect of finishing 
them. And I’ve 
always adhered to 
the principle that 
an author shouuld 
write as little as 
possible until there 
are signatures on a 
contract.


What else are you 
currently involved 
with (work & hobby-
wise)?
I work full time as 
one of Her Majesty’s 
Inspectors of Taxes 
– I deal mainly with 
the corporation 
tax affairs of large 
companies and groups 
of companies. I lead 
a small team of tax 


specialists and support staff. I find it 
very rewarding and I don’t intend to 
give it up soon. I’ve never been one 
for hobbies – having said that, I have 
recently discovered a group of young 
people (most people seem young to me 
these days) who play board games at 
weekends, and I’ve been along to a few 
of those sessions. I seem to have elder 
statesman status.


Fighting Fantazine would like to take the 
opportunity to thank Peter Darvill-Evans for 
agreeing to the interview. l


Peter Darvill-Evans Interview


This page and previous page: The setting (with the hand-written comment: “If 
more, or recent FF authors, have added place names or other information in this 
general area (Khul), I’d like to know.”) and synopsis of Peter’s proposed fourth 
Fighting Fantasy gamebook The King’s Barbican Jewel. Text © Peter Darvill-
Evans, 2014.
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BACKGROUND


Bent Reed was like many other towns and 
settlements that sprang up in the Wyoming 
territory during the second half of the 
nineteenth century. Originally created as 
a supply point for settlers travelling along 
the Oregon or Mormon trails, it eventually 
grew into a town in its own right, housing 
some nine hundred hardy souls. Many 
of the tired folk who had logged over a 
thousand miles from points east decided 
on the spot that the peaceful, grassy and 
windswept valley would prove just as 
good a place to plant themselves and start 
a new life as anywhere else.


The trappings of civilization would soon 
follow: a church, a saloon, another church, 
a jail, a barbershop, a surgeon, a dentist, 
a supply depot, a schoolhouse, various 
farmhouses and ranches and the like. The 
settlers were, for the most part, a peaceful 
and agreeable lot. But as the population 
steadily grew, so did the incidents of petty 
crime that one would expect to find in any 
western outpost of the time: property theft, 
drunken brawls, cattle burglary and the 
occasional gunfight.


Eventually, the town militia decided that 
what was needed was a full-time man 
of the law to maintain order. The county 
sheriff was miles away and with the town 
of Bent Reed not being a particularly 
prosperous or notable place, the people 
had to settle for the next best thing –  a 
town marshall. After considering the 
various applicants, the town elders decided 
on a young rancher named Mathew Slade. 
Although he had drifted into Bent Reed 
less than a year ago, his strong work ethic, 
polite demeanour and quiet confidence 
had quickly endeared him to everyone 
he met. No one had ever had cause for 
any disagreement or problem with young 
Slade; he was a man that one would 
inherently trust a short time after having 
met him.


Your story began in the Midwest. Your 
father, Robert Slade, was a successful 
cloth merchant; your mother, Anna, a 
schoolteacher. Being an only child, you 
were loved and doted on incessantly. Life 
was idyllic, everything a young child 
could want. Your memories of those times 
are faint, though, because they did not 
last long. Soon after the Civil War began, 
your father mustered with the 17th Illinois 
Infantry Regiment. Less than a year later, 
he would fall at the Battle of Shiloh, the 
bloodiest engagement of the war up to 
that time. Your mother was carried off 
soon after by the typhoid epidemic. A 
sympathetic neighbour housed you for a 
few months before a distant uncle came to 
collect you.


The rest of your childhood was spent on 
a farm in Missouri. The contrast to your 
previous life couldn’t have been greater 


–  now you were but one of seven children 
and even though you were his sister’s 
child, your uncle made you work hard for 
your keep. When not helping on the farm, 
most of what little free time you had was 
spent with your aunt Henrietta, who with 
a mother’s sympathy and protectiveness 
taught you reading, writing and basic 
knowledge in a few other subjects.


When you were near adulthood, you 
elected to leave the farm. You didn’t have 
to; you had earned your uncle’s respect 
and your cousins would have been more 
than willing to share ownership. But the 
knowledge and memory of your past life 
had engendered a restlessness that could 
not be quelled. You journeyed south for a 
week before falling in with a cattle drive 
transporting a large herd from Texas to 
Montana. The nomadic lifestyle suited 
you well; you would stay on and make the 


complete round trip journey three times. 
You became fast friends with a group of 
cattle drivers and from these ‘cow boys’ 
learned a great deal about riding, shooting 
and other aspects of life on the open range. 
In time, however, the sense of restlessness 
began to return and so on the third return 
trip you bade farewell to your companions 
and settled as a rancher in Bent Reed.


Six-Gun Friday
a  ta l e  o f  a dv e n t u r e  i n  t h e  O l d  W e s t


by GAETANO ABBONDANZA
Illustrated by MASSIMILIANO AMADESI







Game Rules


Your quiet existence as the town marshall 
is about to take an unexpected and exciting 
turn. Before you begin, though, you’ll need 
to familiarize yourself with the following 
rules. 


Skill
Roll one die and add 6 (to get a total of 
between 7 and 12). This is your Initial skill 
score. If you find yourself engaged in a 
hand-to-hand brawl, your skill will be 
pitted against your opponent’s. Therefore 
a high score is highly desirable. This score 
may never exceed its Initial value.


Stamina
Roll two dice and add 12 (to get a total 
value between 14 and 24). This is your 
Initial stamina score. This represents your 
overall health. Although it can never go 
above your Initial score, it can and will 
decrease as you receive wounds, gunshots 
and other injuries. If your stamina score 
ever reaches 0, you have been killed and 
the adventure is over.


Combat


Hand-to-hand Fights
This process follows basic Fighting Fantasy 
rules. If you’re familiar with this, skip to 
the next section. Otherwise:


1. Roll both dice once for your opponent. 
Add his skill score. This total is your 
opponent’s Attack Strength. 


2. Roll both dice once for yourself. Add 
the number rolled to your current 
skill score. This total is your Attack 
Strength. 


3. If your Attack Strength is higher than 
that of your opponent, you have 
wounded him. Proceed to Step 4. If 
your opponent’s Attack Strength is 
higher than yours, he has wounded 
you. Proceed to Step 5. If both Attack 
Strengths are equal, you have avoided 
each other’s blows – start the next 
Attack Round from Step 1 above. 


4. You have wounded your opponent 
so subtract 2 points from his stamina 
score.


5. You have been wounded so subtract 2 
points from your own stamina score.


6. Make the appropriate adjustments to 
either your opponent’s or your own 
stamina score.


7. Begin the next Attack Round by 
returning to your current skill score 
and repeating Steps 1-6. The sequence 
continues until the stamina score of 
either you or your opponent has been 
reduced to zero (death).


Gunfights
There may be times when you find 
yourself engaged in a gunfight. If you are 
ever hit by gunfire, you must determine if 
the shot merely grazed you, or if you took 
a more serious wound. If, after being hit, 
you are instructed to Assess for Damage, 
you must roll one die and add 3. This is the 
number of corresponding stamina points 
that you lose. If you are still alive, continue 
reading. This procedure will not apply 
every time (if you’re hit from point-blank 
range, for example) but in any case, just 
follow whatever instructions are presented 
in the text.


When firing on an opponent, you will be 
instructed to Test your Aim. To determine 
if your shot is successful, roll two dice and 
compare the result to your skill score. If the 
total is lower than your skill then your aim 
is true; you may be instructed to Assess for 
Damage against your opponent. If the total 
is equal or higher than your skill, your 
shot has missed. 


Special Skills


Your life on the trail has taught you many 
things about surviving out in the open. 
Although somewhat experienced in each 
of the skills outlined below, you have 
achieved a mastery of two of them. Select 
two skills from the corresponding list of 
five below and note your choices on your 
Adventure Sheet. At various times during 
the adventure, you’ll be asked if you 
possess a given skill. As all of them are 
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useful at various points in the story, the use 
of the right skill at the right time could get 
you out of a sticky situation. 


Fast Draw
You’re the fastest draw in the entire 
Wyoming territory (and possibly beyond). 
Your reactions with firearms are lightning-
quick and you automatically get the first 
shot in any gunfight you might engage in. 


Tracking
You’re extremely proficient at finding and 
deciphering trails and reading landmarks. 


Detection
This is a combination of perception, 
reasoning and intellect. You can 
quickly make sound judgments and 
arrive at logical conclusions based on 
direct observation and whatever other 
information is at hand. 


First Aid
Although not a doctor, you’re more 
skilled than the average person at treating 
wounds. Each time you use a first-aid kit, 
you may restore 5 stamina points instead 
of the normal 3 (see the section marked 
‘Restoring Stamina’). 


Spontaneity
More of an aptitude than a skill, this is 
the ability to think on your feet and find 
creative ways to get out of trouble. 


Weapons


As the town marshall, you have access 
to the local armoury. On the day of your 
appointment, though, the militia pooled 
their resources and bought you a brand-
new, state-of-the-art firearm, which you 
now always have holstered to your side. 
You had your choice of the following: 


Colt .45 Peacemaker
“God did not make all men equal – 


Colonel Colt did.”
Preferred by gunfighters for its ease of 
handling. If this is your choice, you may 
subtract 1 from the dice total when Testing 
your Aim.


Smith & Wesson Schofield .45
“Never run a bluff with a six-gun.”


First produced in 1875, this single-action 
revolver was Jesse James’s preferred 
weapon. If this is your choice, you may 
add 2 to the dice total when Assessing for 
Damage.


Restoring Stamina


At the start of your adventure you have 
enough bandages, ointment and other 
medical supplies to make up four first-aid 
kits. You may use a kit whenever you like, 
except when involved in a hand-to-hand 
brawl or a gunfight. Each kit will restore 3 


stamina points. If one of your chosen skills 
is First Aid, each kit will restore 5 stamina 
points. 


Codewords


At various points in the story, when 
something especially notable happens, 
you’ll be instructed to write down a 
codeword. At other times, you may be 
asked if you have a certain codeword. 
When this happens, check your list to see 
if you’ve written it down and follow the 
instructions in the text accordingly. 


Your Adventure Sheet is listed on page 29. 
When you’ve entered all of the appropriate 
values, you may begin your adventure 
with paragraph 1. Good luck!


1
“Checkmate.” 


You stare at the board in disbelief for a 
few seconds before looking up at the man 
sitting on the other side of the table. The 
Indian stares back impassively.


“Why, Rodrigo,” you begin when you 
find your voice, “I see that I’ve taught 
you well. Damned well. I thought it’d 
be at least another month before you 
beat me!” Rodrigo breaks out into a rare, 
near-toothless grin and you can’t help but 
chuckle. “This calls for a little celebration. 
How’s about you reach up into that 
cupboard and pull out the whiskey?” 
Rodrigo, still smiling, rises from the table 
to collect the bottle and a pair of glasses. 


“Now that I have won the white man’s 
game, perhaps you will also teach me his 
strange dance,” he responds while glancing 
out the window in the direction of the 
social hall. “I will need a wife soon!” You 
both laugh.


“Well, here’s the first step, amigo,” you 
reply while lifting your glass in a toast. 
“It’s easier to talk to the ladies when 
you’re a little liquored up.” You’re about 
to impart some more wisdom when a loud 
knock from the outside causes you both 
to look up. “No, I’ll get that,” you offer. 
“You’re the new chess champion. Kick 
up your heels for a bit.” A quick glance 
out the window as you walk up to the 
door of the jail reveals a thin older man in 
faded overalls and a stained shirt that you 
immediately recognize as Mr. Longworth, a 
local farmer. 


“Afternoon,” you greet him as you open 
the door.


“Good afternoon, Marshall,” he replies 
while shifting around nervously. “I’m sorry 
to bother you, but wouldn’t you know it 
that six of my hens have done gone and 
disappeared!” You open your mouth to 
respond but he keeps going: “And I’ll tell 
you who done it, them damned Owen 
boys! They tipped my poor cow last week 
and now this! I tell you, blood will be shed 
when I get my hands on them...” 


“Now, Josiah, hold up for a minute,” you 
reply soothingly. “Let’s not jump the gun 
here. Remember last month when Betsy got 
loose? You were sure it was Miles Stanley.” 


“Never liked that man since first I laid eyes 
on him...”


“But it wasn’t him, was it? You forgot to 
close the gate and your cow wandered out. 
Now, suppose you go and have a really 
thorough look around for your chickens 
before you start accusing the good folk in 
this town of some conspiracy.” 


“Well, I guess maybe I could look a little 
more,” he replies doubtfully. “I’m a good 
Christian man, so far be it for me to bear 
false witness against my neighbour or 
prejudice myself against someone.” He 
abruptly stops speaking as his gaze falls on 
Rodrigo. “Say, what you got an Injun up in 
here for?” 


Turn to 57. 


2
“I appreciate your coming to my aid, my 
boy, but I assure you, I had the situation 
under control,” the man states as he 
packs up his suitcase. “But nevertheless, 
I do appreciate the sentiment and so I 
verily bestow upon you a token of my 
appreciation.” And so saying, the salesman 
hands you a bottle of Samuel’s Sarsaparilla 
Bitters. (Mark this item on your Adventure 
Sheet.) “I must be on my way. Clearly, 
the residents of this town are not quite 
sophisticated enough to appreciate the 
latest in medicinal products.” 


“So you’ve done a fair amount of 
travelling?” you ask.


“Fair amount?” He harrumphs. “My boy, 
I’ve spent years tramping through the 
streets of New York, San Francisco and 
everywhere in between! I have rubbed 
shoulders with governors and senators, 
supped among the higher echelons of 
society, barely escaped with my life from 
the fierce Comanche–”


“And what about outlaws?” you interrupt. 
“Ever run into the Friday Boys?” 


The salesman immediately ceases his 
bluster and pauses to look around 







nervously. “Don’t speak of such things so 
openly!” he hisses. “Are you mad? Anyone 
could be within earshot.” 


“You’re on your way out,” you press. “I 
rode here specifically to find them. Half 
of my hometown could be on their way to 
bankruptcy because of them.” 


“In my estimation, bankrupt and alive is 
slightly preferable to rich and deceased,” 
he quips while beginning to walk off. You 
match him stride for stride, your mouth 
turned to his ear. “They’re in this town,” 
you continue. “You’re leaving. I’ll give you 
time to be clear enough away. Give me a 
lead.” 


He shakes his head. “They may be the 
most notorious robbers in any state or 
territory, yet they have friends in very 
high places that look out for their welfare 
in exchange for... services.” He pauses for 
a few seconds as a sudden fit of coughing 
seizes him. “I see I may have some need for 
my own medicine!” he exclaims. He stares 
at you silently for several moments before 
patting you on the shoulder. “Friends 
in high places, my boy, friends in high 
places. Should you be unable to shake 
your suicidal urge, my advice is to visit 
the fine gentlemen of the Wyoming Stock 
Growers Association. Now leave me be.” 
He walks off and this time you let him go 
unmolested. You now have what could be 
an important lead – write the codeword 
Nest on your Adventure Sheet. However, 
you’ll still want to look for other clues, 
rumours and information about the clan’s 
exact whereabouts. You could head for The 
Blind Pig (turn to 6), or walk to the barber 
(turn to 35).


3
A gunfight is not all that unusual in a 
saloon and so, as soon as everyone has 
recovered from the initial shock, things 
quickly return to normal. Scarface stumbles 
outside, yelling for a doctor, while his 
companion’s body is wrapped in a sheet 
and carried off. The only one of the three 
gamblers still around, Cropped Ears, takes 
a long swig of his drink before addressing 
you. “I never liked those guys anyhow!” 
he giggles. Let’s start a new game!” Do you 
want to keep talking with him? If so, turn 
to 81. Or, if you decide that you’ve wasted 
enough time, you can order a drink at the 
bar (turn to 65), or join the group by the 
piano (turn to 76). 


4
The man had been cradling his pistol 
underneath the bedroll the entire time. 
With a flick of his wrist, he levels the 
muzzle at you. However, your anticipatory 
draw is incredibly fast and the man’s 
eyes widen in shock as you get your own 
shot off first. You hit him in the forearm, 
which alters his shot, the bullet glancing 


harmlessly off the wall. 


“Damn you, Marshall,” he hisses. “You just 
signed your own death warrant. No one 
clips a Friday and lives to tell about it.” 


“Friday?” you demand, although the 
reality of what you’re dealing with 
instantly dawns on you. 


“That’s right,” he says proudly while 
wrapping his shirt around his wounded 
arm. “Your little dunghill of a town has 
indeed received the honour of a visit by 
the Friday clan, the most notorious and 
nefarious group of outlaws west of the 
Mississippi. I reckon my partners are about 
done cleaning out your bank by now.” 
(Write the codeword Asp on your Adventure 
Sheet).


“The fire...” you begin.


The man smirks. “A diversion, of course. 
You’re a smart one, ain’t ya?” 


Your mind races. If the holdup is occurring 
at this moment, there might yet be time 
to quickly organize the town’s militia and 
put a stop to it. But what will you do in the 
meantime with your prisoner? You don’t 
know if you have enough time to bring 
him to the jail. 


If you decide to tie him up here in the 
hotel, turn to 43. If you walk him over to 
the jail, turn to 72.


5
If you have the Fast Draw skill, turn to 58. 
If you don’t, turn to 93.


6
You set off down the street in the direction 
of a group of stores set up alongside each 
other, several of which lie behind false 
cutout facades. In this late afternoon hour, 
scores of townsfolk are out and about – 
women conducting their weekly shopping, 
workers transporting merchandise, 
cowboys and other roustabouts stumbling 
from one saloon to another, blind drunk. 
As a former cowhand yourself, you know 
the process very well – at the end of a 
long cattle drive, scores of recently paid 
young cowboys with weeks of pent-up 
energy and a lack of anything else to do 
with it descend like locusts on the nearest 
town to drink, gamble, and whore their 
money away. The sudden influx is one 
part blessing and two parts curse for said 
town, for while the appearance of paying 
customers is a good thing, the hell-raising, 
fights, shootouts and general trouble that 
go along with it lead many to conclude that 
the cowboys are more trouble than they’re 
worth.


You hear your destination before you 
actually see it. Loud laughter, rough voices 


and the musical notes of a piano float 
down the street to you. When a set of doors 
swings open right before a young man 
is literally thrown out, you know you’ve 
located your destination. As you’re about 
to walk in, the expelled gentleman leans 
against you drunkenly. “Mind if you buy 
us some drinks?” he hiccups.


You pat him on the shoulder before 
extricating yourself and walking inside. 
Turn to 9.


7
“So what’ll it be?” asks the barber. “You’ve 
got an incoming five o’clock shadow and 
the locks are getting a little long. How 
about the works? That’s a cut, shave, hot 
towel–”


“The works sound fine!” you interject.


“So you just visiting?” he asks a few 
minutes later as he begins to scrape the 
shaving lather from your face.


“Just passing through,” you reply, thinking 
about the best way to turn the conversation 
towards the outlaws. “I was in Bent Reed 
yesterday. Did you know their bank was 
robbed?”


“You don’t say!” exclaims the barber, his 
brow furrowed as he concentrates on his 
task.


“And not only that,” you continue. “But I 
heard–”


At that moment, the front door swings 
open and a short, rather oily looking 
individual walks in. Instead of the usual 
greeting, the barber remains silent and you 
feel his hand slightly tighten around the 
back of your head. “Hello, Clive,” he says 
in a low voice.


The man’s smile reminds you of a hyena. 
Instead of replying, he pauses for a few 
seconds to work a toothpick through 
his teeth. “Afternoon, Owen,” he finally 
responds. “Your shop’s looking real 
prosperous these days.”


The silence hangs heavy in the air for 
several moments before the barber speaks 
again. “It’s only been a month, Clive. You 
know I lost my entire investment when 
that mine shut down. Actually, I doubt 
there ever was any silver to be had from 
it. I’ve got a sneaking suspicion that your 
friend might have exaggerated some of his 
claims–”


“How dare you question Ralston!” 
interrupts Clive, his hyena smile growing 
wider. “We are both honest businessmen. 
I extended credit to you on my good faith 
and now it’s time to pay up.” He pauses to 
pull out another toothpick. “You know,” 
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he begins again, “you can pay me now. Or 
you can pay me... Friday.”


You glance back up to the barber, Owen, 
to see that he’s turned deathly pale. “Now 
look,” he replies, his voice suddenly raspy. 
“There’s no need for that. We can work 
something out. Please...”


Clive gives a short bow. “I see that we’re 
clear. I’ll come back tomorrow.” And with 
that, he turns and walks out of the shop.


If you trail him, turn to 59. If you stay in 
the shop to question Owen, turn to 75.


8
After a few minutes of riding, you spot 
Black Dinah’s. It’s hard to miss; a two-
storied affair with a garish false façade 
and a wide, open entrance cut directly into 
the wall. As you arrive and dismount, an 
attendant quickly comes up to collect your 
horse.


“Did someone tear out your door?” you 
ask, motioning to the bare entrance.


“Door?” the attendant laughs. “Ain’t never 
had no door. What for? The place never 
closes!” As he leads your horse away, still 
chuckling, you walk through the wall and 
into Black Dinah’s, pausing just inside the 
entrance to take it all in. It’s the largest 
saloon you’ve ever seen, although clearly 
it’s a multi-purpose establishment. Two 
bars line the walls on opposite ends, each 
crowded with men shouting their drink 
orders. A group of gaming tables lies 
ahead, most of them filled to capacity. 
Each one has a sign on a placard posed 
at its head indicating the respective game 
currently in play: there are faro tables, 
poker tables, keno tables and a couple of 
tables for vingt et un.


In the foreground behind the tables is a 


raised platform holding a piano player and 
a four-piece band. Even as you watch, they 
begin another musical number. As they 
do, a line of women in loose-fitting skirts 
scamper up on the stage and start to dance. 
You’d heard of can-can dancers before, but 
this is the first time you’ve actually seen a 
group perform. The men around the stage 
begin hooting and howling as the women 
laugh teasingly down at them. There is so 
much motion, action and noise that it takes 
a conscious mental effort to maintain your 
focus. You decide to take a seat at one of 
the bars and spend a little time observing. 
You walk up to an empty stool in the 
corner, situated under a rather provocative 
painting titled The Cowboy’s Dream.


“What’ll you have?” asks a bartender 
while using a rag to wipe the bar in front 
of where you sit.


“A shot of whiskey is fine.”


The bartender sets the small shot glass in 
front of you before turning to grab a bottle 
from the rack on the wall behind him. As 
he pours, you reach into your coat to pull 
out some coins. Doing so momentarily 
exposes your badge and a man sitting next 
to you takes an immediate interest.


“Drinking on the job, Marshall?” he grins. 
“And you are on a job. Don’t try to tell me 
otherwise. So who’s your game?”


If you feel like talking to this man, turn to 
17. If you ignore him, turn to 86.


9
You stand inside the entrance of The Blind 
Pig for a few seconds to allow your eyes to 
adjust to the dim lighting. When they do, 
you see that this saloon is not the biggest 
you have ever been in, nor the smallest. 
A rectangular bar lines the rear; several 
men seated on stools are spread along it, 


with several empty stools in between. The 
piano is set up near the end of the bar. The 
player skillfully taps the keys to produce 
the tune you recognize as ‘Oh! Susannah!’ 
while a group of inebriated revelers seated 
on a bench sing along. Wincing at their 
unmelodious shouts, you turn away and 
spot a row of tables, a couple of which 
contain groups of card players engaged in 
poker or faro. After a few moments, you 
decide to:


Have a seat at the bar. Turn to 65.
Join a table of gamblers. Turn to 40.
Join the revelers by the 
piano.   Turn to 76.


10
As you make your way towards the front 
of the store, something in the corner of 
your eye catches your attention. A figure 
is standing directly outside a window, 
gazing at you intently. You turn and 
begin to wave him off, but he jumps back, 
seemingly startled by having been seen. 
To your amazement, he trains a pistol on 
you! You throw yourself to the floor as 
he fires and for the second time today the 
store loses a window. You jump up, baring 
your own weapon and ready to return fire, 
only to catch a glimpse of his fleeing form. 
You rush forward and vault through the 
window cleanly before tearing after your 
would-be killer.


If you have the Tracking skill, turn to 23. If 
not, turn to 82. 


11
Although you try your best to staunch the 
wound, Owen soon passes out. As you’re 
bent over him, the front door flies open and 
three men brandishing revolvers run in. 
As soon as they spot you, they train their 
weapons on you.


“Hands up!” one of them yells.


“I need help,” you respond. “This man has 
been shot–”


“Don’t try and talk your way out of this,” 
another one interrupts. “We caught you in 
the act. Give it up.”


“Did the man who just left this shop send 
you in?” you persist. “He’s one of the 
Friday clan! We’ve got to pursue him!”


The men laugh. “You must think we’re 
dumber than a bag of hammers,” the first 
one responds. “We won’t ask you again. 
Get your hands up!”


Unfortunately, Owen is unconscious and 
cannot corroborate your story. The men 
haul you off to jail and by the time you’re 
released, three days later, the Friday clan 
has left town. You join the long list of 
lawmen that have failed to capture the 
Fridays. 







of the time.”


“Black Dinah’s? Someone else mentioned 
that place,” you respond.


As soon as the doctor appears, you 
take your leave, walking back to the 
livery stable, collecting your horse and 
equipment and riding to Black Dinah’s. 
Turn to 100.


16
“They’re staying in Room 6,” states Robert 
in answer to your question. He points to 
the hallway. “Just make your way down 
the hall and turn right.” You follow his 
instructions and soon find yourself in front 
of the door.


“What?” comes the irritated response to 
your knocking. “I didn’t ask for room 
service!” You open the door. The room, 
contains two beds and a small divan, is a 
standard size but much too small for six 
men. On the opposite wall is a window 
overlooking the street, under which 
kneels a man in the process of rolling up 
a sleeping mat. He looks up and you see 
that he’s several years older than yourself. 
A long vertical scar runs down his right 
cheek. His eyes linger on your badge 
for a second before they meet yours. 
“Afternoon, Marshall,” he says slowly.


“Good afternoon,” you reply as you walk 
inside. “I’m sorry to disturb you, Mr... 
Viernes?”


The man grins. “That would be my 
cousin.”


“I see.” You pause while taking a closer 
look at the beds. Something is inexplicably 
odd here; a strangeness that seems to hang 
in the air. “Is there a reason that six of you 
are staying in the same room?”


“Oh, you know, Marshall,” the man replies, 
still grinning. “Just passing through. Fewer 
rooms means more whiskey money!”


You take a few more steps and look over 
the bed. Two large suitcases lie against 
the wall. One of them is not completely 
closed and you can clearly see rolls of bank 
notes spilling out of the flap. “Looks like 
you have plenty of spare cash,” you reply 
slowly.


The smile remains pasted on the man’s 
face, although his eyes don’t look quite 
as jovial. “These days, it’s better to just 
hold on to your money,” he responds. 
“Robberies, holdups and the like. But you 
know about all of that, Marshall.”


“We don’t have those kinds of problems 
here in Bent Reed,” you reply evenly. 
“This town always has its eyes peeled for 
suspicious activity.”


12
The accusing player opens his mouth to 
speak again, but never gets beyond “I 
said...” There is a loud pop and a moment 
later he falls heavily off his chair. A faint 
plume of smoke rises from the young 
man’s sleeve. “See why I’m going deaf?” 
he grins.


“Damn it, Willie!” interjects another player. 
“That bastard owed me twelve dollars. 
Now you up and killed him. How am I 
supposed to get paid?”


“Sell his carcass for fertilizer,” smiles 
Willie, before looking back at the dealer, 
who has turned rather pale. “You feeling 
all right, dealer? You look like you’ve 
never seen a man get shot before. Is this 
your first day here or something?”


“No... no problem, William,” stammers 
the dealer. At the mention of his full name, 
a dangerous glint appears in the young 
man’s eyes. “You’re gettin’ a little familiar 
there, ain’t you boss?”


You’ve seen enough – based on ‘Willie’s’ 
actions and the way everyone else is 
reacting to him, you have little doubt that 
he’s a member of the Friday clan. Will you 
take him by surprise by drawing on him 
while you have the chance (turn to 5), or 
will you wait (turn to 89)? 


13
Thanks to your conversation with Franklin, 
you have a lead; you’ll head for Black 
Dinah’s as soon as you arrive in Cheyenne. 
Make a note of the following instruction: 
the first time you read any mention of 
Black Dinah’s, subtract 50 from whatever 
paragraph you’re currently on and turn 
immediately to the new paragraph that 
matches that number. For example, if you 
were on paragraph 180, you would then 
turn to paragraph 130. Turn to 94. 


14
More individuals within the crowd walk 
away as you get closer, until you spot 
Zeke. He stands silently as the fruit seller 
berates him. “You’re scaring away my 
business! Get the hell away from here!” 
the man shouts angrily. Zeke looks down 
at him impassively for a moment before 
raising one finger in the air. At first, you 
think his motion is directed towards the 
fruit vendor, but instead he lowers his 
hand to point directly towards you. You 
freeze. How did he...?


At that moment, something strikes you 
from behind. You fall to the ground heavily 
(lose 3 stamina points) but still have the 
presence of mind to immediately roll away. 
A good thing too, as the man who struck 
you from behind raises his arm for another 
blow and brings it down heavily on the 
ground where you just were. He grunts 


angrily and flings away the heavy stone 
that he just used to brain you.


“Finish him off, Roscoe,” yells Zeke. “And 
then take care of this one, too,” he adds, 
pointing to the fruit vendor. The vendor, a 
rather short, balding man, shrieks in terror 
and quickly begins packing up his wares. 
Roscoe closes in on you before you can 
draw a weapon. He’s a full head taller than 
you, wide-shouldered and strong. This 
won’t be an easy fight...


THUG  skill 10 stamina 17


If you reduce your opponent’s stamina to 4 
or less, turn to 31.


15
You quickly pull a roll of bandages and 
ointment from your belt and get to work. 
“I’ve never heard of a marshall also being a 
doctor,” quips Owen, a note of admiration 
in his voice.


“Not quite a doctor,” you respond. “But I’ll 
keep you alive for today.”
 
At that moment, the front door flies open 
and three men brandishing revolvers run 
in. As soon as they spot you, they train 
their weapons on you. “Hands up!” one of 
them yells.


“I need help,” you respond. “This man has 
been shot–”


“Don’t try and talk your way out of this,” 
another one interrupts. “We caught you in 
the act. Give it up.”


“Did the man who just left this shop send 
you in?” you persist. “He’s one of the 
Friday clan! We’ve got to pursue him!”


The men laugh. “You must think we’re 
dumber than a bag of hammers,” the first 
one responds. “We won’t ask you again. 
Get your hands up!”


“He’s telling the truth!” pipes in Owen 
weakly. “This man saved my life!”


The men stare dumbfounded for a few 
seconds. Two of them turn back and run 
out. “Go get a doctor,” you instruct the 
remaining one. “I’ll watch over him.”


“They won’t catch them,” remarks Owen 
while you’re waiting. “Those Fridays can 
disappear into thin air.”


“I’m not going back until I do find them,” 
you inform him. “Do you have any idea 
where they’re likely to be?”


“No. But if you’re looking for leads, try 
Black Dinah’s. It’s the largest, rowdiest 
joint in town. Those boys are so brazen, I’ll 
bet they’ve hung out in there at least some 
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The man nods slowly. His hand moves 
underneath the roll of the sleeping mat.


Your own fingers twitch unconsciously.


“Glad to hear that, Marshall. I feel safer 
already...”


If you have the Fast Draw skill, turn to 4. If 
not, turn to 25. 


17
You take a good look at your new 
acquaintance before responding. He’s 
middle-aged and dressed a little more 
formally than most in this setting. His fine 
clothes and neatly combed moustache 
suggest something of a dandy, although his 
manner and bearing also suggest a steely 
resolve.


“Your observation is correct,” you reply 
after pausing to quaff your whiskey. “I 
came over from Bent Reed.”


At the mention of your hometown, the 
man’s eyes momentarily widen in interest 
before being replaced with a more neutral 
expression. “Bent Reed? Well, you are a 
brave one. Or just green,” he chuckles.


You stiffen, not sure if you should reach for 
your gun.


“Most men wouldn’t have the guts, or 
the stupidity, to go the course that you’re 
on, even if their town’s bank was robbed. 
Doubtless, though, it must have stung your 
pride to have that happen on your watch.”


“You’re very familiar with recent events,” 
you respond warily.


“That I am,” he replies, reaching into 
his coat. “This was a very fortuitous 
meeting...”


If you feel that you’re in imminent danger, 
you can draw your weapon (turn to 42). If 
you’re not sure and want to wait, turn to 
78.


18
The town’s hardware store is a ten-minute 
walk away; at a quick jog you make it over 
in less than five. You spot the telltale plume 


of black smoke drifting into the afternoon 
sky well before you actually arrive on 
the scene. When you do, you find a large 
crowd gathered silently in front of the 
two-storey building, silently watching the 
flames consume the wood structure. Your 
heart sinks as you realize that the store is 
probably beyond saving.


“Marshall! Thank God you’re here!” You 
turn to see a middle-aged woman in a 
soot-covered frock. It takes you a moment 
to recognize Mrs. Harriet White. Her 
husband, Franklin, is the proprietor of the 
burning store.


“What happened here, ma’am?” you ask.


“Oh, Marshall, if only I knew!” She grabs 
your arm frantically. “Franklin is inside! He 
was bringing out equipment, going back 
and forth, I tried to make him stop, but 
now he’s been in for several minutes and I 
think something terrible has happened...”


She is nearly hysterical and you try your 
best to calm her down. “Are you sure, 
ma’am? Are you positive he didn’t come 
out and perhaps you missed him?”


“Yes, yes, yes! My Franklin is still in there!” 
Tears begin rolling down her cheeks. You 
pass off Mrs. White to three other women 
who have appeared at your side before 
turning back to the building. If Franklin 
is indeed trapped inside, he’s not going 
to survive much longer. You’re not sure 
anyone could survive entering right now, 
given the thickness of the smoke and the 
intensity of the flames.


What will you do? You could enter from 
the front, which is probably the way 
Franklin would have taken. Perhaps there’s 
a safer way through the back, although if 
there isn’t, you’ll have wasted precious 
time by looking. Or perhaps you should 
wait for help – you could better organize 
the search and for all you know, Franklin 
may not even be inside.


If you enter from the front, turn to 64. 
If you want to check out the rear of the 
building, turn to 36. If you wait for help to 
arrive, turn to 90. 


19
The outlaw unholsters his weapon at the 
same time as you. For a moment, you stand 
facing each other in a tense stalemate.


“You going to take me in?” he demands. 
“Who the hell are you?”


“The people of Bent Reed,” you reply 
simply. “Tell me where to find the others 
and I’ll see to it that you’ll receive a lighter 
sentence.”


He sneers in contempt. “Like hell.”


You shrug, and pull the trigger.


It was not your intention to kill this man 
– given the situation, the fact that your 
own life is in danger and the presence of 
innocent bystanders, you decide that the 
best course of action is to disable your 
quarry. Your shot nicks him in the shoulder 
blade. Write the codeword Anaconda on 
your Adventure Sheet. 


He curses as he falls backwards, his own 
shot whistling past the spot where you had 
been standing a moment ago. Your well-
timed dive carries you to a row of chairs. 
Kicking one of them towards the outlaw, 
you roll to take cover behind a table. 


You had expected pandemonium to erupt 
after the first shot and while people do 
indeed rush away or flip tables over for 
cover, it happens in a surprisingly orderly 
manner, as though everyone were well 
practiced at it. The outlaw, Zeke, scampers 
over towards a group of men crouched 
near the front door, firing off another round 
that whistles over your head.


You don’t return fire for fear of hitting 
a bystander. The outlaw has no such 
concerns and fires several more shots at 
you, which blast through the wood that 
shields you. Luck is with you, though, as 
you manage to avoid getting hit again. 


“I’m going to piss on your grave, 
Marshall,” yells the outlaw.


Before you can reply, he runs for the door. 
You get off one shot that barely misses him 
before he’s gone. Yelling for everyone to 
stay put, you run towards the front door, 
keeping your head as low as possible. After 
waiting for a few moments to make sure 
that the man is not planning an ambush 
directly outside, you run through the door, 
ready to fire – but there is no sign of the 
outlaw. If you have the Tracking skill, turn 
to 53. Otherwise, turn to 71.
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20
You cast your eyes downwards. Clive’s 
tracks are faint in the dirt, petering out 
a few yards ahead. At that point, they’re 
crisscrossed by two sets of horse tracks. 
Looking closely, you see that the newer 
set leads further into town. There’s also an 
indentation in the dirt directly behind. So 
the horse was pulling a stagecoach. You 
proceed along the street at a jog. You see 
a horse hitched to a post outside a saloon 
and another carrying a cowboy who nods 
drunkenly in the saddle. 


There! Further along the road, at a 
standstill while a line of people traverse 
in front, is the black hansom carriage. 
Not exactly what you were expecting, 
but you have no doubt that it holds your 
quarry. You break out in a full run. Just 
as the vehicle begins to move, you get 
within earshot of the driver and yell for 
him to stop. As soon as he does, the door 
flies open and a large, bald man in a long 
overcoat jumps out. “The hell you want?” 
he demands.


“I need to speak with Clive,” you respond. 
“I won’t be long–”


The man’s punch lands squarely on your 
cheek, catching you off guard (lose 2 
stamina points). Before you can pull out 
your gun, he jumps on you and his hands 
close around your neck. You break his grip, 
but you’re now locked in a hand-to-hand 
fight.


BODYGUARD skill 10 stamina 14 


If you bring your opponent’s stamina down 
to 4, turn to 88.


21
In the next instant, you tear yourself away, 
running back towards the hotel as fast as 
you possibly can. At the same moment, 
the mounted figures open fire. Two bullets 
strike your side and shoulder before 
you’ve taken ten paces. You continue 
running, sustained only by the adrenaline 
coursing through you. Before you’ve taken 
another ten paces, a shot strikes you just 
below the knee, bringing you crashing 
down to the ground.


You desperately attempt to drag yourself 
forward as the gunfire stops. You 
continue dragging yourself for another 
minute, oblivious to everything but 
the excruciating pain of your wounds, 
before you find a pair of boots in front 
of your face. You slowly tilt your head 
back, squinting against the late-afternoon 
sun. Your eyes travel up and you take in 
the man’s faded trousers, gun belt, long 
overcoat, and black Stetson. The sun 
shines directly in your eyes and you blink, 
trying to see the man’s face, but in the next 
second you collapse. Your life has come to 


23
The man runs like the wind, jumping over 
a fence and running along grazing ground 
before disappearing around the side of a 
barn. You round the corner and then stop 
in uncertainty. The man’s footprints fade 
away in the dirt. Up ahead is a group of 
houses and a dentist’s office. A couple of 
farmhands stand idly by one of the houses, 
sharing a bottle and laughing at some 
private joke.


You’re about to run up to them when you 
pause to take a closer look at the tracks. 
The boot prints near the end seem to be 
facing in two directions. Puzzled, you turn 
your gaze to the side and notice for the first 
time another set of smaller indentations 
in the dirt, leading up to a wheelbarrow 
parked at the side of the barn. You train 
your weapon on it as you slowly approach. 
The wheelbarrow contains a canvas 
covering, large enough to cover a man...


“I’m about to shoot some daylight through 
this canvas,” you announce. “So if you’re 
under there, come on out. And if you 
aren’t, then don’t. A few bullets won’t hurt 
you.”


You wait for a few seconds before cocking 
your gun. The click of the hammer is 
quite noticeable in the stillness of your 
surroundings. “First shot coming in three 
seconds,” you state. “Two...one...”


The canvas is suddenly thrown back, 
revealing a nearly bald man in dirty 
overalls, who holds his boots against his 
chest and stares at you with an expression 
of abject fear. Turn to 30. 


24
You stagger back and fall to the ground. 
The bloodied townsman stares down at 
you in satisfaction. “Done whipped you, 
boy,” he spits.


Before you can get up, two other men grab 
you by the shoulders and drag you away. 
You struggle feebly but to no avail and 
soon land in a Cheyenne jail. By the time 
you’re released, three days have passed 
and all hopes of capturing the Friday clan 
are gone – they’ve left town. Your mission 
has resulted in embarrassing failure. 


25
The man had been cradling his pistol 
underneath the bedroll the entire time. 
With a flick of his wrist, he levels the 
muzzle at you and fires. You manage to 
get off a defensive shot while throwing 
yourself backwards across the bed and 
rolling off the side. Your reaction no doubt 
saves your life, but you’ve still been hit 
and must Assess for Damage.


Another shot shatters the window, 
bringing a rain of glass shards down 
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22
After having briefly stopped at a candle 
maker’s shop to ask for directions to the 
nearest lodgings, you ride slowly along 
the prescribed route until you arrive at the 
Occidental Hotel.


“You came just in time,” comments the 
valet as he leads your horse to stable. 
“There’s lots of folk passing through here 
on their way west and the place is filling 
up fast. There are only a few rooms left, if 
that. You’d best not dilly-dally.”


You make use of this advice by bypassing 
the small restaurant and bar situated near 
the entrance and approaching the main 
desk straightaway.


“And where are you headed, young man?” 
asks the clerk as he hands you the keys to 
your room. “No, don’t tell me. Denver? 
No? Billings, then. Not Billings either? I’ll 
bet you’re headed to Carson City.”


You smile and shake your head. “Actually, 
I’m hoping this is my final destination, 
right here in Cheyenne.” The clerk raises 
an eyebrow, intrigued. “I’m looking 
for someone,” you continue. “Several 
someones, actually.”


“Is that so?” he replies. “Are these friends 
of yours?”


Instead of replying right away, you pull 
out your badge and place it on the desk. 
“Not exactly.”


He stares at it for several seconds before 
looking back up at you, the grave 
expression on his face having replaced the 
carefree attitude that was there seconds 
ago. “Well, I hope you find what you’re 
looking for, Marshall. Then again, I hope 
you don’t. You seem like a decent sort.”


His words give you pause in a way that a 
direct warning or threat would not. “Good 
night,” you respond after tipping your hat 
politely.


Now, will you eat here at the hotel 
restaurant (turn to 172), or head directly 
up to your room and consume your own 
provisions (turn to 157)? 







upon you. You raise your hand over the 
edge of the bed and get off another shot. 
When this doesn’t draw any retaliation, 
you cautiously peek up and find that your 
would-be killer has left the room. Turn to 
39.


26
Owen slumps down in the middle of the 
floor. “All right, Marshall!” calls out the 
outlaw. “I’m going to back up now. You’re 
protected where you are, so you stay right 
there. But if I see your gun peek up or 
around the side, the men on this side of 
Cheyenne will be looking rather scraggly 
until they can find a replacement barber! 
You understand? One clean shot to the 
temple. So you decide if his life is worth 
bringing me down.” You glance over at 
Owen and see a pool of blood spreading 
out around him.


“Go on, get out then!” you yell.


“Much obliged,” he replies while backing 
up. The outlaw keeps his weapon trained 
on Owen but his eyes fixed on you while 
he walks, as though wanting to memorize 
your features.


“You seem like a real decent sort, Marshall. 
And not many men survive a gunfight 
with a Friday. So here’s some free advice – 
give it up. You’ve used up your allotment 
of luck for the year.” So saying, he turns 
and runs out of the shop.


You immediately run over to Owen and 
cradle his head. His eyes flicker open and 
shut as his hand closes tightly around your 
arm. “I’m so thirsty,” he whispers. You 
cautiously lift up his shirt to find that the 
bullet passed through his side.


If you have the First Aid skill and at least 
one remaining kit, turn to 15. If you 
don’t, but you own a bottle of Samuel’s 
Sarsaparilla Bitters, turn to 83. Otherwise, 
turn to 11.


27
“Are you trying to say–”


“Trying nothing,” he interrupts. “Your 
ears do not deceive you, Marshall. Your 
little tobacco spit of a town has indeed 
received the honour of a visit by the Friday 
clan, the most notorious and nefarious 
group of outlaws west of the Mississippi.” 
He takes a mock bow. “As we speak, my 
five accomplices will be in the process of 
holding up your bank.”


“The fire,” you begin.


“A diversion, of course,” he beams. “My, 
how you do catch on.” He brushes his 
sleeves. “So we can just forget about this 
little run-in, no hard feelings. Otherwise, 
if my five associates have to waste time 
extricating me from this situation, well...” 
his voice trails off for a second. “We’ll hang 


you from the tallest tree in Wyoming,” he 
finishes.


Your mind races. If the holdup is occurring 
at this moment, there might yet be time 
to quickly organize the town’s militia and 
put a stop to it. But what will you do in the 
meantime with your prisoner? You don’t 
know if you have enough time to bring 
him to the jail.


“So what will it be?” he demands.


If you decide to tie him up here in the 
hotel, turn to 43. If you walk him over to 
jail, turn to 72. 


28
You understand that this roughneck is only 
looking to save face. “I’m sorry,” you smile. 
“My mistake. Bartender, another beer for 
this gentleman! On me.” The man steps 
back, satisfied, and you flip the bartender 
a nickel before surveying the scene again. 
After a few more seconds, you decide to 
head over to the faro tables. Turn to 48. 


29
Your eyes widen. “Did you say Black 
Dinah’s?”


The man grins. “So you’ve heard of it, 
have you? A young buck like you could 
have a really nice time up in there. Dinah’s 
got a whole flock of girls eager to give a 
man some company. Gambling, dancing, 
carousing, whatever you’re in the mood 
for, it’s in there. But keep your trigger 
finger ready!” he guffaws. “There’s always 
someone spoiling for a fight, even on 
Sundays.”


You give the stable keeper a silver coin 
while taking your horse back. A minute 
later, you ride out, having learned the 
precise location of your destination. Turn 
to 8.


30
“Marshall, I didn’t mean to shoot at you, 
honest,” he blubbers. “I was just trying to 
scare you is all.”


You grab him by his shirt and roughly 
pull him up. “Scare me for what? Did you 
have something to do with that fire? You’re 
looking at twenty years in the pen right 
now–”


“No, no, no!” he pleads. “I didn’t start it, 
honest! I was just told to keep an eye out...” 
He suddenly stops, realizing he’s said more 
than he intended.


“Keep an eye out? For who, for what?” you 
demand.


The man begins to wail like a child. “Oh 
Marshall, Marshall, please. I didn’t want 
to get involved with those Friday boys. I 
know how bad they are. I don’t know what 
got into me.”


You tighten your grip. “Talk fast. What 
exactly are they up to?”


“Please,” he whimpers. “They’ll kill me.”


“Not if I strangle you first.”


“Oh, Marshall! Please! I know you’re 
a good man.” He lowers his voice to a 
whisper. “The fire... it’s a diversion.”


You squeeze him harder. “Diversion for 
what?” 
He closes his eyes. “For... they is... I mean… 
the bank...”


You loosen your grip. “Listen here now. 
What’s your name?”


“Simmons, sir.”


“Simmons, you take yourself directly to 
jail. I’ll deal with you later. If I have to track 
you down again, it’s going to go mighty 
badly for you. Understood?”


“Yes, sir.”


As Simmons darts away, you turn back 
towards the centre of town and take a deep 
breath. The notorious Friday gang. Here, 
in Bent Reed. Write the codeword Snake on 
your Adventure Sheet. You have a decision 
to make:


Run directly to the bank? Turn to 77.
Round up the militia first? Turn to 54.


31
Roscoe staggers back after your latest blow, 
bruised and bloodied. If you meant to kill 
him, you could move in and finish the job, 
but your concern lies elsewhere. Instead, 
you kick his legs out from underneath 
him and he hits the ground, senseless. You 
draw your gun and wheel around, but 
there is no sign of Zeke.


“Where did he go?” you shout at the fruit 
vendor.


He points up along the street. “He left as 
soon as the fighting started.”


You curse inwardly – you won’t be able to 
track him down so easily again. However, 
since the outlaw is injured, you reason that 
he probably won’t leave without getting 
some medical attention first. Which means 
you have some time. You’re rather battered 
yourself and could use some rest. You 
decide to find a hotel for the night. Turn to 
22. 


32
You cup your hands around your mouth 
and yell loud enough for the crowd to hear 
you. “Mordecai! There you are!”


The crowd pauses to look back in your 
direction. “I’m sorry, everyone,” you 
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chuckle as you walk through the throng 
towards the presenter, who stares at you 
slack-jawed. “I’ve been tracking Mordecai 
here for the past three days. This isn’t the 
first time he’s walked out of the funny 
house. But he’s never come this far out 
from Denver before.”


You stop in front of the presenter and wag 
your finger at him in admonishment. “Did 
you bribe the guards again, Mordecai?”
 
‘Mordecai’ gapes at you, speechless. 


“You’ll excuse my charge here,” you say, 
turning back to the crowd. “You can clearly 
see that he’s rather soft-headed.”


“I’ll say!” laughs someone in the crowd. 
“He sure does look soft in the head!”


Soon, nearly everyone in the crowd is 
laughing.


The presenter turns red. “Now see here,” 
he begins, “I’ve never seen this man–”


“There you go again,” you interrupt as you 
grab his sleeve. “We’d best be going now. 
Sorry about the inconvenience, folks.”


The crowd soon disperses. Turn to 2.


33
Hastings, although quite shaken, is still 
able to recount what happened quite 
clearly. When word of the fire reached him, 
he sent both of his employees to help fight 
it. A few minutes later, two men entered 
the bank. He recognized them instantly as 
members of the Friday clan, having viewed 
their likenesses on a wanted poster during 
a recent trip to Montana. Before he could 
react, one of them jumped over the counter 
and struck him down with the butt of a 
pistol. At that point, three more ran in. 
Under a threat on his life, he opened up the 
vault and emptied out the bank’s cash and 
gold holdings. “They took everything,” he 
states, trying not to break down in tears.


You hastily call a meeting between 
yourself, the mayor, the town council and 
several senior members of the militia. “So 
we should mount up and chase them, the 
sooner the better,” recommends Olafson, 
who owns a flourmill. “They’ll no doubt 
stop in Cheyenne to stock up on supplies, 
lay low for a while and maybe make 
merry with their money. Our money. If we 
don’t catch them there, we’ll lose them for 
good.”


His exuberance is met with an 
uncomfortable silence from the other 
members. The Friday clan is well known 
for its brutality and while many are eager 
to see them captured, there are relatively 
few brave enough to attempt to apprehend 
them in anything other than the most 


favourable circumstances. 


“A group of us is too obvious,” you reply 
when no one else speaks. “I’ll track them 
down.” You turn to the mayor. “Sir, I’d like 
you to wire the county sheriff. Ask him to 
alert the federal government and request a 
detachment be sent to Cheyenne. I’ll meet 
them at the constable’s office and hopefully 
be able to lead them to wherever the 
Fridays are holed up.”


The other men make the obligatory 
protests about embarking on such a 
dangerous mission on your own, but in 
the end resign themselves to your plan, 
although a couple of them try to get 
you to abandon it completely. Clearly, 
the townsfolk have grown quite fond of 
you and have no wish to see you strike 
out on what many consider a suicidal 
undertaking. You promise to take the 
utmost caution.


If you have the codeword Scorpion, turn to 
13. If you have the codeword Snake, turn to 
45. If you don’t have either of those, turn 
to 94.


34
The luck of your first hand doesn’t seem to 
hold – you lose every round that follows. 
During this time, you attempt to engage 
the gamblers in small talk, hoping to steer 
the conversation towards rumours of 
the Friday gang. Their replies are short, 
however, and you find yourself getting 
nowhere.


Something about the hands doesn’t seem 
quite right, however, and you watch the 
other players from the corner of your eye 
while scanning your own cards. During 
the next round, you spot Scarface cheating 
by furtively reaching down to his lap and 
adding another card to his hand. Red 
Bandana covers him by dealing one card 
less than requested off the draw.


You seethe inwardly but must now make 
a decision. If you confront the men, turn 
to 91. Otherwise, you can simply excuse 
yourself and leave, and go have a drink 
at the bar (turn to 65), or join the other 
revelers by the piano (turn to 76). 


35
You set off down the street in the direction 
of a group of stores set up alongside each 
other, several of which lie behind false 
cutout facades. In this late afternoon hour, 
scores of townsfolk are out and about – 
women conducting their weekly shopping, 
workers transporting merchandise, 
cowboys and other roustabouts stumbling 
from one saloon to another, blind drunk. 


As a former cowhand yourself, you know 
the process very well – at the end of a 
long cattle drive, scores of recently paid 


young cowboys with weeks of pent-up 
energy and a lack of anything else to do 
with it descend like locusts on the nearest 
town to drink, gamble and whore their 
money away. The sudden influx is one 
part blessing and two parts curse for said 
town, for while the appearance of paying 
customers is a good thing, the hellraising, 
fights, shootouts and general trouble that 
go along with it lead many to conclude that 
the cowboys are more trouble than they’re 
worth.


The sign in front of the simple, single-
storey structure catches your eye: 
Wentworth Barber – Cuts, Shaves, & 
Pomade – You’ll come out a new man.
You enter the shop to find two stations, one 
of which is empty. A man in a dark apron, 
presumably the barber, is sweeping his last 
customer’s hair away from the chair. When 
he sees you, he puts down his broom.  
“Welcome, young man! You’ll have walk-in 
service today. I just finished up with my 
previous client.”


He motions for you to take a seat. As you 
do, you glance curiously at the figure 
sitting in the other chair. He lays back, his 
face and head completely wrapped in a 
steaming towel. Turn to 7.


36
You run around to the rear of the building 
only to find, to your dismay, that the rear 
entrance is locked. Rather than go back to 
the front, you locate the nearest window  
and shatter the glass with the butt of your 
weapon. You dislodge the remaining 
glass with your boot before entering the 
building. This section of the store, meant 
only for employees, is primarily a sorting 
and receiving area. Crates of newly arrived 
wares are stacked in neat rows along the 
sides.


You yell for Franklin but quickly realize 
that you’re alone. Ahead is a doorway 
that leads to the front of the store. If you 
proceed immediately, turn to 10. If you 
want to take a few moments to search this 
room, turn to 74. 


37
It takes only a few minutes to walk to 
the Sagebrush hotel. Larger towns might 
very well look down at the establishment, 
having but a single floor and only eight 
rooms. But relatively few people actually 
make the trip to such an out-of-the-way 
place as Bent Reed; most of the travellers 
who pass through on their way to 
somewhere else simply camp out on the 
open range. 


The young man at the front desk nods 
politely as you walk up. “Afternoon, 
Marshall! What can I do for you today?”


“Hello, Robert. How’s business been 
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lately?” 


“Oh, we’ve seen better, Marshall. Old man 
Burns is getting real ornery about it.” 


“Now, Robert, that’s not a nice way to refer 
to the man who pays your wages.”


“No, Marshall, you’re right, sir.” 


“But I was wondering,” you continue. 
“Have you had any recent arrivals?” 


“Why yes, sir, I believe so.” He checks the 
logbook. “Let’s see... there’s a married 
couple from St. Louis, Mr. and Mrs. Enis 
Black, passing through on their way to 
Oregon. Then we had a group of cattle 
inspectors check in ‘day before yesterday. 
Six of them! They said they’re here on 
behalf of major brand holders in Cheyenne, 
looking into reports of cattle rustling. I 
tell you, though, they looked more like 
ordinary cow punchers to me.”


“Are they still here?”


“Well, five of them went out this morning. 
Haven’t heard from the sixth one. Should 
I send someone for him Marshall? Is 
everything okay?”


“What names did they register under?”


The orderly squints down at his logbook. 
“Well that’s the thing, Marshall. Only one 
of them gave a name. Julio Viernes. They 
didn’t look Mexican, though.”


If you instruct Robert to send someone for 
the man in question, turn to 96. If you ask 
him what room he’s staying in so you can 
investigate yourself, turn to 16.


38
Despite your off-balance position, you’re 
able to pull out your gun and get off a shot 
a split second before Zeke can do the same. 
Your gun’s discharge sounds incredibly 
loud here within the bar and you see Zeke 
jerk back, clutching his side. “Damn you!” 
he cries. “You’re a walking dead man, 
stranger. I swear...”


You keep your weapon trained on him as 
he turns and stumbles outside. You brush 
the sweat from your head. Your shot was 
so rushed you almost completely missed 
Zeke. If you had, you might very well be 
dead.


“Are you all right?” you ask Lucinda, 
cradling your arm around her back to 
support her.


“I’m fine,” she replies as she rubs her 
jaw. Then you see her eyes well up with 
tears. “But you won’t be, and it’s my fault! 
Please, Mathew, ride away from Cheyenne! 
Do it now!”


“I’ll be alright,” you begin.


“No! No you won’t! That man, Zeke, he’s 
part of one of the most dangerous gangs in 
the entire west!”


A shock courses through you. “Now 
hold on,” you say slowly. “I happen to be 
looking for a gang myself.”


“You can’t be looking for anyone half as 
dangerous as the Fridays!”


Write the codeword Anaconda on your 
Adventure Sheet. Again you are shocked, 
so much so that you almost drop Lucinda. 
“Son of a bitch,” you curse. “Do you know 
where they’re staying? Anything?”


“I’m glad to say that I do not,” she sniffs. 
“Because I’d be sending you to your 
death.”


You shake your head. “Does anyone else in 
this bar know anything about the Fridays?” 


“I don’t know. You’d have to ask yourself. 
I’m sorry, Mathew.” 


“How much more money do you need to 
buy a ticket to California?” you demand. 


Lucinda remains silent for several 
moments. “Three dollars,” she whispers. 
Without hesitation, you reach into your 
pocket and fish out the money. “Here. Take 
the next train.”


“I... thank you,” she manages after 
recovering her speech. “If you ever come to 
California, look me up in Eureka.” 


“Goodbye,” you reply. After seeing her out 
by the rear exit, you run back out the front 
door.


There is no sign of Zeke. If you have the 
Tracking skill, turn to 53. Otherwise, turn 
to 71.


39
“Marshall!” yells Robert as you run out 
into the hall. “We thought you was dead!” 


“No one survives a shootout with a 
Friday!” squeaks Pete, crouching behind 
the counter.


“What did you say?” you demand.


“That’s right,” says Robert. “That man is 
a member of the Friday clan! To think that 
they was staying right here at the little 
Sagebrush Hotel!”


You frown. This is disconcerting news 
indeed. The Friday clan is one of the most 
notorious gangs west of the Mississippi. 
“You’re sure?” you ask.


“Sure as day. He was a cocky bastard, too. 
Boasting about the rest of the clan robbing 
our bank while everyone in town was 
occupied with putting out the fire at the 
hardware store.”


So this was their plan, you think. A bold 
and successful one, unless you can put a 
stop to it. Your only chance is to round up 
the militia and rush over to the bank. By 
the time you find them, word has spread 
and a large crowd follows you, despite 
your warnings of danger. Turn to 99.


40
You approach a table with an empty seat. 
Occupying the other seats are four men, 
one of whom wears a red bandana around 
his neck, while the man seated closest to 
him has a severely pockmarked face. The 
third man has cropped ears and the fourth 
– well, you can’t tell much about him 
because his face is planted on the table.


Upon seeing you, the man with the 
bandana motions you closer. “Here, 
have a seat,” he offers while grabbing his 
unconscious companion by the shoulder 
and pulling him off the table, only to let go 
and have him fall to the ground. “Willie 
here is done for a while.”


“Is he all right?” you ask while cautiously 
stepping over the man’s prostrate form. 
The man with the cropped ears begins 
giggling, but stops when the man with the 
scarred face slaps his head.


“I have no idea,” responds Red Bandana. 
“But probably, I guess.”


“Probably, I guess!” mimics Cropped Ears, 
giggling again.


“Shut up!” growls Scarface. “You sound 
smarter when you don’t talk!”


Cropped Ears wrinkles his brow in deep 
thought for a second before smiling. 
“Thank you!” he responds brightly.


“What’s your game?” you ask.


“Five card draw,” responds Red Bandana. 
“Ante is a dime; you can raise up to a 
quarter.”


“Sounds good,” you respond. The first 
hand is dealt. You examine the cards 
carefully before putting two on the table 
and getting a pair of replacements. Scarface 
raises the bet by a quarter, which you 
match. The other players remain in the 
game.


“Call,” says Red Bandana, putting his 
cards on the table for all to view. You 
confidently place your cards down to 
reveal a three-of-a-kind. Scarface curses 
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softly and Red Bandana whistles. Cropped 
Ears, however, slaps his card down on the 
table with a flourish. “Two pair, two pair!” 
he cries joyously. “I win!”


“You idiot,” responds Scarface. “That guy 
has a three-of-a-kind. He wins, not you!”


“Better luck next hand,” you reply while 
pocketing the money. Scarface and Red 
Bandana exchange an enigmatic look 
before the deck is slid towards you.


“Your turn to deal,” announces Red 
Bandana.


If you have the Detection skill, turn to 34. 
Otherwise, turn to 69.


41
You frantically begin to rummage through 
the storage room, pushing back boxes, 
opening cabinets and knocking supplies 
off of shelves. After a few seconds, you 
discover a threshing machine underneath 
a canvas tarp. You quickly pull the cover 
off and walk back to the centre of the room, 
lining yourself up with the exit, before 
pulling the canvas over your head and 
back, crouching down to get as much cover 
as possible and running back out.


Once you’re back in the front of the store, 
you throw off the canvas and walk outside, 
coughing out the smoke. Although slightly 
hurt from the smoke and flames (lose 2 
stamina points), you’re thankful to be alive. 


By this time, the firefighters have shown 
up. You quickly explain the situation and a 
few of the bravest men run inside. A tense 
minute elapses before the men run back 
out, carrying Franklin’s unconscious form 
and eliciting a cheer from the assembled 
crowd. Turn to 50. 


42
Quick as a flash, you unholster your gun 
and train it on the man’s forehead.


“Well, we’re rather trigger-happy, aren’t 
we?” he mocks, holding open his coat 
to show you that he’s unarmed. “It’s a 
wonder you haven’t gotten yourself killed, 
son. Now put that away before you hurt 
someone.”


Somewhat abashed and red-faced, you 
place your firearm back in your holster. 
Turn to 78.


43
You lead the outlaw back to the reception 
area. “Do you have a gun?” you ask 
Robert.


“Sure do, Marshall,” he replies, pulling out 
a revolver from behind the counter.


“Keep it trained on him,” you instruct. “If 
he tries to leave, you have my permission 
to shoot.” The outlaw smirks as you turn 


to leave. You’ve taken less than a dozen 
steps out the front door, however, when 
the unmistakable sound of a gunshot splits 
the air behind you. Drawing your own 
weapon, you turn to rush back into the 
hotel. To your surprise, you find Robert 
standing at the rear exit, aiming his gun 
at something in the distance. He pulls the 
trigger to let off another shot. 


“Damn my aim!” he shouts. 


“What happened?” you demand. You 
notice a nasty looking cut on his arm. 


“I’m a fool, Marshall,” he replies. “He asks 
if he can sit down. I tell him that if he’s so 
tired, he can take a seat right there on the 
floor. He bends down like he’s going to 
do just that, then calm as you please, he 
reaches into his boot, pulls out a knife, and 
flings it at me. That devil’s faster than a 
rattlesnake! I was so surprised, Marshall, 
my shot was a little off. Honest, nine times 
out of ten I don’t miss from that close up. 
Those Fridays are damned desperate to 
avoid capture, I tell you, and harder to pin 
down than greased pigs...” 


You stare outside grimly as the man 
disappears behind a building. As much as 
you’d like to give chase, the most pressing 
issue at the moment is the bank. Your only 
chance is to round up the militia and rush 
over to it. By the time you find them, word 
has spread and a large crowd follows you, 
despite your warnings of danger. Turn to 
99. 


44
Red Bandana’s eyes grow wide as you 
level your pistol at him. As if in slow 
motion, you see him raise his own gun 
to get off a shot at the same time that he 
pushes off from the table with his foot, 
throwing himself backwards. If you have 
the Fast Draw skill, your bullet buries 
itself in his chest before he can return fire, 
killing him instantly. At the same time, you 
throw yourself down to avoid Scarface’s 
shot, which still clips your shoulder – you 
must Assess for Damage. As you hit the 
ground, you fire another round into up into 
Scarface’s side and he screams in pain and 
falls heavily to the ground. 


If you do not have the Fast Draw skill, the 
same sequence of events occurs but the big 
difference is that Red Bandana manages to 
get off a shot right before you kill him and 
so you must therefore Assess for Damage 
twice. 


If you’re still alive, the gun battle is over as 
quickly as it began. Turn to 3.


45
Before preparing for your trip, you 
head over to the jail and find, to your 
satisfaction, that Simmons is already 
occupying one of the cells. Upon seeing 
you, he jumps up. 


“Afternoon, Marshall,” he begins 
nervously. 


You unlock the cell and motion for him to 
take a seat at the table in the centre of the 
office. You then pour a shot of whiskey 
and hand it to him while sitting opposite. 
“Simmons,” you begin. “I consider myself 
a good judge of character. I know what 
kind of man you are.”


Simmons leans forward, the whiskey 
running down his glass as his hand shakes.


“You’re not a bad sort.” 


“But Marshall! Please! I swear that if you 
really knew me... Wait, what? I mean, yes, 
damn straight! Excuse my French, sir, I’m 
not a bad sort. Not any sort at all, actually, 
if you, uh, know what I mean...”


You hold your hand up. “But the law is the 
law. And you delayed the town marshall 
from performing his duty. Actually, you 
tried to shoot the town marshall.”


Simmons turns pale. 


“But we can overlook that,” you continue 
quickly. “I’m sure you were just startled, 
like you said. But you know, it would 
really help your cause if you could give 
me some information on the Friday clan. 
Anything you might know. Where are they 
going? Where are they staying? What are 
their plans?” 


Simmons remains silent for a few seconds, 
thinking. “Honest, Marshall, they didn’t 
tell me much. They’re staying in Cheyenne, 
so I’m sure they’re going back.” 


“I figured that much on my own.” You 
stand up. 


“Wait! Wait!” He shuts his eyes 
momentarily and then opens them up 
quickly. “Yes! That’s right. One of them 
mentioned a saloon named Black... 
something or other. Dinah! Black Dinah! 
That’s it! Something about having a grip of 
money for their next game of Faro.” 


“Black Dinah, you say? All right, Simmons. 
If that information is helpful, I’ll make sure 
the record reflects your cooperation. Now 
get back in your cell.” Simmons quickly 
complies. Make a note of the following 
instruction – the first time you read any 
mention of Black Dinah, subtract 50 from 
whatever paragraph you’re currently 
on and turn immediately to the new 
paragraph that matches that number. For 
example, if you’re on paragraph 180, you 
would then turn to paragraph 130. Turn to 
94. 


46
The moment you take out your badge, 
you realize your mistake: the Fridays 







are ruthless, and have no qualms about 
shooting anyone in public, even (or 
especially) law enforcement officials 
attempting to apprehend them. The outlaw 
sneers and pulls out his revolver. All you 
can do is dive behind a table as his shot 
rings out. The bullet grazes you and you 
must Assess for Damage. If you’re still alive, 
you get off a return shot from the floor 
and the outlaw curses as your shot clips 
his leg. Write the codeword Anaconda on 
your Adventure Sheet. You had expected 
pandemonium to erupt after the first shot 
and while people do indeed rush away 
or flip tables over for cover, it happens in 
a surprisingly orderly manner, as though 
everyone were well practiced at it. The 
outlaw, Zeke, scampers over towards a 
group of men crouched near the front 
door, firing off another round that whistles 
over your head. You don’t return fire for 
fear of hitting a bystander. The outlaw has 
no such concerns and fires several more 
shots at you that blast through the wooden 
table you’ve taken cover behind. Luck is 
with you, though, as you manage to avoid 
getting hit again. 


“I’m going to piss on your grave, 
Marshall,” yells the outlaw. Before you 
can reply, he runs for the door. You get off 
one shot that barely misses him before he’s 
gone.


Yelling for everyone to stay put, you run 
towards the front door, keeping your head 
as low as possible. After waiting for a few 
moments to make sure that the man is not 
planning an ambush directly outside, you 
run through the door, ready to fire – but 
there is no sign of the outlaw. If you have 
the Tracking skill, turn to 53. Otherwise, 
turn to 71.


47
You pause for a few seconds. The cause 
of the fire is unknown, but the scattered 
equipment and broken glass indicates 
some type of struggle or altercation. If 
Franklin is still in the store (and from 
your conversation with his wife, you’re 
sure he is) then he must be trapped, 
unconscious, or restrained. He could not 
be trapped on the ground floor, since there 
are exits from both sides of the building. 
You reason that the mysterious fire is 
linked to the evidence of a fight. All right, 
then - someone subdued Franklin and for 
whatever reason wanted him dead, but 
also wanted his death to look accidental. 
Logically, then, Franklin must be located 
in an area of the store not easily accessible 
or visible to others. Covering your mouth 
with a handkerchief, you immediately run 
upstairs. Turn to 70. 


48
You locate the largest faro table in the 
group and take your place among a small 
crowd of onlookers standing behind 


the players. The oval holds ten seats, 
with a section cut out for the dealer. The 
hands are dealt quickly, each one met 
by a combination of whoops and groans 
depending on the luck of each individual 
player. Every few hands a player leaves 
the table as a result of cashing out or 
going broke; his spot is quickly filled. The 
anticipation builds before each hand and 
although it’s exciting to watch, you make 
a conscious effort to pay less attention to 
what you see and more to what you hear. 
After several more minutes, you’re about 
ready to give this strategy up as fruitless, 
as the players and onlookers only seem 
interested in commenting on the game 
itself; very little is said about new arrivals 
in town. As you begin turning away, the 
sight of one of the players grabbing the 
dealer’s hand catches your attention. 


“What’s the meaning of this, young man?” 
demands the dealer. The player is bent 
over and his features are covered under a 
wide brimmed hat. However, you catch a 
glimpse of his face as he looks up. He looks 
shockingly young, barely older than a boy, 
although the wispy beard hanging from 
his chin and the scars on his cheek suggest 
that he’s rather more experienced than his 
appearance suggests. 


“See here indeed, dealer,” he responds, 
smiling broadly. “I coppered that bet.” He 
motions down to a small hexagonal token 
on the table in front of his cash. 


“My ass,” interrupts another player to his 
immediate left. “You didn’t lay that down 
until a second ago. I’ll be damned if you 
turn my winning bet into a losing hand!” 
The young man turns towards him, the 
smile never leaving his face. Upon seeing 
him more clearly, several of the other 
players mumble nervously and scoot back; 
a couple leave the table altogether. 


“Can you lean a little closer and say that 
again?” the young player asks. “I’m a little 
deaf in my left ear.” 


Turn to 12.


49
You set off down the street in the direction 
of a group of stores set up alongside each 
other, several of which lie behind false 
cutout facades. In this late afternoon hour, 
scores of townsfolk are out and about – 
women conducting their weekly shopping, 
workers transporting merchandise, 
cowboys and other roustabouts stumbling 
from one saloon to another, blind drunk. 
As a former cowhand yourself, you know 
the process very well – at the end of a 
long cattle drive, scores of recently paid 
young cowboys with weeks of pent-up 
energy and a lack of anything else to do 
with it descend like locusts on the nearest 
town to drink, gamble and whore their 


money away. The sudden influx is one 
part blessing and two parts curse for said 
town, for while the appearance of paying 
customers is a good thing, the hell-raising, 
fights, shootouts and general trouble that 
go along with it lead many to conclude that 
the cowboys are more trouble than they’re 
worth.


The sign in front of the simple, single-
storey structure catches your eye: 
Wentworth Barber – Cuts, Shaves, & 
Pomade – You’ll come out a new man.


You enter the shop to find two stations, 
one of which contains a figure that reclines 
back, his face and head completely covered 
in a steaming towel. The other chair holds 
an older, rather portly fellow; this man is 
currently getting a shave from the barber, 
who greets you with a friendly nod when 
you walk in.  


“Have a seat, young man! I’m almost 
finished with Mr. Frank here.” The barber 
spins the chair holding Frank so that it 
faces a large looking-glass. “And how does 
that look?” Frank runs a calloused hand 
along his cheek. “Why, that’s softer than 
a baby’s butt! The missus will appreciate 
that.” The barber beams, “I do try to 
please, as you know, Mr. Frank.” 


In a few minutes, Frank’s shave is finished. 
Still rubbing his face, he pays the fee and 
exits the shop. The barber motions for you 
to have a seat in the chair that formerly 
held Frank. Turn to 7. 


50
The fire brigade battles the flames valiantly, 
but it soon becomes apparent that the 
building will be a total loss. Franklin, 
accompanied by his sobbing wife, is 
carried to the doctor’s office. You’re about 
to join in the fire-fighting efforts when a 
young man runs into the street, yelling 
frantically: “The bank! Our bank is being 
held up! They say it’s the Friday boys! All 
six of ‘em!” 


There are yells of disbelief, anger and 
fear. The Friday Boys are one of the 
most notorious outlaw gangs in the 
west, leaving a trail of death and misery 
wherever they choose to strike. You quickly 
round up a mixed group of town militia 
and other able-bodied volunteers and race 
towards the bank. Turn to 99.


51
You walk ahead through the doorway and 
find yourself in a storage room. This area is 
usually only open to Franklin or his clerks. 
The flames burn strongly to either side, but 
there is just enough room to walk ahead 
and quickly scan the area. Still calling for 
Franklin, you turn up your collar against 
the heat and squint through the flames, 
half hoping that you don’t find him in such 
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circumstances.


Suddenly, a roaring blast of sound and 
heat erupts from above and a few seconds 
later, a large section of the wooden ceiling 
collapses a few feet in front of you, raining 
down debris. Fortunately, you’re far 
enough away to not be struck by any of it. 
But you quickly realize you’ve got a big 
problem – the blast of air has fanned the 
flames behind you and the narrow path 
back out is now gone. The debris in front of 
you has sealed off the way ahead towards 
the rear exit. If you have the Spontaneity 
skill, turn to 41. If not, turn to 66.


52
The hairs on the back of your neck stand 
up. You stare at the man addressing you 
and his features seem to magnify – the 
sunburned skin, the slight cut above his 
right eye, the first flecks of grey in his hair... 
A searing wave of realization runs through 
you. Although there’s no way you can 
logically be sure, you somehow know that 
this man is one of the lawbreakers you’re 
looking for – a member of the Friday clan.


“What strange times we live in,” he’s 
saying as he traces a finger along the 
barber’s chair, “when such men can pass 
among us with near impunity! Tell me, 
Marshall, do you know how many lawmen 
these desperados have killed? How many 
widows and orphans they’ve created? No? 
I fear there may not be enough fingers in 
this room to count. Perhaps if we also use 
toes…” he laughs lightly. As he does so, he 
steps ever so slightly to his right, so that his 
hand and side disappear behind the chair. 
You mirror the move to your own chair. 
Owen senses that something is amiss and 
begins to back up. The man’s eyes never 
leave you. You stare back as nonchalantly 
as possible, wanting him to think that he 
still has the element of surprise. “What 
would you suggest?” you ask innocently. 
“Is it better to not bother trying to 
apprehend these criminals?” 


“Better, I cannot say,” he responds. “But 
definitely much less... tragic.” 


Your gun goes off a fraction of a second 
before his. The man grunts in surprise as 
your bullet strikes his shoulder.  His shot 
would have been clean had you remained 
stationary, which you didn’t, having 
just rolled back behind the chair as you 
completed your dive. Write the codeword 
Cobra on your Adventure Sheet. The chair 
shakes from the force of the other bullets. 
You lean over and around your chair to 
return fire. This goes on for several seconds 
before you hear a cry from Owen – he’s 
been hit. Turn to 26.


53
You scan the ground. There are no recent 
horse tracks anywhere – Zeke has escaped 
on foot. But in which direction? The sound 
of a scuffle reaches your ears and you turn 


the way you came and spot a couple of 
drunks in a clumsy fistfight within a small 
circle of onlookers. It doesn’t look like 
there’s anything particularly notable about 
this. Turning to face the other direction, 
you see a small crowd of people around a 
fruit stand. A loud exclamation of surprise 
reaches you and you see two women 
hurriedly walking away. As they do, one 
of them pointedly shouts back towards 
the crowd at someone within, concealed 
from your view. Two more women and a 
pair of well-dressed men walk away. It’s 
the way some people act when discovering 
that someone nearby might be contagious. 
Reflexively fingering your weapon for 
reassurance, you make your way towards 
the crowd. Turn to 14.


54
A fair number of the town militia double 
as firefighters. You quickly make your 
way back to the burning hardware store. 
By this time, the fire brigade has arrived 
and although they work valiantly, it looks 
as though the building will be a near total 
loss. There is some good news, though – 
several of the men ran into the building 
and located Franklin, although you also 
learn that the storekeeper is unconscious 
and lying in the town’s makeshift hospital. 
You waste no time in finding the militia, 
as well as several other able-bodied 
volunteers, who are simultaneously 
shocked, angry and afraid when you 
inform them about what you’ve learned. 


“The Friday boys! Way out here in Bent 
Reed?” shouts one. “We might be in for 
a shootout of biblical proportions!” If 
you catch them in the act, you think, he’s 
probably right. Turn to 99. 


55
You grab Clive by the collar and roughly 
yank him up, holding him so that your face 
is inches from his. 


“Mister! Mister!” he sputters, his face 
now a mask of fear. “I... I’ll pay you good! 
Please don’t kill me!” 


“Shut up and listen,” you command. 
“What do you know about the Friday 
Boys?”


His face changes, “What? You want... the 
Fridays? Why?” Then he seems to catch 
himself, “I’m a law-abiding citizen, mister. 
I don’t associate with such men.” 


You shake him in anger. “Back in that 
barber shop, you mentioned the word 
‘Friday’ and that poor man in there turned 
whiter than a bowl of milk.” 


“I tell you,” he replies, a note of defiance 
in his voice, “I’ve never met them. Why 
would I? They’d probably rob me.” Still 
holding him with one hand, you reach 
down with the other to unholster your 
weapon before bringing it up and placing 


the barrel on his cheek. Clive once again 
becomes a blubbering mess. “Wait! Wait! 
All right! I have a casual acquaintance with 
them. That’s all. I’m a moneylender. When 
folks don’t pay up, well, those Fridays are 
handy with the gentle art of persuasion, if 
you know what I mean.” 


“In exchange for some of the principal,” 
you reply in understanding. “What type of 
interest rate do you lend at?”


Clive turns red. “Well, ah, that there 
depends on a variety of factors, you see...”


You shake your head. “You disgust me. But 
I don’t have time to deal with you right 
now. What I want to know is where to find 
the Friday Boys.” 


“Well,” he says, staring carefully at your 
gun, “They mostly keep to themselves. 
Never stay in one place for long. They just 
find me when they need to.”


You draw him a little closer. “By God, 
you’d better be a little more helpful than 
that...” 


He swallows hard. “Look, mister, I’d love 
to send you straight to ‘em, seeing as 
though they’d probably make quick work 
of you. But I honestly don’t know where 
they’re staying.” He pauses. “I would try 
Black Dinah’s. They like to drink and play 
faro and poker up in there.” 


“Black Dinah’s,” you repeat. “I’ve heard 
of that place.” At your command, Clive 
instructs the driver to take you back to the 
livery stable, where you collect your horse 
and equipment. Before taking your final 
leave of him, you ‘persuade’ Clive to write 
a note freeing Owen the barber of all his 
debts. Turn to 100.


56
Quick as a flash, Zeke draws his pistol. You 
draw yours as well, but knowing that your 
opponent has got a head start, you throw 
yourself and Lucinda down behind a table 
as you fire. 


The sound of two nearly simultaneous 
firearm shots within the confines of the 
bar is deafening. Zeke’s shot clips your 
shoulder, and you must Assess for Damage. 
If you’re still alive, you hear him curse 
loudly – it seems your shot struck him as 
well. From the ground, you see drops of 
blood dripping down around Zeke’s leg 
before he turns and stumbles outside. 


“Are you all right?” you ask Lucinda, 
cradling your arm around her back to 
support her. 


“I’m fine,” she replies as she rubs her 
jaw. Then you see her eyes well up with 
tears. “But you won’t be, and it’s my fault! 
Please, Mathew, ride away from Cheyenne! 
Do it now!” 
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“I’ll be alright,” you begin. 


“No! No you won’t! That man, Zeke, he’s 
part of one of the most dangerous gangs in 
the entire west!” 


A shock courses through you. “Now 
hold on,” you say slowly. “I happen to be 
looking for a gang myself.” 


“You can’t be looking for anyone half 
as dangerous as the Fridays!” Write the 
codeword Anaconda on your Adventure 
Sheet.


Again you are shocked, so much so that 
you almost drop Lucinda. “Son of a bitch,” 
you curse. “Do you know where they’re 
staying? Anything?” 
“I’m glad to say that I do not,” she sniffs. 
“Because I’d be sending you to your 
death.” You shake your head. “Does 
anyone else in this bar know anything 
about the Fridays?” 


“I don’t know. You’d have to ask yourself. 
I’m sorry, Mathew.” 
“How much more money do you need to 
buy a ticket to California?” you demand. 


Lucinda remains silent for several 
moments. “Three dollars,” she whispers. 
Without hesitation, you reach into your 
pocket and fish out the money. “Here. Take 
the next train.” 


“I... thank you,” she manages after 
recovering her speech. “If you ever come to 
California, look me up in Eureka.” 


“Goodbye,” you reply.


After seeing her out by the rear exit, you 
run back out the front door. There is no 
sign of Zeke. If you have the Tracking skill, 
turn to 53. Otherwise, turn to 71.


57
“Rodrigo here is my acting jailer,” you 
reply. “And a damn fine one. But if you 
disapprove, Mr. Simms, I’m sure he would 
love to hear your thoughts on the matter 
as an upright citizen of Bent Reed.” You 
nod back to Rodrigo and he slowly begins 
to approach. “Now, now, thanks for the 
opportunity, Marshall, but that ain’t 
necessary,” squeaks Simms as he shrinks 
back. “I’ve got to go find my chickens...” 
Rodrigo coughs to hide his laughter and 
turns away. At that moment, a cry of “fire!” 
reaches you. 


A few seconds later, three young men run 
up. You don’t know their names, but you 
recognize them as newly settled ranchers. 
“Marshall! Marshall! Fire at the hardware 
store!” they shout. You hold up your 
hands. “Stop. Calm down. Has the fire 
brigade been alerted?” 


“Yes,” replies one of them, breathing 
heavily. “We’re on our way to get more 
buckets, and–”


“They say there was an arsonist,” 
interrupts one of his companions. 
“Franklin saw him heading towards the 
Sagebrush Hotel. He’s probably holed up 
in there. There was an arsonist in Prairie 
Gulch last week. This is probably the same 
one!” 


“There ain’t no arsonist,” says a third 
rancher. “Franklin’s an idiot. The only 
people leaving the store were the ones 
inside. But, Marshall, there are folk still in 
there! The brigade will need all the help 
they can get!” 


“Then you three had best not delay any 
longer,” you reply. “Josiah, I want you 
to go with them. Your chickens can wait 
for now.” The men nod in agreement and 
hurry off. You frown at Rodrigo. “Never 
had an arsonist here, as far as I know,” you 
say. “And why would they burn down the 
hardware store? Makes no sense.” 


“Probably a mistake,” agrees Rodrigo. “Do 
you want me to go help?” 


“No, amigo, you stay here, just in case I’ve 
got to bring someone in.” You rub your 
chin thoughtfully for a few seconds before 
deciding how to proceed. 


If you go to the hardware store to help put 
out the fire, turn to 18. If you decide to ride 
to the Sagebrush Hotel, turn to 37. 


58
William, although the youngest member 
of the Friday clan, is also the most vicious, 
having no respect for life and no remorse 
for killing a man over the slightest 
provocation. In later decades, a man like 
him would be labeled a ‘sociopath’. Being 
among the worst in society, he assumes 
that others are of the same nature. Behind 
his ever-present smile, he’s suspicious 
and calculating, and always aware of his 
surroundings. Therefore, when he spots 
you slowly reaching down to your side, he 
assumes you’re going to draw a weapon 
to kill him. Of course, your intention 
was only to place him under arrest, but 
even had he known that, it would make 
no difference to him. As he begins to tilt 
his pistol up to get off a clear shot, your 
lightning-fast reflexes save your life. Before 
he can fire, you draw your own gun and 
train it on his forehead. Turn to 101. 


59
You stand up to walk out after Clive, but 
realize that the barber’s sheet still covers 
you. You quickly rip it out, wipe your face 
and hand Owen a bill. “Does that cover 
it?” you ask.


He takes your offering without even 
looking at it, a faraway expression in his 
eyes. “Sure thing,” he mumbles. “Thanks, 
and come again.”


You swiftly exit the shop and then stop 
short. Clive is nowhere to be seen. If 
you have the Tracking skill, turn to 20. 
Otherwise, you’ll have to renter the shop to 
question Owen. Turn to 75.


60
Your shot clips the horseman in the wrist 
and he howls in pain while dropping his 
gun. You keep your pistol trained as you 
approach. The outlaw rains curses down 
on you before narrowing his eyes and 
falling silent. Now that you’re closer, you 
see that the man is young, about your age, 
although his face bears the marks of many 
past skirmishes. 


“You done kicked up a hornet’s nest, 
Marshall.” He spits out this last word 
with pure hatred. “You know what we 
did with the last lawman that tried to get 
into our business? They’re still looking for 
a replacement marshall up in Sheridan. 
You must be plumb crazy, getting up close 
and showing your face after shooting me. 
No one messes with a Friday without 
answering to all six of us.”


“That’s enough,” you call out. “Get your 
hands where I can see them. I’m taking you 
in.” 


He snorts, “You gonna catch me on my 
horse? Or you gonna shoot an injured 
man in the back?” So saying, he spurs his 
horse to a canter and begins trotting away. 
“Remember what I said,” he calls over 
his shoulder while spurring his steed to a 
gallop. “You tear one card, you’ll answer to 
the whole deck.” Write the codeword Viper 
on your Adventure Sheet. 


You silently watch him before a sound 
from behind makes you turn. A group 
of men runs up, several of which you 
recognize from the town militia. 


“Marshall!” shouts one. “Thank God 
you’re alive. We heard you’d run into that 
inferno back at the hardware store and 
when we couldn’t find you, we thought...” 


“Did you find Franklin?” you ask. 


“Yessir,” is the reply. “Poor Franklin 
inhaled a lot of smoke. We don’t know if 
he’s going to survive. He’s at the doctor’s 
office now and his store looks like it’ll be 
burnt to a crisp by the time the fire’s put 
out.”


“Hey there, Marshall,” chimes in another 
man, a brusque sort named Hitch. “We’re 
here because a young feller came to us, 
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running like the devil was chasing him, 
claiming that our bank’s been held up by 
the Friday boys! That ain’t true, is it?” 


“I’m afraid it might very well be,” you 
reply. Your words are met with a stony-
faced silence. “Come on,” you prompt 
them. “Let’s see what we find.”


With your weapons drawn, you enter the 
bank. It appears to be abandoned, until 
someone hears a sound behind the counter. 
You soon discover a portly man, bound 
and gagged, trying to drag himself out in 
the open. It is Hastings, the banker. You 
quickly have him untied. Turn to 33.


61
The piano player switches to The Old 
Bachelor as you begin to waltz with the 
young lady. “Your accent is interesting,” 
you observe. “Where are you from?” 


“York,” she replies. 


“New York?” 


“Old York,” she laughs. “England.” 


“And how did you–”


“How did I end up here?” she interrupts, 
laughter still in her eyes. “My father first 
came thirty years ago, in the gold rush of 
’49. He did fairly well. Bought some land 
before returning to England to get married. 
But he was a restless man, too hungry 
for adventure to settle down, though my 
mother did try to keep him, bless her. At 
any rate, his second go wasn’t nearly as 
fortuitous. A combination of bad luck and 
bad investments drove him nearly broke. 
Then he died of consumption.” She pauses, 
a faraway look in her eyes. “It was too 
much for mum. That news broke her. But 
as for myself, damned if I don’t take after 
my pa. He has one little plot of land left, in 


California, and I’m on my way to claim it. 
Or that was the plan, until my funds ran 
dry. I didn’t realize this country was so 
bloody enormous.”


“And so you’re working your way west?” 
you ask, and she nods and smiles. “Aye. 
And with just a few more dances from 
gallant gentlemen like you, I’ll be on my 
way!” 


“Not without settling your accounts with 
me, you won’t!” comes a harsh voice from 
behind you. The young woman stiffens and 
goes pale. You turn to see a man standing 
directly behind you, scowling. He’s 
dressed like a cowboy – boots, spurs, chaps 
and a Stetson. However, his face is pinched 
and rather pale, and his haggard features 
make him look middle-aged, although 
you’d guess he’s about your equal in years. 
When he sees the woman’s reaction, he 
smiles grimly. 


“Hello again, Lucinda. Haven’t seen you 
around Black Dinah’s for a while. How 
long you been working here?” 


“Now listen, Zeke,” she replies fearfully. 
“This was only temporary, I swear. I–”


“You lying whore,” he rasps, before 
breaking into a fit of violent coughing. He 
pauses to hold up a handkerchief to his 
mouth and when he pulls it away, you see 
that it is flecked with blood. With a shock, 
you realize that the man is tubercular. 
“You’re going to pay me, with interest, or 
I’m going to take it out on your hide.”


You’ve seen enough. “Listen, stranger,” 
you begin, but Lucinda grabs your arm 
tightly. “It’s alright,” she says, managing to 
muster a smile. “I’ll be all right, it... it was 
very nice to meet you, Mr...?”


“Slade. But you can call me Mathew.” 


“Mathew. Please, just leave us. I’ll be fine.” 
The man, Zeke, glares at you silently. 


If you decide to let her go, you can move 
over to the bar and try to listen for any 
rumours, turn to 65. If you’d like to have a 
few more words with Zeke, turn to 98.


62
Curious, you walk over to join the crowd. 
A man in a rumpled suit and derby hat 
stands in front of the shop, holding a small, 
clear bottle filled with a red-tinted liquid. A 
table has been set up behind him, on which 
you see an open suitcase carrying several 
bottles of the same brew.


“Yes! Step right, up, ladies and gentlemen, 
boys and girls, come one come all! A 
special discount, today only, for the 
good people of Cheyenne! As I’ve been 
saying, Samuel’s Sarsaparilla Bitters is 
the fastest-acting, all-in-one tonic for a 
host of problems! Relief in minutes for 
your rheumatism, arthritis, gout, dropsy, 
headaches, female problems...” 


“Does it really work?” asks a man standing 
near you, his voice tinged with doubt. 


“My good man,” responds the presenter 
gravely, “I assure you that this time-
honoured secret formula, produced and 
bottled in the jungles of the vast Amazon, 
contains the most potent ingredients 
known to man!” While he continues to 
extol the virtues of his product, a young 
boy passes unnoticed behind the presenter 
to examine the bottles more closely. 


“Why, this stuff’s made in New York City!” 
he cries out. 


“New York City!” roars the crowd. 


“Get a rope,” someone calls out. 


“Now, now, let’s not be hasty, my 
good citizens,” the presenter responds 
nervously. “The formula is, ah, imported to 
New York, where it is promptly bottled...” 


The crowd continues to mutter angrily. 
This situation could turn rather ugly in a 
hurry. If you choose to leave this huckster 
to deal with the crowd on his own, you can 
head to The Blind Pig (turn to 6), or visit 
the barber (turn to 49). If you decide to 
come to the man’s aid, turn to 85. 
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63
Your mission is too important to be 
delayed by this rooster. You push him off, 
glaring at him darkly, before turning away 
to survey the scene again. Big mistake: 
barely three seconds pass before you 
stagger and collapse from a strong blow 
to your head. For good measure, the punk 
kicks you in the stomach while you’re 
down. Lose 3 stamina points. Satisfied that 
his honour has been preserved, the man 
walks away. You slowly get up, rubbing 
the lump on your head and resolving to 
be more careful in the future. After a few 
more seconds, you decide to head over to 
the faro tables. Turn to 48. 


64
Without wasting another moment, you 
run through the front entrance, yelling for 
Franklin. A hazy pall of smoke hangs in the 
air, growing thicker by the second. Shelves 
of hardware products line the walls and a 
customer service counter runs to the right. 
Broken glass crunches under your boots 
as you proceed and you also notice that 
some of the ware has been knocked off of 
the shelves. There is no one in the area and 
no one responds to your yells. Furnace-
like flames are visible from the back of the 
room, through an open doorway. To your 
right, behind the counter, is a stairwell. 
You pause at the bottom of the stairwell 
and look up. If anything, the flames are 
even more intense on the second floor. If 
you have the Detection skill, turn to 47. 
Otherwise, will you walk ahead, to the rear 
of the store (turn to 51), or head directly 
upstairs (turn to 70)?  


65
You take your place on a stool near the 
end of the bar. The bartender approaches 
immediately. “Vot can I get for you?” he 
asks in a heavy German accent. 


“Bourbon,” you reply. “Straight.” The 
bartender reaches down and pulls out a 
green-tinted bottle. “Is dis good?” You nod 
and glance along the bar at the characters 
in your immediate vicinity. Some are 
older farmhands, silent and sullen; some 
are boisterous young roustabouts. You 
take a sip of your drink and spend the 
next few minutes listening to snatches of 
conversation. The topics vary depending 
on the speaker – the older men talk about 
the yearly crop yields, land and mine 
speculation, and newly formed towns; the 
younger ones mostly stick to cattle drives 
and women. Someone eventually mentions 
Bent Reed and you take the opportunity to 
make a comment about it. From that point 
on, you’re included in the conversation, 
which leads to other small talk with some 
of the other men over various topics. You 
buy a round of shots for everyone in your 
new circle and this earns you great respect.


After your new friends drink a toast to 


you, you casually mention the fact that 
your hometown was recently robbed. The 
men react as though they’re hearing about 
it for the first time and when you mention 
that the Friday clan was involved, a couple 
of them nod knowingly. “I’m not surprised 
to hear that those rats are in the area,” 
remarks a burly, bearded farmer. Other 
than general indignities, however, no one 
seems to have any specific information 
about the current status of the Fridays. 
After nearly an hour, you decide that 
there’s no information to be gained here 
and that your next step should be to find a 
hotel for the night. Turn to 22.


66
The only way out is back the way you 
came, through the flames. You take a deep 
breath and steel yourself before running 
through. Visibility is close to zero, though, 
and the pain is so instantly intense that 
you lose your bearings and run into the 
wall rather than locating the doorway. It’s 
all you can do to simply run back to your 
previous spot to escape the fire and roll 
on the ground to douse the flames. You 
wait a few minutes before trying again, 
but by now you are so weakened from the 
smoke you’ve inhaled that you collapse 
before you can locate the exit. Mercifully, 
you quickly lose consciousness. Your 
adventure, tragically, ends here. 


67
You look closely at the poster as the 
detective points each of the clan out in 
turn. “The clan started with these two, 
Jeremiah and Abel Porter. They’re brothers. 
Sons of a Methodist minister in Arkansas. 
Can you believe that? Somewhere along 
the line, they went bad. Joined a guerilla 
band of former Confederate soldiers 
after the war. Took to preying on Union 
soldiers, Yankees and carpetbaggers. The 
government hated it, of course, but to 
folks down there, they were heroes. After a 
couple of years, out of boredom or pressure 
from the authorities, they moved west. 
Started robbing travellers, banks and even 
trains. Built up quite a following, scores 
of young men, till the government finally 
trapped them down in Omaha. Turned 
into quite a firefight, but the brothers 
escaped with four of their best men. They 
lay low for a while, then started up again. 
If anything, their brush with death made 
them even bolder. People started calling 
them the ‘Friday boys’ on account of their 
biggest heists taking place on Fridays.” He 
pauses for a few seconds to down his drink 
and order another. 


“Now this son of a bitch here,” he 
continues, moving on to the next likeness, 
“his name’s Zeke. He was an apprentice to 
a doctor out in Saint Louis, then got sick 
himself treating a patient. Tuberculosis. 
Must have gone to his head or something, 
because he’s ruthless. He used to save 


lives; now he takes them.” He motions to 
yet another picture. “This one here. Name’s 
Logan. Get this, Marshall. You’ll appreciate 
it. He used to be a lawman himself! Got 
himself elected marshall in a little town 
in Colorado. Well, as they say, if you can’t 
beat ‘em, join ‘em and he did. He arranged 
an inside job at the local bank for a group 
of thugs, then split the profits with them. 
People eventually caught on and so he 
fled.” The detective glances up at you to 
see if you’re following his words. Clearly, 
he’s enjoying this chance to show off his 
knowledge. “This fine-looking specimen,” 
he continues, “his name’s Clement. Train 
robber extraordinaire. It’s probably because 
of him that the clan’s gotten away with 
seven separate train heights.” He pauses 
before pointing out the last man and you 
can’t help but notice how young he looks, 
hardly more than a boy. “This is the latest 
image that we have of William. He’s a 
couple of years older now, all of eighteen 
or so. I’ll tell you what, though; this one 
might be the most dangerous. People see 
his baby face and they underestimate him. 
Plus, he’s always smiling, always in a good 
mood. But you beware, now – he’ll smile 
up at you while putting a knife in your 
back. He’d already killed eight men in cold 
blood before hooking up with the Fridays.” 


“So where will you look for them in this 
town?” you ask. 


“Well,” he continues as he rises from 
his seat (a little unsteadily, you observe 
– he’s had a little too much to drink) 
“first I’m going to get some rest. Then... 
well, let’s just say that even outlaws can 
sometimes find refuge in high places, 
among important men. And who has more 
power here in Cheyenne than the fine 
gentlemen of the Wyoming Stock Growers 
Association?” Write the codeword Nest on 
your Adventure Sheet. “Get yourself home, 
son, before the fireworks begin.” With 
that, the detective leaves you and exits the 
establishment. Turn to 86. 


68
You walk up to Room 6 and pause in 
front of the door. No sound of movement 
reaches you. You knock firmly before 
calling out: 


“This is the town marshall. I’m sorry to 
bother you; I just have a few questions. It 
won’t take long.” 


Silence. 


You cautiously turn the knob to find that 
the door is unlocked. You take a deep 
breath before throwing the door open 
and leaping back. Nothing happens. You 
keep your gun ready as you slowly enter. 
The room is standard sized, certainly not 
meant for six men. There are two beds, 
a divan and a window overlooking the 
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street. Behind the beds you discover four 
rolled-up sleeping mats. There are no other 
signs of habitation, though – the room’s 
occupants have completely cleared out. 
If you have the Detection skill, turn to 80. 
Otherwise, there’s nothing else here for 
you and you decide to investigate the fire. 
Turn to 18.


69
The luck of your first hand doesn’t seem 
to hold; you lose the next six consecutive 
rounds. During this time, you attempt 
to engage the other players in small 
talk, hoping to steer the conversation to 
rumours of the Friday gang, but their 
replies are curt. At this rate, you’re going 
to be broke long before you get any helpful 
information, if there’s any to be had in 
the first place. Discouraged, you decide 
to excuse yourself and look elsewhere. 
You can have a seat at the bar (turn to 65), 
or join the revellers, who are still going 
strong, by the piano (turn to 76). 


70
You take the stairs two at a time. Once you 
reach the top, you spot a small opening 
in the flames through which you duck 
without any hesitation. This level contains 
more wares and a small repair shop; in 
the back is a small living area. The bed 
contains a suspicious-looking lump...


You rush over and pull back the cover to 
reveal a thin older man with a deep bruise 
on his forehead. Franklin. You shake him, 
gently at first and then roughly. His eyes 
flick open and move around wildly before 
settling on you. 


“Well, I’ll be. You look like someone I 
know,” he mutters in a tone of amazement. 


“Franklin,” you reply. “You do know me. 
I’m Mathew Slade.” 


“Marshall? Is that really you? I thought 
you was the angel of death!” 
You help Franklin off the bed. The 
merchant is weak and unsteady on his 
feet, and you must place his arm over your 
shoulder and yours around his side in 
order to give him the leverage to walk. The 
smoke has grown thicker and your passage 
back through the flames smaller, and you 
must make your way carefully. When 
you’re almost at the foot of the stairs, 
Franklin’s grip tightens. 


“Marshall...”


“Yes?” 


He coughs. “It was one of the Friday boys. 
Clement. I recognized that bastard through 
the wanted posters. Where there’s one, the 
others ain’t far.” He swallows hard. “I had 
a drifter come into the store last week from 
Cheyenne. He seen them boys hanging 
about town. They like to play faro over 
at Black Dinah’s.” With one last cough, 


Franklin lapses into unconsciousness and 
you carry him the rest of the way out. By 
this time, the fire brigade has shown up, 
along with seemingly half of the town. 
The crowd cheers loudly as you emerge 
from the store. Reduce your stamina by 2 
from the smoke inhalation. Also write the 
codeword Scorpion on your Adventure Sheet. 
Turn to 50.


71
You walk back inside the bar to question 
the other patrons about the outlaw. To your 
great frustration, no one claims to know 
him personally. There’s no doubt that most 
of them are truthful, but it appears that the 
others are either too scared to speak up, or 
are somehow loyal to the Friday clan. After 
exhorting them to think long and hard 
about harbouring outlaws, you decide to 
take your leave. Not knowing how many 
other members of the clan might be nearby, 
lying in wait, you decide that the best 
course of action is to find a hotel for the 
night. Turn to 22. 


72
You decide that the outlaw’s detention is 
too dangerous a prospect to entrust with 
a hotel clerk. “Walk quickly,” you instruct 
him as you leave the hotel. “Go straight 
down this road, then turn left past the 
stable.” The man complies without a word. 
Every few yards, he casts his gaze around 
intently. “Looking for someone?” you call 
out
“Just taking in a little sightseeing, 
Marshall,” he replies over his shoulder. 
“You sure have a pretty little town here.” 
You continue walking and the stable 
shortly comes into view. The outlaw looks 
around for what seems like the tenth time. 
On this occasion, though, his lips turn 
slightly upwards in a faint shadow of a 
smile before he slightly tilts his head back 
towards you. You follow the direction of 
his gaze to find five figures on horseback, 
seated silently near the front of the First 
Methodist church, their features obscured 
in shadows. If you have the Spontaneity 
skill, turn to 92. If not, turn to 21.


73
A fraction of a second before Red Bandana 
draws his pistol, you flip the table up and 
over with all your strength. A cacophony 
of noise erupts – the startled shouts of 
everyone in your immediate vicinity, the 
retort of Red Bandana’s pistol as the bullet 
passes through the wood (fortunately 
missing you) and the sound of another shot 
– Scarface had also pulled out his gun, but 
the table landed on him just as he pulled 
the trigger, snapping his wrist back so 
that his shot went wide... directly into Red 
Bandana.


Scarface looks over at his companion in 
shock. “Burt! I didn’t mean to...” but he 
suddenly buckles over as a shot hits him in 
the back of the knee.


Scarcely believing your eyes, you look 
over to Cropped Ears, who now stands, a 
wisp of smoke floating out of the revolver 
he holds in his right hand. “Hey, Burt!” he 
calls out excitedly. “I got ‘im! I got the guy 
that shot you!”


Red Bandana, whom you now know as 
Burt, looks up at his companion and shakes 
his head. “You idiot,” is the last thing he 
says before he dies. Turn to 3. 


74
You look inside and behind some of 
the crates, as well as on the shelves, but 
you don’t discover anything unusual or 
suspicious. Deciding that you’ve wasted 
enough time here, you start to make your 
way to the front. Suddenly, a roaring blast 
of sound and heat erupts from above and 
a few seconds later, a large section of the 
wooden ceiling collapses a few feet in 
front of you, raining down debris. You 
jump back and manage to avoid most of 
the danger, but a hard board strikes your 
shoulder – lose 2 stamina points. With your 
way forward now blocked, all you can 
do is go back out and circle to the front of 
the store. With the level of danger rapidly 
escalating, you decide it’s prudent to wait 
for help after all. Turn to 90.


75
The barber, Owen, walks over to his 
desk, takes a seat and places his head in 
his hands. “Fallen on rough times?” you 
ask. His head jerks up; he’d completely 
forgotten about you. “I’m sorry, mister,” he 
replies. “I’m not feeling too well. No charge 
for the shave. I can give you the haircut 
tomorrow, if you don’t mind.” 


“No problem,” you respond. “Debt 
collectors have that effect on people.” He 
nods glumly. “I’ve invested in silver mines 
before,” he continues, “and some returns 
have been better than others. But this last 
one! The way that rascal sold it, it was a 
‘can’t miss’ proposition! And instead – 
nothing! Nothing but dirt! And this after 
I’d gone all in.” You nod sympathetically. 
“I understand. But tell me about the last 
thing that man said to you. About paying 
on Friday.”


Owen falls silent. “Just a little inside 
language,” he whispers after a bit. 
“Nothing you need to worry about, 
mister.” 


You reach down into your pocket and pull 
out your badge. “I may be able to help 
you,” you reply. But you have to help me 
first. I’ve come to this town looking for the 
Friday boys.” Owen’s eyes open as wide 
as saucers. “You... you’re a brave one, 
Marshall. I hope you aren’t alone.” 


“Not for long,” you say. “So in addition to 
holding up banks and trains, these Fridays 
are also acting as debt collectors? They sure 
do get around.”
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The detective smirks, glances around, then 
reaches into his coat once more to pull out 
a sheet which he unrolls on the bar. It is a 
wanted poster containing a likeness of each 
member of the Friday clan. Turn to 67.


79
You slow your horse to a canter as the 
buildings of Cheyenne appear in the 
distance. The capital of the Wyoming 
territory, the city has grown rapidly in the 
past decade, swelling to over five thousand 
residents. It is the largest town for miles 
around, sitting like an island among the 
windswept plains. It contains all the 
trappings of a western boomtown, but 
on a grander scale, given its size. Settlers 
from all over the country and beyond have 
made the city their own and the result is an 
uneasy balance of order and chaos existing 
side by side. One may find a schoolhouse 
in close proximity to a saloon; a church 
one street over from a brothel. Indeed, 
Cheyenne is a place where one may find 
whatever sort of diversion, amusement, 
or trouble they could wish for; the kind 
of place where “a man could break all ten 
commandments, sometimes in a single 
night.” 


You dismount and lead your horse by its 
bridle along the road heading into town. 
As saddle-sore as you are, it feels good to 
walk. The first thing to do is find a livery 
stable where you can leave your horse. 
You can then spend some time scouring 
around for clues or rumours regarding 
the whereabouts of the Friday clan. As 
secretive as they are, someone must know 
where they’re staying. The sheriff’s posse 
should be here by tomorrow and with any 
luck you’ll have a solid lead on the gang’s 
whereabouts. As an afterthought, you 
decide to remove your badge. It’s better if 
you go about this incognito, you decide. 


You find the livery stable easily enough. 
“I’ve been riding all day,” you remark to 
the old man who takes your horse. “And 
I–”


“Say no more, young man!” he interrupts. 
“You’ll be looking for somewhere to wet 
your whistle, sure as day. Well, there’s 
a saloon, The Blind Pig, right here on 
Front Street. Just keep heading in the 
same direction you was going. Of course, 
the best saloon in town would be Black 
Dinah’s. But that’s on Taft Street, on the 
other end of town. 
“Thank you,” you reply while handing him 
a few coins. You consider your options as 
you leave the stable and walk into town. 
A saloon is a standard place to visit in any 
western town when one wishes to listen 
for rumours or find information, as is the 
general goods store or the barbershop. You 
could take the stable keeper’s referral and 
head to The Blind Pig (turn to 6), or you 
can find a barbershop and get a haircut and 


Owen nods. “I’ve had friends fall behind 
before. One of them just couldn’t get his 
hands around the funds in time, come hell 
or high water. And he ended up...” Owen 
cuts his story short to glance to his right. 
Following his gaze, you see the man in 
the other seat, whom you had completely 
forgotten about, slowly unwrap the towel 
from around his head. He turns out to be 
middle aged, with a shock of bright blond 
hair.


He smiles as he looks over to the two of 
you. “This is a very interesting subject,” 
he comments casually while rubbing his 
jaw. “That sure was a smooth shave! Tell 
me, Owen? Is that your name? Have you 
even seen any of these Friday characters in 
person?”


“Why, no,” replies Owen, clearly 
uncomfortable to be discussing this so 
openly. “I hope I never do!” 


The man stands up and stretches. “Well, no 
doubt you’re feeling somewhat safer now 
that you’ve got a marshall looking out for 
you!” Although this statement is addressed 
to Owen, the man has his eyes fixed on you 
as he speaks. If you have the Detection skill, 
turn to 52. Otherwise, turn to 84.


76
Even before you take your seat amongst 
the group of singers, you can practically 
smell the alcohol wafting through the 
pores of their skin. From their soot-
covered outfits, you surmise that these 
rowdy revellers are miners who have just 
completed a day’s work. Just as you sit 
down, a gaggle of women approaches the 
group. Most look to be middle aged and 
are clad in long, somewhat garish dresses 
and stylish hats. 


“You’ve been singing long enough,” laughs 
one of them, wrapping her arms around 
the shoulders of the oldest man in the 
group. “It’s time to dance! How about it? 
Ten cents for a dance.” 


“Didn’t you just ask me ten minutes ago?” 
he replies, looking up at her unsteadily. She 
pinches his cheeks. “Perhaps I did! And 
I’m going to keep asking all night long 
until you do!” Just then, you feel a pair 
of arms slide around your shoulders and 
a smooth cheek brush against yours. The 
smell of perfume envelops you, the aroma 
as deliciously arresting as the physical 
contact. 


“Well, hello there,” purrs a honeyed 
voice. “I haven’t seen you before. Care 
for a dance?” You turn and are pleasantly 
surprised to find that the girl is unusually 
attractive for a saloon maid. She’s younger 
than yourself, with chestnut hair, hazel 


eyes and a clear complexion. “Only a 
nickel,” she continues, mistaking your 
hesitation for reticence.


Deciding that business and pleasure need 
not be mutually exclusive, you rise from 
your seat and hand her a dime. “I’d be 
delighted,” you smile. Turn to 61.


77
The town’s bank lies near the end of Blake 
Street, one of the newer roads in Bent 
Reed. You take off at a run and within a 
few minutes the tall brick structure comes 
into view. Something else does as well – a 
cloud of dust on the horizon, kicked up by 
a group of horsemen galloping away on 
the open road leading away from town. 
There is one more horse hitched to the post 
outside, however, and you spot a figure 
clad in the leather chaps and long coat of a 
cattle driver walking quickly from the bank 
towards it. As the man climbs onto the 
saddle, you yell for him to stop. He turns 
towards you and your eyes meet for a 
couple of heartbeats before he coolly trains 
his pistol on you. 


If you have the Fast Draw skill, Test your 
Aim. If you’re successful, turn to 60. If you 
are not, or if you don’t have that skill, keep 
reading. The outlaw fires on you. He is an 
expert shot. To determine if he hits you, 
roll two dice. If the total is 9 or lower, you 
have indeed been hit and must therefore 
Assess for Damage. After you have done so, 
turn to 87. If the total is 10 or higher, his 
shot went wide. You may now return fire 
by Testing your Aim. If you hit him, turn to 
60. If not, turn to 87. 


78
The man reaches into his coat and pulls out 
his own badge, which he holds up to you 
(rather arrogantly, you think). You examine 
it for a few seconds before looking back up 
at him. “So you’re a Pinkerton man?” 


“That’s right,” he nods, his expression 
seeming to convey an expectation that you 
should be awed by this revelation. “Just 
arrived out here yesterday from Chicago. 
There’s a small army of us hunting for 
those Friday boys. You’d best get yourself 
back home and leave the really dangerous 
stuff to the professionals.” 


Rather than getting angry, you decide 
to use the detective’s vanity to your 
advantage. “Mr. Chambers?” you ask, 
recalling the name on his badge.


“Call me Frank,” he replies genially, 
pausing to take a sip of his drink. 


“I’ve never met a Pinkerton detective 
before. I can see now that I was in over 
my head, trying to track the Friday boys. I 
don’t even know very much about them!” 
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shave while making some inquiries (turn 
to 49). Alternatively, you notice a crowd 
gathered around a man standing outside 
a dentist’s office. The man is shouting and 
gesticulating in an animated fashion. If you 
want to investigate, turn to 62.


80
As you begin walking back down the 
hall, you notice a shift in the light from 
underneath the doorway of one of 
the other rooms. You pause. The only 
other guests are the Blacks, and Robert 
mentioned that they had left several 
minutes ago. 


You walk up to the door, making sure to 
stand off to the side instead of directly in 
front of it, and quickly rap it with your 
wrist. As soon as you pull your hand away, 
an explosion of sound and dust erupts as 
someone opens fire from the inside. Several 
bullets pass through before the shooting 
stops. Thinking fast, you drop loudly to 
your knees, then fall heavily forward, as if 
you had been cut down from the gunfire. A 
minute of silence passes, during which you 
slowly regain your feet and stand ready. 
Another minute passes and just as you’re 
beginning to wonder if the man inside has 
exited by a window, the door is thrown 
open and your quarry jumps out, his gun 
pointed at the ground. He is a man several 
years older than you. His scarred face has 
barely begun to register the shock of not 
seeing a body when you point your gun at 
his head. 


“Don’t move,” you command, “or I will 
shoot.” He slowly turns towards you, an 
evil gleam in his eye that you find rather 
disconcerting. 


“Who the hell...” he begins, then stops 
when he sees your badge. “Oh. Marshall. 
You’re a smart one, ain’t you? Smarter than 
the last marshall we tangled with.” 


“We?” you demand. 


“Sure. Us Fridays always travel together, 
you know.” 


Now it’s your turn to be shocked. 


“That’s right,” the man smirks, reading the 
expression on your face while straightening 
up to his full height. Turn to 27.


81
You sit back down and motion towards 
an attendant to bring Cropped Ears a 
drink. “Much obliged!” he responds 
appreciatively. 


“What’s your name?” you ask him.


“Elmo.” 


You pause as the attendant comes back 
with a shot glass filled with whiskey and 
watch as Elmo quaffs it down. After a few 


more moments, you decide that the direct 
approach is the best way with someone like 
him. Motioning your new acquaintance 
to draw his seat closer, you lean forward 
conspiringly. 


“You want another drink?” you ask. He 
nods eagerly. “All right. But first tell me 
something. You, Burt and the other guy – 
the three of you ever hung out with any 
outlaws?” 


Elmo giggles. “Well, shucks, stranger, we’re 
a rather timid sort, as you can see.” 


“I do.” 


“Burt’s a little rough. Well, not anymore, 
because he’s dead, you see.” 


“I was here,” you remind him. Elmo nods. 
“But we’re decent men. One time, this 
guy stole from us. Since it was Sunday, we 
turned the other cheek.” 


“That was decent of you.” 


“We killed him on Monday.” 


You cross your arms and think. “You ever 
kill a man on Friday?” 


Elmo begins to giggle again, loud enough 
to draw a few glances from the other 
tables. You motion for the attendant to 
bring him another shot. 


“Friday,” he whispers loudly, shaking 
a finger at you. “That’s good! I like 
that!” You smile grimly. It appears you 
understand each other. Turn to 95.


82
The man runs like the wind, jumping over 
a fence and running along grazing ground 
before disappearing around the side of a 
barn. You round the corner and then stop 
in uncertainty. The man’s footprints fade 
away in the dirt. Up ahead is a group of 
houses and a dentist’s office. A couple of 
farmhands stand idly by one of the houses, 
sharing a bottle and laughing at some 
private joke. They grow serious as you jog 
up. 


“Howdy, Marshall,” one of them greets 
you. “Did they get that fire put out yet? 
It’s a shame, Franklin’s store and all. We’d 
help, but–”


“I know y’all have work to do,” you 
interrupt. “Listen, did anyone run by you 
just now? Did you see anyone pass through 
the area in a hurry?”


The men look at each other blankly for a 
couple of seconds. “Why, no, Marshall,” 
replies the other farmhand. “But we’ve 
only been here for a few minutes. Is there 
someone we should be on the lookout for?” 


“Never mind,” you reply. “Just let me 


know if you see anything suspicious.” You 
didn’t get a clear view of your would-be 
killer and now that you’ve lost his trail, 
there’s not much you can do other than go 
back to the store. By the time you get there, 
the flames have noticeably spread and you 
decide that you’d better wait for assistance. 
Turn to 90. 


83
You try your best to help Owen, but he 
soon begins to lose consciousness. In 
desperation, you put the bottle to his lips 
and make him take several swigs. After the 
third gulp, his eyes fly open and he spits 
the liquid out. “Hell, Marshall, you trying 
to kill me twice? That stuff is foul!” Even as 
he says this, he seems a little stronger. 


“I’ll be damned,” you mutter. “The stuff 
works.” 


At that moment, the front door flies open 
and three men brandishing revolvers run 
in. As soon as they spot you, they train 
their weapons on you. “Hands up!” One of 
them yells.


“I need help,” you respond. “This man has 
been shot–”


“Don’t try and talk your way out of this,” 
another one interrupts. “We caught you in 
the act. Give it up.” 


“Did the man who just left this shop send 
you in?” you persist. “He’s one of the 
Friday clan! We’ve got to pursue him!” 


The men laugh. “You must think we’re 
dumber than a bag of hammers,” the first 
one responds. “We won’t ask you again. 
Get your hands up!”


“He’s telling the truth!” Owen pipes up 
weakly. “This man saved my life!”


The men stare dumbfounded for a few 
seconds. Two of them turn back and run 
out. “Go get a doctor,” you instruct the 
remaining one. “I’ll watch over him.” 


“They won’t catch them,” remarks Owen 
while you’re waiting. “Those Fridays can 
disappear into thin air.” 


“I’m not going back until I do find them,” 
you inform him. “Do you have any idea 
where they’re likely to be? 


“No. But if you’re looking for leads, try 
Black Dinah’s. It’s the largest, rowdiest 
joint in town. Those boys are so brazen, I’ll 
bet they’ve hung out in there at least some 
of the time.” 


“Black Dinah’s? Someone else mentioned 
that place,” you respond. 


As soon as the doctor appears, you 
take your leave, walking back to the 
livery stable, collecting your horse and 
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equipment and riding to Black Dinah’s. 
Turn to 100. 


84
“What strange times we live in,” he 
continues as he traces a finger along the 
barber’s chair, “when such men can pass 
among us with near impunity! Tell me, 
Marshall, do you know how many lawmen 
these desperados have killed? How many 
widows and orphans they’ve created? No? 
I fear there may not be enough fingers in 
this room to count. Perhaps if we also use 
toes...” He laughs lightly.


Owen, looking somewhat frightened, 
begins to back up. You have a sneaking 
suspicion yourself. Could this man be one 
of the very outlaws you’re looking for? Too 
late, you see that he’s positioned himself so 
that his side and hand are hidden behind 
the chair. Even as you begin to mirror the 
move, the barrel of his gun peeks out from 
behind the chair and he opens fire. You 
manage to get one return shot off before 
diving behind the chair. The man’s skill 
is 10. Test his Aim to see if he hits you – if 
he does, you must Assess for Damage. Now, 
Test your Aim to see if your shot strikes 
him. If it does, write the codeword Cobra 
on your Adventure Sheet. 


The outlaw keeps shooting and the chair 
shakes from the force of the bullets. You 
lean over and around your chair to return 
fire. This goes on for several seconds before 
you hear a cry from Owen – he’s been hit. 
Turn to 26.


85
The man’s eyes grow wide in fright as the 
crowd begins to close in on him. “Wait! We 
can work out a discount!” he cries shrilly. 


If you have the Spontaneity skill, turn to 32. 
Otherwise, turn to 97.


86
You remain at the bar for about half an 
hour, keeping your eye on the entrance 
and the gaming tables and listening to 
the snatches of conversation all around 
you. Most of what you hear is irrelevant, 
inane, vulgar, or a combination of the 
three. The establishment certainly contains 
a diverse clientele, though - cowboys, 
miners, travellers, rich and poor townsmen 
and the like. In addition to the can-can 
dancers, there are other women who serve 
as social dancers – for a nickel, they’ll give 
a man a dance and a little conversation for 
the length of one song. For a substantial 
amount more, they’ll lead a man upstairs 
for other services. 


You’re just deciding on moving to another 
part of the establishment when a young 
man holding a mug of beer accidentally 
trips on your foot as he walks by, his 
attention having been on the dancers. The 


mug shatters on the ground and the young 
man turns red as a chorus of laughter rains 
down on him. “What the hell do you think 
you’re doing?” he demands, grabbing your 
shirt. “You lookin’ for a fight?” 


If you have the Spontaneity skill, turn to 28. 
Otherwise, turn to 63.


87
The outlaw spurs his horse away and 
gallops off, chasing the cloud of dust 
from the other riders – no doubt his 
co-conspirators. You silently watch him 
before a sound from behind makes you 
turn. A group of men runs up, several 
of whom you recognize from the town 
militia. “Marshall!” shouts one. “Thank 
God you’re alive. We heard you’d run into 
that inferno back at the hardware store and 
when we couldn’t find you, we thought...” 


“Did you find Franklin?” you ask. 


“Yessir,” is the reply. “Poor Franklin 
inhaled a lot of smoke. We don’t know if 
he’s going to survive. He’s at the doctor’s 
office now and his store looks like it’ll be 
burnt to a crisp by the time the fire’s put 
out.” 


“Hey there, Marshall,” chimes in another 
man, a brusque sort named Hitch. “We’re 
here because a young feller came to us, 
running like the devil was chasing him, 
claiming that our bank’s been held up by 
the Friday boys! That ain’t true, is it?” 


“I’m afraid it might very well be,” you 
reply. Your words are met with a stony-
faced silence. “Come on,” you prompt 
them. “Let’s see what we find.” With your 
weapons drawn, you enter the bank. It 
appears to be abandoned, until someone 
hears a sound behind the counter. You soon 
discover a portly man, bound and gagged, 
trying to drag himself out into the open. It 
is Hastings, the banker. You quickly have 
him untied. Turn to 33. 


88
Your opponent staggers back from your 
latest blow. From the corner of your eye 
you catch sight of Clive peeking out 
through the door, watching your fight. 
Now that it’s become clear that his thug is 
about to be bested, he motions frantically 
to the driver to get the carriage going 
again. The horses start forward, but before 
the vehicle can pick up speed you run 
over, leap up to the door and grasp the 
handle before Clive can pull it shut. He 
backs away as you let yourself in and to 
your dismay you see that he’s pulled out a 
revolver. You dive at his legs as he fires. 


To see if you are hit, you must Test the Aim 
of your would-be killer. His skill is 7. If 
you do end up getting shot, you must then 
Assess for Damage. If you’re still alive, you 


knock down Clive as the carriage continues 
on its course. Turn to 55.


89
The dealer throws up his hands, imploring 
Willie. “I... I didn’t mean nothing by it,” 
he stammers. “I don’t believe you killed 
all them cowpokes and ranchers.” He’s 
so flustered, you realize, that he’s simply 
babbling. With every word, he digs himself 
into a deeper hole.


Willie, clearly incensed, leans towards him, 
his eyes narrowed. “Your tongue’s a little 
loose for my liking, mister. I’ve got a mind 
to carve it up–” 


“That’s enough,” you reply, your gun 
trained on his forehead. Willie freezes. His 
anger has made him careless and now he’s 
in an unfamiliar position.  Turn to 101. 


90
A few minutes later, groups of men begin 
to arrive and you quickly round up several 
volunteers to charge into the building 
through the front. The haze is so thick by 
this time that you can’t see more than a 
couple of feet ahead. “Spread out!” you 
yell. “Keep your heads low, look quickly 
and then get out.”


In a moment of inspiration, you run back 
outside and call for more volunteers to 
stand at the entrance and yell, sing, or 
make noise in whatever fashion they like – 
this way, anyone inside the building who 
might lose his way can be guided back. 
You then turn back into the store and walk 
quickly ahead, following a counter as it 
winds to the right. You don’t see anything 
but loose hardware equipment and a pane 
of shattered glass. Another minute goes 
by as you cautiously proceed and you find 
that you’re beginning to get overwhelmed 
by the smoke – lose 3 stamina points. You 
turn back to head out, just in time to see 
two of the volunteers coming down the 
stairs carrying Franklin’s unconscious 
form! Patting them on the back, you exit 
the building. Turn to 50. 


91
You throw your cards on the table. 
“Misdeal,” you declare. The other players 
stare at you for several moments. Even 
Cropped Ears remains silent. “No hard 
feelings,” you continue, turning your gaze 
to Scarface. “It’s easy to mess up when 
you’re keeping track of extra cards. So why 
don’t you all just give me back my money 
and we’ll call it even?” 


Scarface turns red. Cropped Ears begins 
to giggle nervously. Red Bandana leans 
back in his chair, his eyes narrowed as he 
continues to survey you. “I haven’t seen 
you before, stranger,” he finally begins. 
“I’m not sure where you’re from, but in 
this town we’re very careful before we 
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accuse people of dealing dirty.” Even as he 
speaks, you notice Scarface reaching down 
to his lap. This time, however, he’s not 
going for a card – of this you’re certain.


“That is not wise,” you call out to him 
while still keeping your eyes locked on 
Red Bandana. “I am a marshall in a nearby 
town. You will hang for drawing on me.” 
Scarface freezes in indecision, his eyes 
darting between Red Bandana and you. 
Red Bandana leans back even further, to 
the point where he almost falls over, and 
laughs. 


“That so?” he snorts. “Hell, Marshall, I do 
apologize. I did not know that we were 
in such prestigious company. Here, let me 
buy you a drink!” He raises his arm as if 
to order, but his other hand slips slowly 
down towards the holster at his side. In 
a flash of insight, you realize that he’s a 
couple of seconds away from getting off a 
quick, clean shot. You can pre-empt him by 
drawing your own weapon (turn to 44), or 
by trying something else (turn to 73). 


92
You tilt your gun up towards your 
captive’s head. “I’ll shoot!” you yell to 
the figures. “You can bring me down. Go 
ahead. I’ve got a clean shot. Only takes one 
on my end.” 


The figures remain silent. “Nicely played, 
Marshall,” the outlaw calls back to you, 
although his tone sounds anything but 
complimentary. “Seems to me like we’re 
all in a bit of a quandary here. My partners 
over there ain’t leaving without me.” 


One of the figures in the distance leaves 
his party to approach you, his horse 
proceeding at a light canter. He stops a few 
feet away and you see that the rider is a 
young man of about your age. “Marshall,” 
he begins. “This here’s nothing personal. 
I’m going to collect my cousin, whom you 
have inconveniently detained. We’re going 
to vacate this lovely town and you can 
walk away in freedom. There will be no 
shots fired.” He turns and nods to the rest 
of his party, who ride off in the opposite 
direction. The man then leans down to give 
your prisoner a hand up to his horse. 


“We’ll keep our backs to you, Marshall,” 
he concludes. “No danger to your person. 
We know you’re honourable enough to 
not take us out, either. Shooting a man in 
the back? Why, only an outlaw would do 
that.” He tips his hat to you. “Good day, 
now.” The horse trots off. You keep your 
gun trained on it, seething silently, before 
slowly and reluctantly lowering your 
firearm. 


The thought suddenly springs into your 
mind – the bank! You immediately turn 
and run to it as fast as possible. Your heart 
sinks as upon entering you find Hastings 
the banker, bound and gagged on the floor. 
You quickly untie him. Turn to 33. 


93
William, although the youngest member 
of the Friday clan, is also the most vicious, 
having no respect for life and no remorse 
for killing a man over the slightest 
provocation. In later decades, a man like 
him would be labeled a ‘sociopath’. Being 
among the worst in society, he assumes 
that others are of the same nature. Behind 
his ever-present smile, he’s suspicious 
and calculating, and always aware of his 
surroundings. Therefore, when he spots 
you slowly reaching down to your side, he 
assumes you’re going to draw a weapon to 
kill him. Of course, your intention was only 
to place him under arrest, but even had he 
known that, it would make no difference 
to him. With his own hand still on his 
weapon, it’s an easy matter for him to tilt it 
up and pull the trigger. From nearly point-
blank range, the bullet pierces your lung 
and you die in less than two minutes.


94
It doesn’t take long to prepare for your trip. 
While Rodrigo saddles your horse, you 
assemble all that you’ll need for the eight-
hour ride to Cheyenne. In addition to your 
main firearm, you also pack a 10-gauge 
Remington shotgun, a .44 Winchester 
rifle and a Knuckleduster revolver. This 
last firearm is small enough to be hidden 
under your jacket, acting as insurance in 
case you find yourself under attack in an 
environment where there shouldn’t be any 
gunplay, such as a restaurant or saloon. 
You bring canned food, two full canteens 
of water, medical supplies, $35 dollars cash 
and a change of clothes. Rodrigo offers to 
ride with you, but you refuse, charging 
him with maintaining the jail while you’re 
gone. 


“You should at least wait until tomorrow,” 
he urges. “Leave in the morning. You’ll get 
there in the afternoon. They’ll think they 
are safe; be drunk. You surprise them, no?” 


You look out the window for a few 
moments. A few townsfolk walk by, the 
shock still registering on their faces. “You 
know, amigo, I think you’re right,” you 
reply. 
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“You sleep in your own bed.” 


You grin. “Can’t beat that.”


The next morning, you set off. Turn to 79.  


95
Elmo downs his next drink, then leans 
forward so far he almost falls down. “So 
you’re interested in Friday?” he asks. 
“Today is Friday, did you know that?” 


You frown. “Today is Thursday.” 


“If you’re interested in outlaws, Marshall, 
then today is Friday. You see that guy?” 
he points to a man standing near the bar. 
“For that guy, every day is Friday! Ain’t 
that right, Zeke?” he yells. The man turns. 
He’s dressed like a cowboy – boots, spurs, 
chaps, a Stetson which he holds at his side; 
however, his face is pinched and rather 
pale, and his haggard features make him 
look middle-aged, although you’d guess 
he’s about your equal in years. 


“What was that, Elmo?” he rasps. Elmo 
giggles and almost falls out of his chair. 
Between the drinks you’ve bought him and 
the glasses already on the table, it’s easy to 
surmise that he’s quite drunk.


“I said that every day is a Friday for 
you, Zeke! Most people don’t know that, 
though.”


The man slowly approaches your table. 
Before he reaches you, he pauses to cough 
heavily into a handkerchief and as he puts 
it away, you notice that it’s flecked with 
blood. With a mild shock, you realize that 
this man is tubercular. “What nonsense are 
you spouting now, Elmo?” he demands 
when he reaches you.


Elmo starts to reply, but instead falls to 
the ground, stone drunk. The man, Zeke, 
relaxes slightly but his fingers brush his 
holster restlessly. You wonder if he’s 
deciding whether to shoot Elmo. You 
slowly stand and the man spins around as 
if noticing you for the first time. “Is there 
something you want?” he inquires. 


“I’d like to speak to you for a moment 
outside,” you reply quietly. He extends his 
arm. “After you, then.” Not for a moment 
would you consider turning your back on 
a Friday, however. Will you pull out your 
badge and make a public arrest (turn to 
46), or simply draw your gun (turn to 19)? 


96
Robert picks up a small brass bell from 
his desk and rings it forcefully for several 
seconds until a side door opens and a 
sleepy, disheveled-looking young man in 
overalls walks out. “Time to start my shift 
already?” he asks. 


“No, Pete,” replies Robert. “This here’s 
Marshall Slade. He’d like to speak with Mr. 
Viernes. Could you please see if he’s up? 
And when you’re done with that, just keep 
right on walking until you reach the barber. 
You’re looking kind of scruffy lately.”


“Aw, go on,” mutters Pete as he walks 
down the hallway and disappears around 
the corner. 


“Are Mr. and Mrs. Black present?” you 
inquire. Robert shakes his head. “You just 
missed ‘em. They’re on their way to dinner 
and a recital.” You nod and wait patiently 
for a few more seconds before Pete comes 
back, wide-eyed. 


“What’s wrong?” demands Robert. 


“Well, I done told the gentleman the 
marshall would like to see him. He turned 
whiter than a bed sheet and told me to get 
the hell out. He’s a mean son of a bitch, 
him and his friends.” 


“Is he still is in his room?” you ask. 


“Don’t know. Last I saw he was throwing 
stuff in his suitcase.” 


“And what room is he in?” 


“Room 6.” 


“All right. The two of you stay here,” you 
instruct. You then head down the hall and 
turn right, cocking your pistol as you do 
so. Turn to 68.


97
You quickly push your way to the front of 
the crowd. “Listen, everyone,” you call out. 
“This gentleman is a traveling salesman 
who’s plying his wares. Clearly, there’s 
very little interest for what he has to offer, 
so I have no doubt that he’d be happy to go 
on his way.” 


“And what’s it to you?” someone shouts. 
Instead of replying, you reach into your 
pocket and pull out your badge, holding 
it high so that everyone can see it. A hush 
falls over the throng. Almost all of them are 
cowed. Almost all of them. 


A burly, mustachioed man approaches 
you. “We’ve got our own law in this town, 
Marshall. Matter of fact, you look too 
young to be a real marshall. Step aside, 
son, before someone gets hurt.” When it 


becomes clear that you have no intention 
of doing that, the townsman becomes quite 
angry. You deflect his punch, but you now 
have a fight on your hands:


ENRAGED
TOWNSMAN skill 9 stamina 16


If you bring your opponent’s stamina down 
to 4, he’s had quite enough of this fight and 
staggers away, the crowd dispersing. Turn 
to 2. If your own stamina is brought down 
to 4 or less, turn to 24. 


98
“This is no way to treat a lady,” you state, 
staring eye-to-eye with Zeke. 


“You have no idea who you’re playing 
with,” he responds, narrowing his eyes.


“He’s right,” chimes in Lucinda, tugging at 
your sleeve almost frantically. “Please, just 
go. I’ll be all right.”


You stand your ground. Zeke’s fingers 
brush his waistband, lightly touching his 
revolver. “All right then, stranger,” he 
challenges. “I’ll see you outside. Give your 
soul to Jesus, ‘cause your ass is mine.”


You nod and turn towards the exit, but 
Lucinda grabs your arm. “No! He’ll shoot 
you from behind–”


Her warning is cut short as Zeke 
backhands her in the jaw. Your first 
reaction is to catch Lucinda as she 
crumples towards the ground. But you’ve 
left yourself dangerously open as Zeke’s 
fingers close around his firearm. If you 
have the Fast Draw skill, turn to 38. If not, 
turn to 56.


99
The town’s bank is a two-storey brick 
affair located on one of the newer avenues. 
The crowd rushes over, with you and the 
militia in the lead. There are no signs of 
life when you arrive, but you cautiously 
signal for everyone to stop before posting 
guards on all four sides. You then select 
several men from the militia and approach 
the front, weapons drawn. With your 
volunteers providing cover, you place 
yourself on the side of the entrance and 
pound the door with the butt of your 
pistol. 


“This is Marshall Slade. We have you 
surrounded! Surrender immediately.” You 
wait for several seconds without receiving 
a reply. Nodding to your men, you slowly 
try the door to discover that it’s unlocked. 


“One,” you whisper. “Two. Three.” On 
“three”, you throw the door open and rush 
in, ready to open fire if needed. You and 
your men look about in wild uncertainty, 
but don’t see anything. The building 
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appears abandoned. With your weapons 
still drawn, you slowly space out and after 
a few seconds one or your men grabs your 
arm and points towards the counter. At 
first you don’t notice anything, but then 
you hear a shuffling sound coming from 
behind it. You motion towards the counter 
and two of your men join you as you 
approach. 


The sound grows noticeably louder as you 
get closer. When you reach the counter, 
you look over, ready for anything… only 
to discover a portly man lying on the floor, 
bound and gagged, trying in vain to drag 
himself out into the open. It is Hastings, 
the banker. With a sinking heart, you have 
him untied. Turn to 33.


100
After a few minutes of riding, you spot 
Black Dinah’s. It’s hard to miss – a two-
storey affair with a garish false façade and 
a wide, open entrance cut directly into 
the wall. As you arrive and dismount, an 
attendant quickly comes up to collect your 
horse. 


“Did someone tear out your door?” you 
ask, motioning to the bare entrance. 


“Door?” the attendant laughs. “Ain’t never 
had no door. What for? The place never 
closes!” As he leads your horse away, still 
chuckling, you walk through the wall and 
into Black Dinah’s, pausing just inside the 
entrance to take it all in.


It’s the largest saloon you’ve ever seen 
– although clearly, it’s a multi-purpose 
establishment. Two bars line the walls on 
opposite ends, each crowded with men 
shouting their drink orders. A group of 
gaming tables lies ahead, most of them 
filled to capacity. Each one has a sign on 
a placard posted at its head indicating 
the respective game currently in play: 
there are faro tables, poker tables, keno 
tables and a couple of tables for vingt et 
un. In the foreground behind the tables is 
a raised platform holding a piano player 
and a four-piece band. What catches your 
attention the most is a group of women in 
loose-fitting skirts dancing on the stage. 
You’d heard of can-can dancers before, 
but this is the first time you’ve actually 
seen a performance. The dancers laugh 
teasingly down to the assembled men 
below, who hoot and howl up at them. The 
performance is just ending as you walk in; 
the ladies scamper off the stage to a chorus 
of groans. “They’ll be back in half an hour, 
gentlemen!” shouts the piano player. 


The establishment certainly contains 
a diverse clientele: cowboys, miners, 
travelers, rich and poor townsmen, and 
the like. In addition to the can-can dancers, 
there are other women who serve as 
social dancers – for a nickel, they’ll give a 
man a dance and a little conversation for 
the length of one song. For a substantial 


amount more, they’ll lead a man upstairs 
for other services. After another minute, 
you decide to head over to the faro tables. 
Turn to 48.


101
“Who are you?” asks Willie. 


“On behalf of the people of Bent Reed, I 
hereby place you under arrest,” you inform 
him. Oddly, he seems to take this news 
rather well. He regards you silently for a 
few seconds, a note of amusement in his 
eyes. 


“Hell, Marshall, seeing as you made the 
long ride out here, how about we stick 
around and play a few hands?”  


“I don’t think”


“Bartender!” he interrupts. “A shot of 
whiskey for my new friend Marshall here. 
You can put it on my tab.” 


“Don’t make a scene. Let’s leave quietly.” 


“Can’t do that, Marshall! Are you going to 
turn down my hospitality? It’s only proper 
that you enjoy your last few seconds on 
God’s green earth with a nice stiff drink.” 


“There’s already enough to charge you 
with without adding the charge of making 
a bodily threat to an officer of the law.” 


Willie smiles. “Threat? No sir, Marshall. I’m 
not the one going to kill you. I rather like 
you, actually.” He tilts his head slightly to 
motion behind you. “My brother Abel, on 
the other hand, isn’t quite as fond of you. 
Here’s your whiskey, by the way.” He puts 
a glass on the table. 
What you do next depends on whether you 
think Willie is telling the truth, or merely 
trying to distract you.


If you have the Detection skill, turn to 110.
If you believe Willie, turn to 147.
If you don’t, turn to 126. 


102
The man stands, slack jawed, as you hold 
your badge up where he can clearly see it. 
You make the following statement: “As an 
officer of the law, I do hereby duly instruct 
you to cease and desist from harassing this 
lady in any way. You will conduct yourself 
like a gentleman and you will make no 
further attempts, via barter, blackmail 
or any other type of coercion, to secure 
services and favours from the lady that 
she has no intention of providing you. If 
you refuse to comply, I will immediately 
turn you over to the Cheyenne marshall’s 
office.”


“Bent Reed, is it?” he asks, reading 
the message engraved on the metal. 
“You’re a bit out of your way here in 
Cheyenne, aren’t you?” He stares at you, 
his expression hardening into hatred. 


When you don’t reply, he throws up 
his hands. “I’m afraid there’s been a 
misunderstanding between me and the 
lady, and to ensure that there are no 
further occurrences, I will refrain from 
communicating with her.” 


“Very good.” 


But he’s not finished. “As for you, 
Marshall, Cheyenne is a pretty big town for 
a small-fry agent like yourself. I’d return to 
Bent Reed, and quickly, if I were you. The 
brand of men around here are a little more 
dangerous than the drunken farmers and 
simple cattle rustlers you’re used to dealing 
with. It’d be a damn shame if something 
were to happen to you out here.”


Write the codeword Marked on your 
Adventure Sheet. After this ominous but 
vague threat, the man turns and walks 
through the exit. The woman thanks you 
profusely and a couple of the men who 
witnessed your deed offer to buy you a 
drink. After waiting a few more minutes 
in the restaurant to make sure nothing else 
untoward occurs, you head up to your 
room and turn in for the night. Turn to 120. 


103
Abel frowns. “I’m right sorry that things 
will have to end this way, Marshall. You’re 
quite the skilled hunter. To have had 
multiple encounters with my boys and to 
still be alive, speaks quite well for you. 


“You can kill me like you have others,” 
you reply, “but you will be caught, tried 
and most likely hung by the neck for your 
transgressions. Perhaps not today, maybe 
not tomorrow, but you will be caught.” 


Abel smiles. “I see pearls of wisdom 
dropping from your mouth, Marshall. 
It has been getting a little hot, truth be 
told, even out here in Cheyenne, where 
the hospitality has been terrific. So we 
will shortly be boarding the Union Pacific 
and taking our act further west, to San 
Francisco or perhaps Los Angeles or even 
Mexico.” 


“And if them places get too hot, we’ll get 
on a boat to Hawaii or Australia,” grins 
William. “Hell knows the world’s big 
enough. I’ll be doing this till I’m sixty!”


“I ain’t getting on no boat,” frowns Zeke. 
“I’m riding up to Canada if I have to. Y’all 
can have the ocean voyage.” 


“Hell, Zeke, you ain’t even gonna be alive 
in five years,” William retorts. “What 
difference does it make to you?”


“You might not be alive in five hours if 
you keep pissing me off,” replies Zeke, 
rounding on his companion. 


“Yeah? You going to cough on me while I 
sleep or something?” sneers William. 
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“Why you low down good-for-nothing–”


It’s now or never, you realize. With the 
Fridays momentarily distracted, this looks 
to be your only chance to escape alive. 
Without waiting another second, you seize 
the moment and run. Turn to 104. 


104
You scamper across the drawing room, 
head bowed, as shots whizz all around 
you. Miraculously, you’re able to reach a 
divan without being hit, behind which you 
promptly take cover. The shots continue for 
a few more seconds before stopping. 


“Circle him!” someone shouts. “He’s 
behind the furniture!” 


From your position, you can hear the 
sound of footfalls as the gang spread out, 
seeking to entrap you. A few more seconds 
pass and you’re getting ready for the final 
act when you notice that someone has 
cautiously cracked the exit open a few 
inches. 


“Is it over?” you hear someone inquire 
from the other side. 


“Shut up and let me listen,” another voice 
responds. 


Without hesitation, you sprint to the exit 
and throw open the door. There are shouts 
of surprise as the club members spot you 
bolting through the door towards the exit, 
pausing only to grab your main weapon 
from the rack. Turn to 164.


105
You prop the door open a little further and 
wave your arm. After a couple of seconds, 
the agent gives a little start of surprise as 
he realizes that you’re motioning to him. 
You quickly put a finger to your lips and 
motion for him to come back to you. A 
couple of the Fridays have noticed the 
agent’s reaction and turn to look in your 
direction, leading you to quickly swing the 
door shut. A few seconds later, the door 
re-opens and the agent joins you. “What 
can I do for you, sir?” he asks, a note of 
suspicion in his voice. You show him your 
badge and his eyes widen. 


“My apologies,” you begin. “I’m Marshall 
Mathew Slade of Bent Reed. The Friday 
Clan, who you’re no doubt aware of, sir, 
recently held up my town’s bank. I’ve been 
in pursuit ever since. That’s why I’m on 
this train. I have sighted all six members 
riding in this very car!” 


He puts a hand on one of his pistols. “You 
don’t say! This very car?”


“Yes sir. They’re sitting only a few feet 
from...”


“Yes?”


“A few feet from you,” you continue. 
Something begins to pull on the edge of 
your mind, but before you can finish the 
thought, the agent speaks again.


“That’s an extraordinary charge, Marshall. 
Why don’t you point out those gentlemen 
to me?” So saying, he cracks the door open 
a few inches. 


If you have the Fast Draw skill, turn to 158. 
Otherwise, turn to 127.


106
“Bad luck for you that most of my money 
isn’t even...” you begin, before slapping 
a hand over your mouth as though you 
accidentally said too much. 


“Isn’t even what?” demands the brigand, 
his eyes narrowing. “Out with it! Where 
are you keeping your cash?” 


“It’s... it’s next door,” you say, after 
hesitating for effect. “Can you believe 
you’re the second guy that’s robbed 
me tonight? That’s right! This guy next 
door, he came by a half hour ago with 
the same trick. Arrogant as hell. He’s so 
brazen, he didn’t even bother to leave! 
‘You just try to call the police’, he tells 
me. ‘They’re afraid of me. They know 
better than to come up here.’ What did 
he call himself? Wednesday or Saturday 
or something? Some day of the week. Oh 
that’s right. Friday. Acting like a big shot or 
something.” 


The brigand has turned noticeably pale. 


“Well, come on then,” you continue, 
walking out into the hallway and stopping 
in front of the next door. “Here’s his room. 
I’ll go ahead and knock, and then you take 
it from there. I like him even less than I like 
you”


“No! Wait!” yells the robber. “I... changed 
my mind!” 


“Change your mind, hell,” you retort. “You 
woke me up. Maybe you can get me some 
of my money back.” 


The robber frantically digs into his pocket 
before pulling out a ten-dollar bill and 
practically throwing it at you. “It’s all I’ve 
got, honest!” he pleads. “Let’s forget about 
all of this. Don’t mention me to Mr. Friday! 
Please! I was just leaving...” 


He turns and runs headlong down the 
hallway. Pocketing your newfound cash, 
you return to your room and spend the 
rest of the night undisturbed. Write the 
codeword Chameleon on your Adventure 
Sheet. Turn to 120. 


107
You manage to generate just enough force 
from your leap to clear the floor of the 
platform. Your momentum causes you to 
tumble forward, but you roll with it and 
regain your feet cleanly. Rodrigo, still 
riding alongside, tips his hat to you. 


“Send a wire to Phoenix!” you yell to him. 
“Have the train surrounded when it pulls 
in!” 


He places an open palm to his chest to 
show that he understands before slowing 
his horse down, his profile growing smaller 
and smaller as the train leaves him behind. 
You turn to enter the train car, only to find 
that the door is locked! 


Will you hit the door and raise a 
commotion until you are heard (turn 
to 163), or will you wait quietly on the 
platform until someone comes out (turn to 
175)?


108
The avenue which leads towards the 
bank is choked with horses, carts and 
pedestrians. You find it quicker to 
dismount from your horses and push 
through the crowd, with Captain 
Hendricks gruffly ordering bystanders 
to move aside. It occurs to you that the 
gang couldn’t have gone very far had they 
chosen this route and a sick feeling begins 
to weigh on your heart. Nevertheless, you 
doggedly make your way forward. When 
you reach the bank, you find that all is 
normal and that there are no signs of the 
outlaws. 


“Any other ideas?” asks Hendricks. You 
decide to split your search party again, 
risking the smaller numbers you’d have in 
a potential confrontation with the Fridays 
in exchange for having a better chance 
of locating them. However, the effort is 
in vain – if they did board a train or ride 
away from town, they are long gone by 
this point. Captain Hendricks calls for 
more reinforcements and enacts patrols 
all around Cheyenne. However, you do 
not locate the gang, nor do you find any 
witnesses that know of their whereabouts. 
As much as it pains you to do so, you must 
admit defeat – the clan have escaped once 
again, despite your brave efforts. There’s 
nothing left to do but ride back home. 


109
You take a deep breath, bend down so 
that your head is close to waist level and 
scamper across the aisle, firing off a single 
round to provide cover. A couple of bullets 
whizz by, but luckily none of them hit you. 
Your new position is near the end of the 
centre aisle, underneath a window. You 
immediately drop to your knees and hold 
your weapon out, looking for any sign of 
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movement. For a few seconds, all remains 
silent; you cautiously peek up over the 
aisle and to your shock find yourself 
gazing into the eyes of Jeremiah in the next 
row! He seems just as surprised to see you. 
Will you raise your weapon and shoot 
(turn to 154), or dive across the aisle and 
tackle him (turn to 121)? 


110
Although Willie claims that his brother 
is standing right behind you, no one in 
your immediate area turned to look back 
when he motioned to where his backup 
is supposedly stationed. They simply 
continue to glance uneasily between Willie 
and the unknown marshall who’s dared 
to arrest him, enthralled at the potentially 
deadly nature of this confrontation. You 
decide to call his bluff. Turn to 126. 


111
You slowly make your way through the 
train and reach the first-class cabin without 
incident. With one hand on your gun, you 
crack the door open and glance inside. The 
cabin is spacious and you estimate that 
there are roughly forty or so passengers 
inside – men and women dressed in 
rather fashionable attire. A pair of waiters 
work the room from either end, each one 
pushing a cart loaded with plates of food.


You take all of this in very quickly, 
your eyes darting among various rows 
searching for – there! On the end of a 
bench at the far corner sit all six of the 
Friday clan. Two of them lean back 
nonchalantly, staring out through the 
window at the countryside beyond, while 
three of them are just finishing devouring 
their lunch. Only Abel sits straight in 
his seat, watching the other passengers 
attentively. Doubtless it’ll be his call 
regarding when to commence the holdup.


You follow the direction of Abel’s stare 
and arrive at an older, gruff-looking man 
leaning against the wall on the other 
corner. He cradles a rifle in one arm while 
also clad around the waist with a gun belt 


adorned with two pistols. This must be 
the train’s security officer, or at least one 
of them. You realize that the Fridays have 
probably already concocted a plan to deal 
with him. Now that you’ve taken all this in, 
you’ll need to decide on your next move. 
(If you have any remaining first aid kits, 
you should use them now).


If you try to get the security officer’s 
attention, turn to 105. If you decide 
that your best advantage is to walk in 
straightaway, guns drawn, and arrest the 
Fridays before they can draw their own 
weapons, turn to 188. If you decide to wait 
a while longer before taking any action, 
turn to 148.


112
You spur your horses towards the shops. 
It’s possible that the Fridays are either on 
their way out of town towards the open 
range, or hiding in one of the shops. You 
eye the road as it stretches out towards the 
flat horizon. 


“They did not go this way,” murmurs 
Rodrigo. “They would still be in sight.” 


Your party wheels around and you spread 
out, hastily searching the shops that line 
the road. There are plenty of surprised 
patrons and disgruntled shopkeepers, but 
no sign of the outlaws. 
“Any other ideas?” asks Hendricks. You 
decide to split your search party again, 
risking the smaller numbers you’d have in 
a potential confrontation with the Fridays 
in exchange for having a better chance of 
locating them. However, the effort is in 
vain – if they did board a train, they are 
long gone by this point. Captain Hendricks 
calls for more reinforcements and enacts 
patrols all around Cheyenne. However, 
you do not locate the gang, nor do you 
find any witnesses that know of their 
whereabouts. As much as it pains you to 
do so, you must admit defeat – the clan 
have escaped once again, despite your 
brave efforts. There’s nothing left to do but 
ride back home. 


113
“Montgomery is as good as dead, and so 
are all of you,” you sneer, trying to act as 
blasé as possible. 


“Oh yeah? Are there other marshalls in 
your little backwoods town coming to get 
us?” 


“What exactly did Montgomery tell you 
about what happened last night?” you 
demand. 


“He didn’t say, exactly,” one of your 
captors replies. “You embarrassed him, that 
much is clear.” 
You snort. “Montgomery is playing you all 
for fools. You want to know what I came 
for? To collect a debt. Not for myself, but 
for the Friday clan.” 


At the mention of the infamous gang, the 
men immediately fall silent. “What... how 
are you working for the Fridays?” ask one 
of the others, trying to sound brave but not 
quite succeeding in keeping his voice from 
quavering. “You expect us to believe that?” 


“If you don’t believe it now, you’ll believe 
it when you join me up here on this tree. 
I’m going to stay alive just so I can have the 
satisfaction of saying ‘I told you so’.” 


Two of them begin to mumble to each 
other; the others remain silent but look 
worried. 


“Don’t you see?” you continue, pressing on 
now that you’ve planted a seed of doubt 
in their minds. “It’s mighty convenient for 
Remington. He gets out of paying his debt. 
When the Fridays come for him, he’s going 
to frame you all for killing me and keeping 
the money for yourselves.” Your captors 
gape openly. You have them now. “Listen, 
I’ve got no quarrel with you gentlemen; it’s 
Remington who we want. You let me go 
and I’ll see to it that the Fridays know the 
real story.” 


The men confer in hushed tones for a 
few minutes before untying you and 
apologizing profusely. 


“Don’t apologize to me,” you reply. “The 
only way to keep the Fridays off your 
back is to retrieve the payment from 
Remington.” 


“That bastard,” curses one of the men. 
“We’re going to have some words with 
him.” 


“But you will keep the Fridays away from 
us, right?” asks another anxiously. 


“Well, shoot, if I can find them,” you reply. 
“I was supposed to meet them back at the 
hotel, but I’ve missed that rendezvous, 
no thanks to y’all. Any idea where they’re 
most likely to be in this town?”
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Three of the men give you blank looks, 
but the fourth replies that you should try 
the Wyoming Stock Growers Association. 
“They’re the most respectable organization 
in Cheyenne, but my cousin tells me 
that they’re up to their ears in corrupt 
enterprises. They’re likely to be in direct 
contact with the Fridays.” 


You quickly take your leave and ride back 
to town. Turn to 153.


114
Abel’s eyes flick back towards the hatch 
and this is the moment that you leap 
forward. He gives a startled oath and 
tries to draw his gun, but you’re on him 
too quickly. The two of you land on the 
ground heavily and roll back a couple of 
times before he recovers enough to draw a 
dagger from his boot. You disengage and 
draw your own knife. You briefly think 
about drawing your gun, but Abel is a 
savvy fighter and he’s back on you too 
quickly for that to be an option. Now that 
he’s recovered from the initial shock of 
your attack, the leader of the Friday gang 
turns out to be a formidable fighter:


ABEL FRIDAY skill 10 stamina 16


If you win, turn to 125. 


115
“Lead the way,” you state nonchalantly. 
The man rolls up his sleeves. “I’ve 
whipped bigger men than you,” he sneers 
before turning back to the woman. “Don’t 
you move, I shall return shortly.” You 
follow him out the door to an open area in 
the back of the building, by the stables. 
“Last chance,” he offers. When he sees that 
you’re resolute, he takes a swing at you 
without another word. You were expecting 
this; your reaction is quick and you duck 
away, but must now resolve the fight:


SLUMLORD skill 10 stamina 14


If you reduce his stamina to 4 or less, turn 
to 138. Your opponent intends to do more 
than just teach you a lesson – if he weakens 
you enough, he’ll pull out a knife and take 
your life! 


116
You notice Abel give the slightest nod 
to someone behind you – presumably, 
the security agent. In a flash, you spin 
around and fire off a shot. The agent, his 
own weapon already drawn and pointed 
at you, barely has time to widen his eyes 
in surprise before your blast brings him 
down. At the same time that your shot 
takes out the turncoat, you dive off to the 
side and roll behind another row of seats 
as gunfire erupts from behind you. By 
this time, pandemonium reigns. The other 
passengers are either screaming, running 
from the cab as fast as they can, or both. 


“Take him out!” yells Abel before 
disappearing through the front exit. With 
most of the passengers having now exited 
the cab, you realize you’re going to have to 
be resourceful to survive this shootout with 
the Friday clan. You can move immediately 
to a more secure position ( turn to 109), or 
wait for one of the Fridays to make a move 
and try to pick him off (turn to 186). (Note: 
each time you successfully kill or disable a 
member of the Fridays, you’ll be instructed 
to mark an “X” on your Adventure Sheet. If 
you live long enough to mark five “X’s”, 
turn immediately to 191). 


117
You steer your horse a few paces away 
from the carriage. You only have a few 
seconds left – the animal is flagging and 
the train is still accelerating. Swinging your 
legs over the side of your mount, you plant 
one foot in the saddle and another in the 
stirrup. You pause, fix your eyes on where 
you want to land, lean forward and jump... 
If you have fewer than 10 stamina points 
remaining, turn to 189. If your current 
stamina is 10 or higher, turn to 122.


118
Abel turns to Logan. “So this is the one that 
shot you back in Bent Reed?”


Logan nods as he replies, “Yup. Son of a 
bitch has the fastest draw I’ve ever seen. 
But I bet he isn’t too good in a fist fight. I 
bet I could whip his pansy ass six ways to 
Sunday.” 


“Why bother?” asks one of his 
companions. “Let’s just shoot him.” 


“Where’s your sense of adventure, Zeke?” 
replies Logan. “I haven’t had a good fight 
in too long. I’m going to make this punk 
marshall wish that we’d ended it quickly. 
You hear that, Marshall? Are you game?” 


Seeing as the alternative is to be mowed 
down by gunfire from the entire gang, you 
quickly agree. Logan removes his belt and 
walk confidently towards you, sneering 
the whole way. You’re determined to make 
him regret his bravado.
 


LOGAN FRIDAY skill 9 stamina 15


If you reduce his stamina to 4 or less, turn 
to 196.


119
You examine the ground carefully. The 
horse’s tracks lead from the stable in a 
direct line towards its current location. 
However, there are no signs of any human 
footprints. Given that the horse is riderless, 
you rule out the possibility of Abel having 
mounted and ridden the animal. At any 
rate, if he had chosen to ride the horse, 
surely he’d be galloping away by now. No, 
you realize - he must have released the 
horse to draw you away. 


You turn your attention back to the 
ground, this time focusing on the area 
leading back towards the front of the 
train. Your heartbeat quickens when you 
discover a pair of human footprints hidden 
within the first few steps of horse tracks. 
There are only two of them. Does this 
mean your quarry is still hidden in the 
stable car? You look back inside. The horse 
in the other stall stares at you impassively 
– too calm, you think, for it to be sharing 
its space with an unfamiliar man. That 
leaves one remaining possibility. You get 
down on your knees and look underneath 
the train. It doesn’t take long to find an 
area of disturbed gravel in-between two 
of the train tracks. Abel must have passed 
underneath the train, back out on the other 
side. You quickly do the same and your 
hunch is proven when you rediscover his 
tracks. They lead back towards the front of 
the train. 


As you make your way back toward the 
car you were just in, you’re startled by 
the sound of the train beginning to move 
again! You immediately break out into a 
run. When you reach the car, you find the 
engineer back at the controls. Standing next 
to him is Abel. You grit you teeth as you 
jump up onto the floor of the car and roll 
inside. The engineer spots you and gapes 
openly. Abel notices the man’s reaction and 
spins around, gun drawn, but you’re ready 
for him. Your shot strikes him squarely in 
the chest and he collapses. Turn to 125. 


120
Early the next morning, you take a quick 
breakfast in the hotel restaurant, pay your 
room bill and head outside. The day is 
clear and cold, with a bracing wind. Do 
you have any leads in your search for the 
Friday gang?
 
If you have the codeword Nest, turn to 153.
If not, but you have the codeword Marked, 
turn to 137.
Otherwise, turn to 190.


Six-Gun Friday Mini Adventure







121
Jeremiah fumbles for his weapon but 
you’re on him before he can get off a shot; 
the two of you hit the ground hard and 
begin to wrestle desperately. If you already 
have 4 ‘X’’s marked on your Adventure 
Sheet, then Jeremiah is the last member of 
the clan in this car who can still put up a 
fight. He has a skill of 10 and stamina of 
13; fight him hand-to-hand to the death. If 
you win, turn to 191. If you have less than 
4 ‘X’’s marked, read on.


The two of you roll between the benches, 
struggling fiercely. “Help!” he cries out. 
“Get over–”


You grab his neck with both hands to 
silence him. If another member of the clan 
realizes what’s happening and walks over, 
it could be the end for you. But even as you 
think this, you hear footsteps crossing the 
car. After a few seconds, you see another 
member of the Fridays standing over 
you, his gun drawn. The only thing that 
prevents him from shooting, you realize, 
is the fear that he might injure Jeremiah. If 
you have the Spontaneity skill, turn to 165. 
Otherwise, turn to 133.


122
You manage to generate just enough force 
from your leap to clear the floor of the cab. 
Your momentum causes you to tumble 
forward, but you roll with it and regain 
your feet cleanly. Rodrigo, still riding 
alongside, tips his hat to you. 


“Send a wire to Phoenix!” you yell to him. 
“Have the train surrounded when it pulls 
in!” 


He places an open palm to his chest to 
show that he understands before slowing 
his horse down and disappearing from 
sight. Suddenly remembering that you 
were just shot at, you spin around towards 
the door to find it slightly ajar. You take 
one step before it swings open and to your 
dismay you find yourself on the wrong end 
of a Winchester rifle. The man holding it 
is not one of the Friday clan, but instead a 
middle-aged sort dressed in the overalls of 
a migrating farmhand. If you have either of 
the codewords Robbed or Chameleon, turn to 
152. Otherwise, turn to 140.


123
Abel turns to Willie. “So this is the one that 
shot you at Black Dinah’s?” 


“He is indeed,” smiles Willie. “Marshall’s 
quick on his feet. He’d have made a great 
outlaw.” 


You tense up, getting ready for the end. 
You’ll take as many of them out as you can.


“Easy there, Marshall!” laughs Willie. 
“You look like someone shot your dog or 
something.” He pauses. “I like you. I do. 
You display an amazing combination of 
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relentlessness and stupidity. Those are 
great qualities to possess for a man of the 
law, like you, or men against the law, like 
us. In that way, we aren’t so different.” 


“What are you playing at, Willie?” asks one 
of his companions. “Let’s take him out.” 


“Where’s the fun in that?” asks Willie. 
“Boys, me and Marshall here are going to 
play a little fast draw.” 


“Now, Willie,” remarks Abel, “I don’t–”


“By rights he’s mine,” interrupts Willie. “I 
get first shot. And this is how we’re doing 
it.” 


Abel regards him silently for a few 
moments. “Okay, Willie. If that’s how you 
want it.”


Willie nods as his companions back 
away. Then he turns to you and winks. 
“Whenever you’re ready, Marshall.” 


You lock eyes with Willie. A trace of a smile 
plays around the corner of his mouth. It 
occurs to you that you could take them 
all by surprise by making a break for it as 
soon as Willie draws. If you try this, turn to 
104. If you engage Willie, turn to 170.


124
The Cheyenne club turns out to be an 
impressive, two-storey brick building 
almost as large as the hotel where you 
lodged last night. You stand across the 
street for a few minutes and survey it. 
From the small crowds of well-dressed 
men that periodically enter or depart, it 
indeed appears to serve as a social club 
in the true sense of the word, catering to 
a high-end clientele. You slowly make 
your way forward and take your place in 
line. An attendant stands at the entrance, 
greeting everyone by name or title. When 
you get within earshot, you listen in 
growing amazement as you discover how 
high the club’s member list stretches. You 
hear at least one “Hello again, Senator!” 
and one “See you next time, Judge!”


When the attendant’s eyes fall on you, 
he greets you politely, although with 
noticeably less enthusiasm. “And what can 
I do for you, sir?”


You silently hand him your letter. It 
takes only a few seconds for him to scan 
through it and when he’s finished, he 
instantly warms up to you. “On behalf of 
the board of the Cheyenne Club, welcome, 
Mr. Robinson!” You smile and slightly tilt 
your head to him in return, assuming the 
air of one who is used to being waited 
upon. “I’ll arrange a meeting for you with 
a representative from the WSGA,” he 
continues. “In the meantime, you must be 
tired after your long journey. Please enjoy 
our hospitality.”


He summons an escort, who turns out to 
be a young man in a crisply pressed suit. 
“Please show Mr. Robinson to the drawing 
room,” he commands. The young man 
bows and you follow him inside. Turn to 
150.


125
Abel looks up at you as he dies. “I’ll be 
damned, Marshall. I’ll be damned. It was a 
good run, though, wasn’t it? A hell of a lot 
of fun while it lasted. I wouldn’t change a 
thing.” 


“The money you took from the bank,” you 
remind him. Where is it?” 


He eyes you for a few more seconds 
before his gaze begins to drift, as though 
he was looking through you to something 
beyond. “If I were a less honourable man, 
I wouldn’t tell you, Marshall. I don’t know 
that you’d ever find it. But seeing as how I 
ain’t got any use for it, there’s no sense in 
letting good money go to waste. So you’ll 
find two bags back in the Cheyenne Club, 
hidden in the basement. We was going to 
have the cash deposited in another account 
under an alias.” 


You look up to the conductor, who is 
staring down at Abel with the same 
fascination that one might have while 
viewing a dangerous beast safely walled 
off in a zoo or museum. “Get this train 
back on schedule,” you instruct. He jumps 
up to carry out your order. 


You look back down to Abel to thank him 
for this last, parting bit of graciousness, but 
find that he has expired. You remove your 
jacket and cover his face.
 


* * *


When the train pulls into Phoenix station 
late the next day, you find a regiment of 
local, state and federal officers surrounding 
the platform. You casually emerge and 
inform them of the deaths of the Friday 
clan. Four died during the gunfight, the 
other two did not survive their wounds 
and died en route. 


“They was gonna be hung anyway,” 
mutters the local constable. The rest of the 
contingent meets your news with quiet 
skepticism, until they board the train and 
find the bodies of the Fridays lined neatly 
at the rear of the last car. 


You spend a week in Phoenix recovering 
from your wounds before taking the train 
back home, stopping first in Cheyenne to 
retrieve your town’s money. With some 
relief, you find that Abel was truthful 
regarding its location. By the time you 
return to Bent Reed, you discover that 
word of your exploits has spread quickly 
and that you’ve become something of a 
national celebrity. A crowd has assembled 
at the station and they give a hearty cheer 
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as you step off the platform. Rodrigo is 
the first to greet you and with a huge grin 
hands you a stack of newspapers from 
various parts of the country – Cheyenne, 
Denver, Chicago, Omaha. Each one carries 
the details of your showdown with the 
Fridays on the front page. The mayor, right 
behind him, grabs your arm and gives it a 
vigorous shake. 


“You’ve done us proud, my boy!” he 
exclaims. “The governor is in town, 
waiting to meet you. I do believe he means 
to offer you a position as Sheriff of the 
entire Wyoming Territory!” 


You give a small smile. “If he doesn’t mind, 
sir, I think it’s enough of a job just to keep 
things quiet right here in Bent Reed!”  


THE END


126
“If your brother was standing behind me, 
I’d already be dead”, you state calmly. 
“We’re going to try this one more time. You 
are under arrest. Place your hands high up 
in the air, stand up slowly and walk my 
way.” 


A few bystanders gasp, while others hoot 
and clap. “A Friday’s found his match!” 
someone shouts. 
“The jig’s up, boy!” Willie turns red as the 
smirk drains from his face. “Ain’t none of 
us ever been taken alive,” he spits as he 
slowly begins to rise. 


“I’ll take you dead, if necessary,” you 
respond coolly.


He stares into your eyes for a few seconds, 
then nods almost imperceptibly, seeming 
to fully understand your resolution for the 
first time. “It will be,” he responds softly.


Quick as a flash, he flips the wooden table 
upwards. Your wrist jerks back from the 
retort of your gun as you squeeze the 
trigger. The bullet passes through the table 
and a strangled curse erupts from the other 
side. 


“You only clipped him, Marshall!” 
someone shouts. Write the codeword 
Sidewinder on your Adventure Sheet. Turn 
to 166.


127
You point towards the row where the 
Fridays are seated. “Right over there next 
to...” your words die in your throat as you 
turn to the lawman and find that he’s just 
drawn on you. 


“You should have left well enough alone, 
Marshall,” he says, slowly. “Now get your 
hands up where I can see them. No sudden 
moves, now.”


You raise your arms. “How much are 
they paying you?” you demand, a note of 
bitterness in your voice. “You’ll probably 
get a nice bonus for turning me in to 
them.” 


“I suspect I will,” he grins, before glancing 
in to the car to get the Fridays’ attention. In 
the split-second that the agent’s gaze is off 
of you, you dive forward into the car while 
simultaneously drawing your weapon. 
The agent’s initial shot passes through the 
spot you had just been standing at and 
imbeds itself into the far wall. You raise 
your own weapon and fire, catching him 
squarely in the chest. As he falls back, he 
gets off one final shot that hits you – to see 
how badly, you must Assess for Damage. 
If you’re still alive, the agent falls back 
dead, and you drag yourself behind a 
bench as pandemonium erupts. The other 
passengers run screaming from the car, 
pushing one another violently in their 
haste to get away and trampling anyone 
unfortunate enough to lose their footing. 
You stick your head over the bench and 
your gaze meets Abel’s from across the car. 


“It’s that God damned marshall again!” he 
yells to his companions. “Take him out!” 
As he says this, he runs through the far 
exit, leaving the rest of the clan to carry out 
his orders. 
You can move immediately to a more 
secure position (turn to 109), or wait for 
one of the Fridays to make a move and 
try to pick him off (turn to 186). (Note: 
each time you successfully kill or disable a 
member of the Fridays, you’ll be instructed 
to mark an ‘X’ on your Adventure Sheet. If 
you live long enough to mark five ‘X’’s, 
turn immediately to 191.)


128
The train is slowly starting to pick up 
speed. There isn’t much time left before it 
outpaces your horses. Captain Hendricks 
pulls his horse alongside yours. “We’ll wire 
to the authorities in Phoenix,” he yells. “We 
can have people waiting–”


“Like hell!” you interrupt. “The Fridays 
will have the conductor stop the train at 


some point in between and then disappear 
into another town or somewhere in the 
wilderness.” 


“We don’t have much choice, Marshall!” he 
replies. 


You look back to the train. It’s only a 
few feet away; with some skill you can 
manoeuvre your horse and jump onto an 
open supply car...


Hendricks reads your thoughts. “Don’t 
be crazy!” he yells. “You’ll get yourself 
injured or killed!” 


He’s right, of course – jumping onto a 
moving train is highly risky. On the other 
hand, you can’t stomach the thought of 
the Fridays eluding you again. You think 
quickly: 


You could spur your horse to ride as fast 
as it possibly can, up until it reaches the 
engineer’s cab, and then attempt to leap 
inside. If you try this, turn to 177. You 
could slow your horse down, let the main 
body of the train pull ahead, and look 
for an open cab near the rear. If you try 
this, turn to 156. Or you could decide that 
Captain Hendricks is right and that such a 
move is too dangerous, turn to 184. 


129
The men standing around the billiards 
table are transfixed by a game of eight-ball 
between two men dressed in rancher’s 
garb. 


“They’re playing forone hundred head 
of cattle,” whispers one of the bystanders 
to you. You whistle softly and focus your 
attention on the table. It’s a close game, but 
in a few minutes one of the players seals 
his victory by sinking three consecutive 
shots, followed by the eight-ball. After 
this last shot, the observers break out into 
applause. 


“Well, slap me silly and call me Susan,” 
remarks the losing player. “Damn if you 
finally learned how to play this game!” 


The other man grins. “Hell, as many times 
as I lost to you, Morgan, and as many 
barrels of whiskey as I’ve had to buy, I 
figure one hundred head should make us 
about even again!” This comeback draws 
raucous laughter from everyone around 
the table. Morgan smiles and lifts a toast to 
his companion. 


“To the victor go the spoils,” he states. 
“I’ll have to re-establish my skill at pool. 
But you very well know I haven’t had 
much time to play lately, what with the 
distinguished company I’ve been spending 
time with.” At this, the other men grow 
quiet. 


Six-Gun Friday Mini Adventure
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“You mean they’re here?” someone asks. 


“I reckon they’ll be here at any moment,” 
he replies. Even as he speaks the entrance 
door swings open and the attendant who 
led you here reappears, this time with a 
group of six men. 


“Speak of the devil,” Morgan laughs. 


Your heart skips a beat as you examine 
the new arrivals. It seems that fate has 
delivered the Fridays straight to you. Turn 
to 155.


130
Abel’s eyes flick again to the hatch. This 
time, instead of looking back at you, he 
suddenly bolts toward the daylight. You 
leap forward and miss him by a hair, your 
hand briefly making contact with his arm. 
In the next second, Abel has leapt clear 
from the hatch. You’re about to follow, but 
suddenly catch yourself. “Checkmate,” 
you whisper.
 
As Abel hits the ground, you coolly draw 
your weapon and train it on him. He leaps 
up, his weapon pointed a few feet behind 
to the spot where you would have landed 
had you jumped out after him. When he 
realizes that you’re not there, he freezes for 
a long moment before turning towards the 
countryside and taking a couple of long 
strides as though he means to run away. 
Instead, he spins back towards you. Before 
he can fire, you squeeze the trigger and 
blow the gun out of his hand. Abel howls 
in pain and shakes his wrist up and down, 
scattering drops of blood on the sun-baked 


earth.


“Damn you, Marshall! You blew my fingers 
off!!” 


“Turn yourself in!” you call out to him. He 
curses, turns and begins to stumble away. 
You decide that you’re through chasing 
him. You squeeze the trigger again and he 
buckles over, clutching his side. 


“All right! Is that how you want it?” he 
calls back weakly. “Damn if I’m going to 
turn myself in! I’ll fight you like a man! 
Can we do that, or are you going to shoot 
me as I walk back to you?” 


“Drop your other gun and I won’t shoot,” 
you yell. He throws his remaining pistol 
to the ground and hobbles back, dripping 
blood the entire way. When he reaches the 
hatch, you lean over and extend your arm 
to help him climb back onto the train. 


“All right,” he begins, breathing heavily, 
“Just give me a couple of seconds to catch 
my breath, Marshall.” 


“I’ll wait. Take your time.” 


He swallows hard a couple of times before 
drawing a dagger from his boot. You watch 
impassively as he takes a single step in 
your direction and collapses. Turn to 125. 


131
Your bold gambit takes the brigand by 
surprise – he simply wasn’t expecting 
you to try something so risky. In the next 
second, you have your hands wrapped 
around his shotgun. A fierce struggle 
ensues, and your desperation lends you 
extra strength. You jerk the man’s weapon 
away with a strong tug while violently 
head-butting him, and your would-be 
capturer fall back heavily against the wall 
before his legs slide out from under him. 
He’s stunned and you wait patiently until 
he somewhat regains his senses. 


“I’d appreciate your assistance in locating 
the Fridays,” you say. 


“Well,” he replies slowly, “seeing as how 
you’ve somewhat turned the tables, 
Marshall, I’ll have to comply. But I’ll do so 
with pleasure – I’m sending you to your 
grave.” 


“Enough with the melodrama. Out with 
it.” 


He sneers. “Oh, you’re brave right now. 
Fair enough. You’ll find them in first class.” 


“Thank you,” you reply, before walking 
back out to the car’s exit and throwing the 
brigand’s rifle out to the countryside. With 
the man’s protests at your back, you make 
your way from the front car. Turn to 111. 
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132
“There’s a fine line between bravery and 
stupidity, Marshall,” intones Abel slowly. 
You draw your pistol, knowing that the act 
is futile even as you do it. In a split second, 
the other five members of the Friday clan 
have drawn against you. “I’m an educated 
man,” continues Abel. “I’ve got quite a bit 
of book learning. You know, Marshall, you 
fancy yourself as the law. Well, back in my 
schooling days I learned about a higher 
law than the type that wears a badge. It’s 
called the law of averages. See, Marshall, 
it’s like this – you keep sticking your nose 
in our business and before long, your luck 
runs out.” He tilts his head slightly and the 
other members of the clan simultaneously 
open fire, riddling you with bullets. Your 
body is never found. 


133
You continue to struggle. “Hold him still, 
damn it!” calls Jeremiah’s companion over 
your shoulder. 


Jeremiah mumbles something through 
clenched teeth while trying to turn you 
toward his companion. In a few seconds, 
you’ll be in the line of fire... Desperation 
gives you a sudden surge of strength and 
you pull Jeremiah’s arm back towards his 
body, squeezing his hand as you do so and 
causing his pistol to discharge. 


“I’m hit!” Jeremiah yells. You glance over 
your shoulder to his companion, whom 
you immediately recognize as Logan. 
He trains his pistol on you without any 
more delay. With your free hand, you 
draw your own pistol and fire. Logan 
falls back, getting off a shot as he does so, 
which strikes your side. You must Assess 
for Damage. If you’re still alive, add two 
‘X’’s to your Adventure Sheet. You catch a 
glimpse of another Friday running across 
the aisle and ducking behind the far bench. 
Will you move in for a closer shot (turn to 
183), or try to distract him by first firing at 
the adjacent wall (turn to 195)?


134
You walk to the door and fling it open. 
“You’re three sheets to the wind...”


Your words die in your throat. The fellow 
standing before you is neither drunk nor 
disheveled. He’s a middle-aged man 
dressed in the overalls of a migrating 
farmhand. The most notable thing about 
him, however, is the pistol that he points 
at your chest. “Well hi there, Elmer,” he 
mocks in the same drunken voice that he 
used to lure you to your door. “I’m just 
here to make you a quick offer – your 
money or your life!” 


If you have the Spontaneity skill, turn to 
106. Otherwise, turn to 168.


135
This isn’t the first time the ticket agent has 
had to fight an illegal boarder. You swing 
for his jaw, hoping to land a clean blow 
and knock him senseless, but he ducks 
away with surprising agility before moving 
in to grapple with you. You curse inwardly 
– you need to save your energy for the 
Fridays. At this point, though, there’s little 
you can do but to try and subdue him.
 
RAILROAD AGENT skill 8 
stamina 13


You’ll sufficiently subdue the agent if you 
can reduce his stamina to 5 or less. If this 
happens within six rounds of combat, 
turn to 181. If you’re still fighting after six 
rounds, turn immediately to 144.


136
You continue to fight, landing another 
blow to Logan’s head. He reels back 
drunkenly before losing his balance and 
hitting the ground hard. Immediately, he 
rises on one knee and attempts to stand. 
You move in for the coup de grace when a 
searing pain suddenly explodes along your 
chest, arms and neck. Too late, you realize 
that you were foolish to believe that the 
rest of the clan would actually go through 
with watching you kill one of their kin. 
Your bullet-riddled body is never found. 


137
Your plan is to spend the day frequenting 
saloons, shops, gambling halls and hotels, 
interviewing as many people as possible 
to try and discover any possible leads on 
the Fridays’ whereabouts. You begin with 
a row of shops lining the street near the 
hotel. The process is slow and laborious, 
as you must gauge whomever you’re 
speaking with for a few minutes before 
deciding whether you can inquire about 
the Friday clan straight out, or if you must 
take a more subtle approach. The majority 
of people immediately clam up if any 
mention of the Fridays arises, simply from 
fear and awe. Sorting out who is simply 
afraid versus who may be hiding pertinent 
information is a delicate business. 


At the moment, you’ve spent ten minutes 
talking to a blacksmith. You’ve established 
a promising rapport and he doesn’t strike 
you as the timid sort. You are just getting 
around to bringing up the subject of 
notable people that he’s seen around town 
when the front door opens behind you, 
letting in a gust of wind. 


The blacksmith cocks his head, motioning 
towards the door. “Excuse me for just a 
minute.” 


“Take your time,” you reply. 


“What can I help you gentlemen with?” 
he asks. You glance over your shoulder to 


see four men.  Judging by their attire and 
sunburned faces, they would seem to be a 
group of cattle drivers. 


“Need branding irons,” says one simply. 


“Very good! I have a set that came in just 
last week. I’ll go fetch you some.” The 
shop owner exits through a back door. 


“Morning,” you nod politely to the men. 


“Good morning, Marshall,” one of them 
replies. “Not that good, though; it’s colder 
than a witch’s tit.” 


You start to grin at the joke and then 
suddenly stop. How did these men know 
that you’re an officer of the law? Almost 
as soon as the thought occurs, you reach 
down to your belt to grab a pistol. But 
something strikes you from behind and all 
goes dark. Turn to 185.


138
The man staggers back, bleeding heavily 
from his nose. “Enough,” he gasps, 
holding up his palms. 
You land another blow to his chin and he 
falls down hard. “You will not bother that 
woman again,” you instruct him. When 
you see him nod, you continue. “You will 
release her husband from whatever bond 
you hold over him, effective immediately. 
If not–”


“Yes, yes, yes,” he coughs, waving his 
arm impatiently. “I’ll release the bastard. 
You win.” When you see that he’s serious, 
you walk back into the hotel. The young 
woman is still in the restaurant and gasps 
in shock upon seeing you. 


“Are you alright? You shouldn’t have put 
yourself in such danger!” 


You tip your hat to her. “He won’t bother 
you or your husband again, ma’am. As 
a matter of fact, your reunion will come 
sooner than you had anticipated.” The 
realization of what, precisely, you’ve done 
slowly dawns on her, and she tearfully 
expresses your thanks. Before letting you 
go, she leads you to her room where she 
bandages your wounds (restore up to 6 
stamina points). After once again accepting 
her thanks, you head to your own room 
and turn in for the night. Turn to 120. 


Six-Gun Friday Mini Adventure







141
You slowly stand up.


“Think about it,” he is saying as the 
woman’s expression alternates between 
fear and revulsion. “You could be reunited 
a whole lot sooner–”


“I’m accompanying the lady,” you 
interrupt.


The man jerks back, momentarily startled, 
before his eyes flash with anger. “You sit 
down and mind your own damn business. 
I know she’s travelling alone.” 


“Alone means free and unmolested, even 
by you,” you reply. 


The man straightens up and regards 
you silently for several seconds, his eyes 
narrowed. When he speaks again, it’s 
clear that he’s regained some composure. 
“Young man, I find your uppity attitude 
rather disturbing. Now, I’m going to give 
you one more opportunity to show the 
proper respect to your elders that etiquette 
and manners dictate. If not, then I invite 
you to step outside.” 


Everyone is watching you now. Will you 
follow the man outside (turn to 115) or pull 
out your badge (turn to 102)? 


142
You take a few more steps towards Abel. 
“There’s been enough gun fighting today, 
don’t you think?” you ask.


“So you’d like to fight me by hand? That’s 
rather quaint, Marshall.” 


“I’d rather not fight at all,” you continue, 
still walking at a slow, measured pace. 
“You can still cooperate, you know. Come 
clean about where you’ve hid all the 
money you stole. You do that and I’ll do 
my best to see to it that you don’t hang.” 


Abel glances outside. The train is seconds 
away from coming to a full stop. His eyes 
flick back and forth between you and the 
hatch, and you can see that he’s struggling 
internally about whether to fight you or 
make a break for it. By this time, you’ve 
covered enough ground to find yourself 
standing only a couple of feet away – close 
enough to leap forward and be on him 
before he has time to draw his pistol. If you 
have the Spontaneity skill, turn to 130. If 
you want to take the initiative and engage 
him, turn to 114. If you’d rather wait for 
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139
Another bullet whizzes over your head 
as you duck back between the aisles. You 
glance back up over the seat and to your 
surprise spot Abel standing at the far end 
of the car. Before you can get a shot off, 
he points to your position and quickly 
shuts the exit door. From behind, you hear 
the footsteps of another Friday striding 
purposefully towards you, having been 
directed where to go by Abel. You glance 
up from the seat and catch a glimpse of 
William, who smiles down to you. He 
raises his gun and you hastily fire off a 
shot before ducking back down.


“Hell, Marshall, that was my new hat!” 
he calls out to you. You wait with bated 
breath for the sound of footsteps, or for 
return fire, but nothing happens. You 
raise your weapon up over the seat and 
fire again, listening for the thud of a body 
hitting the ground, but still there is only 
silence.


“Peek-a-boo!” yells William as he sticks his 
head around the side of the aisle. Before 
you can react, he dives onto the seat, 
brandishing a knife. You’ll have to fight 
him hand-to-hand:


WILLIAM skill 8 stamina 13


If you win, mark an ‘X’ on your Adventure 
Sheet and turn to 146 (but turn to 191 if you 
now have 5 ‘X’’s’).


140
“Well, well,” he smiles, motioning you 
forward with his weapon. “What we got 
here? A hero leapin’ onto a moving train. 
That’s a hard way to get out of paying for 
a ticket. And you being a man of the law 
besides!”


“Listen,” you begin, “there’s a group 
of wanted men, fugitives from the law, 
aboard this train–“ 


“Don’t I know it,” he interrupts. “That’s 
why I’m hanging around up here. But 
that’s not my concern, Marshall. And it 
isn’t yours either, right now. And here I 
thought you were trying to get on this 
here train to apprehend me! I’m no angel 
myself, you see. But I’m glad now that my 
shot didn’t kill you. Step up and empty 
your pockets, if you please.” 


If you have the Spontaneity skill, turn to 
160. Otherwise, you can comply (turn to 
149), try to rush him (turn to 131), or use 
the Fast Draw skill, if you have it (turn to 
200).


him to make a move, turn to 173.


143
Abel examines you gravely, silently, for 
several seconds. You have no illusions 
about coming out of this confrontation 
alive – not when you’re outnumbered six 
to one. The only decision you need to make 
is whether to open fire first or try to delay 
a little in order to possibly be able to take 
some cover and prolong the imminent gun 
battle – perhaps you can take out more 
than one of the gang before going down 
yourself...


“You shot three of my boys,” starts Abel, 
interrupting your thoughts. “We’ve 
had other marshalls hunt for us. Police, 
detectives and bounty hunters too. You 
name it. And not one of those men lived 
long enough to shoot one of us, let alone 
three. I should take an especial pleasure 
in filling you with lead–” Here it comes, 
you think. “If you weren’t so damned 
valuable,” he continues. “Killing you 
would be a waste.” 


What?


“What?” asks Jeremiah. The other men turn 
to Abel, puzzled. 


“That’s right,” grins Abel. “I do believe 
we’ve found our seventh member, boys! 
Think about it. Think how much stronger 
we’d be with the marshall here. The devil 
himself wouldn’t dare show his ugly mug 
around us!” He turns back to you, arm 
extended. “How about it, Marshall?” 


You’re stunned. He’s serious. If you decide 
to start a new life and join the clan, turn to 
182. If you refuse, turn to 103.


144
In the middle of your fight, the door to 
the car flies open and a man steps out, his 
pistol trained on you. From his uniform 
and badge, you immediately recognize him 
as a security officer. “About time you got 
here, Clive,” gasps the ticket agent. The 
officer motions for you to put your hands 
up. 


“You don’t understand,” you plead as he 
leads you to a holding cell. “The Fridays 
are on board! They’re probably planning to 
rob the train at this very moment!” 


“Is that so?” the officer laughs. “We’d 
better lock you up nice and cozy, then, 
so you aren’t in any danger.” Try as you 
might, you cannot convince him of his 
folly. Your words prove prescient – the 
train is robbed. The Fridays order the 
conductor to stop the train well before 
Phoenix, at which point they depart and 
disappear into the wilderness. Although 
you’re released soon after, you realize that 
your attempt to bring the Fridays to justice 
has resulted in failure. 
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145
“I’ll warrant they’ll be on the next train out 
of town,” you reply. “They can make their 
getaway and have an opportunity for a 
holdup at the same time.” 


Captain Hendricks nods before turning to 
an orderly. “What time does the next train 
depart from Cheyenne Station?” 


The man reaches into his shirt pocket 
and quickly unrolls a document, which 
he scans for a few seconds before stating 
that there’s a scheduled departure of the 
Southern Pacific to Phoenix at 11:00. 


“That’s in 10 minutes,” states Rodrigo.


No one else need say anything at that 
point. You collectively spur your horses to 
a gallop and tear along the avenue towards 
the train station. By the time you reach it, 
the train is just starting to pull out. Captain 
Hendricks fires his pistol into the air, trying 
to get the conductor’s attention. The man 
turns and frowns upon seeing the company 
in hot pursuit. 


“Stop!” yells Hendricks, motioning 
frantically. The conductor turns toward the 
controls and then pauses, his gaze fixed on 
something inside the cab. A second later, 
he raises his arms straight up in a gesture 
of surrender. You and Rodrigo turn to face 
each other as your horses gallop alongside 
the train, the same realization occurring to 
both of you at the same time. Turn to 128.


146
William literally dies with a smile on his 
lips. The effect is quite eerie and as you 
turn around, you immediately freeze – 
there stands Abel, with one of his boys. 
Both have their weapons trained on you. 


“This train continues,” intones Abel, “but 
for you, Marshall, this is the end of the line. 
I have no doubt the boys you killed today 
will have their revenge when you meet 
them in hell. Have a nice trip.” With that, 
they open fire. Death comes quickly. 


147
If Willie is indeed telling the truth, you’ve 
got to figure out how to extricate yourself 
from this situation. Thinking quickly, you 


realize that Abel will not dare to shoot you 
in the back for as long as you have your 
gun pointed at his brother. 


“Get your hands up and walk towards 
me,” you command Willie. He begins 
to comply before pausing suddenly as 
his eyes go wide. “Don’t do it, Abel!” he 
shouts. You involuntarily start to jerk 
around. A split second later, Willie reaches 
down to his side and the realization flashes 
across your mind that he’s bluffed you. 
Not having time to turn back towards him, 
you dive away from the table – your action 
prevents a direct hit from Willie’s gun, but 
the shot still strikes your shoulder. You 
must Assess for Damage to discover whether 
the bullet merely clips you, or strikes you 
more directly. Willie flips the table over to 
take cover from any return fire. If you are 
still alive, turn to 166.


148
You carefully prop the door to the car 
a few inches open and watch. After a 
few minutes, you notice Abel nod to the 
security officer, who promptly gets up and 
exits the car via the door on the opposite 
end from you. A minute later, William rises 
and strides to the centre of the car. 


“Attention, ladies and gentlemen!” 
he shouts, smiling amiably. The other 
passengers stop their conversations and 
curiously look over to him. “I do apologize 
for interrupting this lovely repast and 
inconveniencing y’all, but, well, this here’s 
a holdup. That’s right. So please be quick 
about emptying your pockets and purses 
of any cash, jewellery or other fine sundry 
items that might happen to be in your 
possession. My brothers here, Logan and 
Clement, will be walking down each row 
with a basket. Just go ahead and relieve 
yourselves of the aforementioned items 
by placing said items in the baskets.” 
He pauses for effect, before adding as an 
afterthought – “See, it’s just like church! 
We’re taking up a collection.” 


The passengers, after a stunned moment of 
silence, spring into action upon realizing 
the true identities of the men demanding 
their valuables.


Deciding that the time has come to act 
you raise your weapon and kick open the 
door. “On behalf of the people of Bent 
Reed, I order you Fridays to surrender 
immediately!” you yell.


Clement and Logan stare dumbly at you, 
baskets in hand. You had hoped that your 
sudden entrance would lead to a quick 
and clean arrest, but you’re mistaken. 
Zeke raises his weapon to take you out, 
but you turn quickly and blow him to 
kingdom come. (Mark an ‘X’ on your 
Adventure Sheet. If you live to mark a total 
of five ‘X’’s, turn immediately to 191). The 


remaining members are quick to react, 
drawing their own weapons and taking 
cover behind their bench. You dive behind 
a bench yourself as shots begin to fly 
overhead. The far door flies open and the 
security agent comes in, weapon drawn. 


“What the hell’s going on!” he yells at 
Abel.


This is all the evidence you need that 
he’s in league with the Fridays. As Abel 
shouts a warning, you place a shot cleanly 
through the agent’s chest and he slumps 
against the doorway before collapsing. By 
this time, pandemonium reigns. The other 
passengers, screaming, flee through the 
exit and it’s a miracle that none of them are 
struck by any bullets. 


“Take him out!” yells Abel to the 
remaining members of the clan before he 
exits the cab. 


You can move immediately to a more 
secure position (turn to 109), or wait for 
one of the Fridays to make a move and try 
to pick him off (turn to 186).


149
You quickly step forward and place all of 
your cash on the ground in front of the 
brigand. “There,” you state. “That’s all of 
it. Now if I can just be on my way...”


“Sure thing, Marshall,” he smiles, lowering 
his weapon. You turn to leave, but no 
sooner have you taken two steps than a 
great force strikes you from behind on 
the back of the head. You fall forward, 
senseless. 


“Sorry about that, Marshall,” the man’s 
voice seems to echo in your mind. “I can’t 
have you just walking around willy-
nilly, free to go and find a transportation 
officer. Where would that leave me? Come 
to think of it, though, I do believe the 
Fridays would reward me handsomely 
for informing them of your presence. 
Yes indeed!” At that point, you pass out 
completely. When you awaken, you find 
yourself at the Fridays’ mercy. As you 
expect, they have none.


Six-Gun Friday Mini Adventure
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150
It is difficult not to stare as the young 
man leads you through the club. The 
main hallway is richly appointed with 
elaborate paintings, plush oriental carpets 
and expensive-looking furniture. Your 
escort abruptly stops and opens the door 
to a small room with a sink and a marble-
topped commode. “If you need to relieve 
yourself, sir, I will wait.” 


“I’m... fine for now,” you reply.


The escort closes the door and proceeds 
ahead until reaching a grand double door, 
which he pulls open for you. “You will find 
refreshments on the table,” he states. “If 
you need anything else, there is another 
attendant in the room.” You thank him 
and he closes the door behind you as you 
walk inside. The drawing room’s opulence 
is consistent with what you’ve seen so far. 
A large billiards table is situated in the 
centre and comfortable chairs and divans 
are scattered throughout. You walk by the 
refreshment table and see that it contains 
platters of olives, oysters, Roquefort cheese 
and Swiss chocolates (these last two items 
are labelled with a card with flowing script 
placed in front of the platters). In addition, 
there are decanters containing brandy and 
uncorked bottles of fine vintage wines from 
Europe. 


“Havana cigar, sir?” offers an attendant. 
You politely decline but pause to pour 
yourself a glass of wine and fill a small 
plate with cheese and olives. There are 
roughly fifteen other men in the room, 
some dressed in fine suits, others in 
cattlemen’s garb. A handful of them are 
clustered around the billiards table, others 
stand conversing; the rest are seated 
around the room, reading newspapers or 
journals. The literature is kept on a stand 
near the back. Your curiosity compels you 
to examine it, where you find stacks of 
newspapers from New York, Boston and 


Chicago, as well as livestock industry 
journals. Will you sit down and read 
quietly (turn to 194), or stand by the 
billiards table (turn to 129)? 


151
You cautiously tail Abel, wary lest he lies 
in wait to ambush you as you draw near. 
You reach the section of the train that you 
saw him go through and quickly squeeze 
between the cars yourself. As you emerge 
onto the other side, a strange sound floats 
in the air towards you. You stop, your gun 
held at the ready. When you hear it again, 
there’s no mistaking the source – the sound 
is the neighing of a horse. The car to your 
immediate right, back towards the front of 
the train, contains a small stable. The hatch 
has been thrown open. You glance inside 
to find two stalls – one of them empty. 
The neighing reaches your ears again, this 
time from your left, towards the rear of 
the train. About a hundred feet away is 
a single, riderless horse, pacing back and 
forth nervously. If you have the Tracking 
skill, turn to 119. Otherwise, turn to 180.


152
With a start, you recognize this man as the 
scoundrel who held you up during your 
overnight stay in Cheyenne. He recognizes 
you at the same time and grins foolishly. 
“Hell, I didn’t know you was a marshall!” 
he exclaims, motioning towards your 
badge. His chest swells with pride. “You 
came all this way just to apprehend me?” 


“That’s right,” you reply slowly. “But 
seeing as you’ve got the upper hand here, 
how about if I admit that you’re the better 
man and we’ll call it even?” 


He considers your proposition for a 
moment. “You got yourself a deal! Wait 
till they hear this back home in Kentucky. 
Whooowee, and how! Just imagine, little 
old Jim Bob’s got marshalls jumping on 
trains to catch him! But he’s still too smart 


for ‘em!” He slaps his knee in amusement. 


“I’ve got bigger fish to fry,” you continue. 
“How would you like a little reward 
money once we get to Phoenix?” 


His eyes grow wide. “Reward?” 


“How much of this train have you seen?” 


“Well, enough to high-tail it as far away 
from first class as I can get, as fast as I can 
go,” he replies. 


“And why is that?” you ask, trying to 
contain your excitement. 


“Why? Does a sparrow stir up trouble in 
an eagle’s nest? I’m just a small-time crook 
and bless me if I didn’t recognize the entire 
brood of Fridays sitting easy as you please 
in the luxury car!” 


You tip your hat to him. “That’s wise, 
Jim Bob. You stay here and don’t get 
in anyone’s way. I want you to tell me, 
though, exactly where to find the first-class 
car.” 


“It’s your funeral, Marshall,” he chuckles 
before conveying the directions to you. You 
then take your leave. Turn to 111.


153
The best tip you’ve received so far is that 
the Fridays may be associated with the 
Wyoming Stock Growers Association. It 
doesn’t take long for you to locate their 
office. 


“You a member?” asks the clerk, squinting 
up at you through his glasses. 


“Not yet,” you smile. “I’m very interested 
in the possibility, however. I’ve just come 
into the possession of a ranch down in 
Abilene. One thousand head of the finest 
Texas beef you can imagine. I’m interested 
in driving them here. If the association 
presents me with fair terms, I’m ready to 
sign an agreement today.


“They’ll be anxious to hear from you, 
then,” replies the clerk, quickly scribbling 
down a letter of introduction. “A thousand 
head, you say? Terrific. Thank you for 
giving us a chance to earn your business, 
Mr...?” 


“Robinson,” you reply. “You can call me 
Jake.” 


“Well, then, Jake,” the clerk replies as he 
seals the letter and hands it to you, “The 
president and officers of the association 
spend much of their time right here in 
town at the Cheyenne club. Present this 
letter to the door attendant and you’ll be 
shown right in.” 


After getting directions to the Cheyenne 
club, you thank the clerk and take your 
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leave. Turn to 124.


154
The two of you draw your weapons at 
almost the exact same moment. If you have 
the Fast Draw skill, you fire into Jeremiah’s 
chest and his pistol drops from his lifeless 
hands. Mark an ‘X’ on your Adventure 
Sheet. If you don’t have the Fast Draw skill, 
you still get off your shot first, albeit a 
fraction of a second slower. Jeremiah drops 
(mark an ‘X’ on your Adventure Sheet) but 
his altered shot nonetheless strikes your 
shoulder and you must Assess for Damage. 


You catch a glimpse of another Friday 
running across the aisle and ducking 
behind the far bench. Will you move in for 
a closer shot (turn to 183), or try to distract 
him by first firing at the adjacent wall (turn 
to 195)? 


155
The Friday gang surveys the drawing 
room like they own everything inside it. 


“Howdy, Abel!” someone calls out. At 
the mention of his name, Abel nods and 
steps forward. He’s the oldest member of 
the clan, the first traces of grey beginning 
to show around his temples. “Hello, 
gentlemen,” he addresses the room 
genially. “I do hope that our appearance 
does not make any of you uncomfortable.” 
This draws a chorus of laughter. 


“Well, y’all got half the country looking for 
you,” someone shouts. Abel smiles thinly. 
“No doubt half the country is eager to take 
their place in line and do business with me 
and my boys, in the same fashion that you 
esteemed gentlemen have volunteered to.” 
There are a few nervous chuckles after this 
reply. 


You’re stunned. So this is part of the reason 
the Fridays have evaded capture for so 
long – they have the support of some of 
the most powerful men in the Wyoming 
territory! Now that you know they’re 
here, however, you’ll be able to lead the 
authorities to the Cheyenne club and 
precipitate their capture. One small detail, 
however...


You start to turn away, but it’s too late – 
you’ve fallen in the range of Abel’s eagle 
stare. “Gentlemen,” he announces, “I 
apologize for the inconvenience, but my 
boys and I request the private use of this 
lovely drawing room.”


When the other members of the clan follow 
their leader’s gaze and spot you, they smile 
like wolves. Without any requests for an 
explanation, the other men immediately 
file out of the drawing room, the attendant 
being the last man out. He closes the 
double-door behind him. 
Check your Adventure Sheet for the 
following codewords: Viper, Asp, Cobra, 
Anaconda, and Sidewinder.


If you have three of them, turn to 143.
If you have two of these codewords, turn 
to 103.
If you have Viper, turn to 174.
If you have Asp, turn to 118.
If you have Cobra, turn to 192.
If you have Anaconda, turn to 187.
If you have Sidewinder, turn to 123.
If you don’t have any, turn to 132.


156
You slow your horse down and watch as 
the train rushes past. On the outside of the 
last car is a small outdoor platform. A tall 
man in black steps out onto it and casually 
leans over the railing. You realize that he 
must be a ticket agent and you spur your 
horse fowards. But before you can get 
within earshot, the man walks back into 
the train car and closes the door behind 
him. By this time, you’ve pulled level with 
the platform. You’re going to have to time 
your jump just right. Swinging your legs 
over the side of your mount, you plant 
one foot in the saddle and another in the 
stirrup. You pause, fix your eyes on where 
you want to land, lean forward and launch 
yourself into space... If you have fewer 
than seven stamina points remaining, turn 
to 171.
If your current stamina is seven or higher, 
turn to 107.


157
You stretch out comfortably on your bed, 
a relative luxury after your long ride. 
Since your room is on the third floor, you 
had assumed that the setting would be 
peaceful. Instead, you are kept awake well 
into the night by a seemingly constant 
tramping of feet out in the hallway, as 
other guests walk to and from their rooms, 
many of them in a state of drunken revelry. 
At last, the sounds die down and you’re 
just about to fall asleep when a rude 
pounding on the door of your room jolts 
you awake. 


“You in there, Elmer?” shouts a drunken 
voice. “You done locked me out of my own 
room! Let me in, will ya?” He continues to 
pound on the door. Clearly, the fellow is so 
inebriated that he doesn’t even recognize 
his own room. Will you get up and set 
him straight (turn to 134), or decide not to 
bother, since he’ll surely figure it out soon 
enough (turn to 198)?


158
You point towards the row where the 
Fridays are seated. “Right over there–” you 
start to say before abruptly stopping.


From the corner of your eye, you see the 
agent beginning to draw on you. Your 
reaction occurs simultaneous to your 
observation. Before the agent finishes, your 
own weapon flies up from its holster and 
discharges, catching him squarely in the 
chest. The agent’s pistol goes off as he falls, 
the bullet striking the floor a few inches 
from your feet. You’ll never get a chance to 
question this man, you regretfully realize, 
but at the moment it doesn’t matter either 
way, as the shots have caused mass panic 
in the train car. Screams of fear reverberate 
all around as the passengers run through 
the far exit, pushing and in some cases 
trampling each other.


From within the din, Abel’s voice rings out 
clear as a bell, “It’s that Goddamn marshall 
again! Take him out!”


You spot him running through the exit, 
leaving the rest of the clan to dispose of 
you. You don’t dare shoot at him for fear 
of hitting one of the other passengers. You 
run behind a bench to take cover and as 
you do, you spot Zeke looking around 
wildly, his rifle held aloft. It’s a fatal 
mistake – you fell him with one clean shot. 
(Mark an ‘X’ on your Adventure Sheet. If 
you reach the point where you have five 
‘X’’s marked down, turn immediately to 
191). For now, will you move immediately 
to a more secure position (turn to 109), or 
wait for one of the Fridays to make a move 
and try to pick him off (turn to 186).


159
Zeke drops silently as your shot strikes 
his chest. However, this is a fight you 
cannot hope to win. Abel grimaces as 
your next shot strikes his arm, but in the 
next moment you collapse under a hail of 
gunfire. Your body is never found. 


160
“Tell you what,” you begin as you take out 
all the cash from your wallet. “This here is 
peanuts compared to the amount of cash 
the Fridays are carrying. You say you know 
about their whereabouts on this train?” 


“Oh sure,” he responds easily, “They’re 
in the first-class cabin. Not that I’m dumb 
enough to try and hold them up, though. 
That’d be rich!” 


“Well, here you go then,” you respond as 
you hold out your money. 


“Just place it down there on that shelf,” he 
commands. 


“Sure thing.” 


Six-Gun Friday Mini Adventure
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You take a step forward and pretend to trip 
on the wooden step in front of you, while 
tossing your money in the air. The thief’s 
immediate, gut reaction is to reach out his 
hand to try and catch the fluttering bills. 


“Damn, I’m clumsy!” you exclaim. “Don’t 
forget that twenty by your foot.” The man 
glances to where you’re pointing and in 
the next second you swing your closed fist 
upwards, landing a roundhouse punch 
square in his jaw. The man falls backward, 
hitting his head against the wall and falling 
heavily to the floor. You’ve knocked him 
out cold. 


You quickly gather up your money. As 
an afterthought, you grab the brigand’s 
rifle and throw it from the train out to the 
countryside rushing by you. Satisfied that 
you’ve rendered the man harmless, you 
exit the car. Turn to 111. 


161
Abel sees the look in your eyes and 
instantly reacts, pulling his weapon and 
firing even as he shoves the conductor out 
of the way and dives behind the train’s 
controls. For your part, you shrink back to 
the darkness of the doorway. Neither one 
of you has very good cover; this may very 
well be a short fight:


ABEL FRIDAY skill 10 stamina 16


Fight this battle using the normal rules 
of gunfights. If you have the Fast Draw 
skill, you get the opening shot; otherwise 
Abel does. If you have the Detection skill, 
you may subtract 2 from your rolls each 
time you Test your Aim. Continue to take 
alternating shots until one of you is dead. If 
you win, turn to 125.


162
“Eight,” counts Abel. “Nine... TEN!”


You spin around to find Clement already in 


a stationary position, his weapon trained 
on you, smiling grimly. The thought 
flashes through your mind that he must 
have stopped and turned at the count of 
nine. So much for an honourable battle. 


You throw yourself to the side as he opens 
fire. A sharp pain lances across your 
side – you’ve been hit and must Assess for 
Damage. Assuming you’re still alive, you 
fire your own weapon as you dive, and for 
the second time Clement is shot by your 
hand.


He crumples to his knees as Abel’s voice 
rings out above the gunfire, “Take him 
out!” Turn to 104.


163
You hit and kick the door, as well as 
striking it with your weapon, all the while 
yelling and raising a general ruckus. You 
didn’t risk your life jumping onto this 
train only to have a long and leisurely ride 
down to Phoenix while sitting outside. 
Your efforts are soon rewarded – the door 
flies open and the ticket agent strides 
out in wide-eyed amazement. “Where 
in tarnation did you come from?” he 
demands. 


You flash your badge. “Surely there’s a 
security detail assigned to this train?” you 
ask, ignoring his question. “I need you to 
put me in touch with them immediately. 


He squints down at you. “Eh, you got a 
ticket there, Marshall?” he sniffs. 


Unbelievable, you think. “Now listen,” 
you begin again, “There are some very 
dangerous fugitives on this train. You must 
not delay me!” 


The agent crosses his arms. “For all I know, 
you’re a fugitive. At any rate, Marshall, 
you’re not in...” (he studies your badge 
for a moment) “Bent Reed anymore,” he 


continues. “Now, are you going to produce 
a ticket?” 


Will you continue to try and reason with 
him (turn to 178), or decide that you’ll need 
to get physical (turn to 135)? 


164
Not wanting to lose the precious time 
needed to collect your horse (to say 
nothing of the risk of sticking around), you 
sprint down the street. Fortunately, the 
constable’s office is only about a half-mile 
away. With any luck, the authorities will 
have taken your wire seriously and you’ll 
find a group of lawmen waiting for you. 
As you round the corner, still running as 
fast as you can, a sight that causes you to 
pull up short greets you. A small crowd of 
mounted officers has stationed themselves 
in front of the building. Although they 
remain impassive, another man comes 
through the group from the rear, leading an 
extra horse by the bridle. The two of you 
break out into smiles of relief when your 
eyes lock. 


“Rodrigo!” is all you can manage to cry 
out, since you’re quite breathless from your 
run.


Rodrigo points you out to the mounted 
company and the group spurs their horses 
towards you as one. “I’m sorry I disobeyed 
your order,” he grins as they pull up. 
“Thought I would join you. Need to keep 
you safe for my dance lessons.” 


You can’t help but laugh. “You’re a sight 
for sore eyes, old friend.”


Before you can continue, one of the riders, 
an older man whose sunburned features 
and facial scars belie years of battle-
hardened toughness, directs his horse 
forward and addresses you, “Marshall 
Slade. I’m Captain Hendricks of the 18th 
Cavalry Regiment, United States Army. 
My company has been dispatched to meet 
you here, with orders to find and arrest the 
Friday Clan based on intelligence which 
you will provide.” 


“They’re in the Cheyenne Club,” you 
promptly respond. “They’ve been hidden 
and protected for a fair length of time. I’ll 
explain more later. Right now, we’ve got to 
move before they run off again.” 


Hendricks nods and orders his men to ride. 
You mount the extra horse that Rodrigo 
has brought for you. Turn to 179.


165
In one swift motion, you twist Jeremiah’s 
arm upwards so that his pistol is pointed 
at his companion, releasing the pressure 
on his wrist as you do so. A split second 
later, the pistol fires and his friend falls 
dead. Jeremiah is so shocked at this 
turn of events that he momentarily 
stops struggling. Taking advantage of 
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his hesitation, you twist his arm back 
down to his chest and squeeze his finger, 
discharging the gun he still holds. Mark 
two ‘X’’s on your Adventure Sheet. 


You catch a glimpse of another Friday 
running across the aisle and ducking 
behind the far bench. Will you move in for 
a closer shot (turn to 183), or try to distract 
him by first firing at the adjacent wall (turn 
to 195)?


166
The crowd scatters and all hell breaks 
loose. Unless you find your own cover 
and quickly, you aren’t going to last long. 
Bending forward at the waist, you scamper 
head-down towards the nearest table as 
more shots pass over your head. Within 
seconds, you’ve arrived at another faro 
table.


“I’m still collecting my money!” the 
dealer has the nerve to object as he 
frantically leans forward to collect the cash 
abandoned by the former players. Shoving 
him aside, you flip the table over and peek 
out from around the side, just in time to 
see Willie run out from behind his table. 
He takes a shot in your direction and you 
duck away before returning fire. Your shot 
misses and you’re about to take another, 
but must release the trigger as your quarry 
stops again, this time among the group of 
terrified can-can dancers. 


“Don’t none of you ladies move!” he 
shouts before running towards the exit.


His strategy is sound, you grimly realize. 
By keeping bystanders between the two 
of you, in your line of fire, the outlaw 
has given himself the perfect cover. You 
quickly move to another area to get a 
different angle, but by the time you do, the 
outlaw has exited the building. You follow 
cautiously, but as soon as you step outside 
you see that night has fallen. There’s no 
sign of Willie – he could have fled, or 
he could be lying in wait from a nearby 
building, ready to pick you off. No, you 
decide, chasing a dangerous outlaw in the 
dark in an unfamiliar town will more than 
likely get you killed. Your only option is to 
find a hotel for the night and hope that the 
outlaws feel comfortable enough in a town 
this size to wait at least another day before 
moving on. Turn to 22. 


167
You hunker down, weapon at the ready, 
determined not be fooled by another 
diversionary tactic. Once again, the train 
falls silent and you cautiously peek out 
over the aisle. There is no movement. You 
glance behind in uncertainty, but don’t 
find anything. It’s only by a great stroke 
of luck that you happen to glance down 
and spot one of the Fridays crawling along 
the ground towards you like a snake in 
the grass. It’s a brave but risky gambit and 
it costs the outlaw his life. You raise your 
weapon and dispatch him to the next life. 
Mark an ‘X’ on your Adventure Sheet. That 
was too close, you think. You need to find 
somewhere less exposed. Turn to 109. 


168
The man forces you at gunpoint to walk 
back into your room and hand over all of 
your cash. “You don’t travel with much, do 
you?” he has the nerve to complain.


You glare at him by way of a response 
and he shrugs before tying you to a chair. 
“Good night!” he calls cheerfully as he lets 
himself out.


By the time you work your way free of 
your bonds, a good hour has passed. The 
brigand will no doubt be long gone by 
now – a pursuit would be fruitless and you 
need your rest. Gain the codeword Robbed.  
Muttering angrily, you get back in bed and 
eventually fall asleep. Turn to 120. 


169
You pass through four more cars, pausing 
each time you enter to make sure that 
Abel is not waiting to ambush you upon 
entry. Each car is exceedingly crowded, the 
passengers attempting to get as far away 
as possible from the sounds of gunfire. 
The final stop is the engineer’s cab. You 
peek inside and immediately spot Abel, 
his weapon drawn, standing next to the 
conductor, who works to apply the brakes. 
A small hatch has been swung open, letting 
in the bright daylight, and looking through 
this you can clearly make out the open and 
desolate prairie. 


“No need to stand in the dark, Marshall,” 
Abel calls out. “I know you’re there.” 


You take a couple of steps inside. “It’s over, 
Abel,” you reply. “Your boys are finished. 
There’s nothing outside for miles. Where 
will you go? How can you hope to survive 
without a horse?” 


The conductor looks back at you. “There’s 
a horse in the rear–” 


Abel jabs his gun in the man’s ribs to 
silence him. “You’ve done well, Marshall. 
Putting me out of commission and all. 
It’ll take a long time, maybe years, to find 
another group as dedicated as the boys you 


took out today.” 


“You’re not going to have that 
opportunity,” you counter. “Don’t make 
me kill you, Abel.” You take a few more 
steps inside the car. The train continues to 
slow. Soon, it will come to a full stop. 


Abel’s hand casually brushes the gun at 
his belt. “Marshall, you’ll no doubt collect 
a nice reward for putting five members of 
the clan out of commission. Why don’t we 
just go our separate ways? I should kill 
you right here, right now, but I understand 
that you’ve got a job to do. So no hard 
feelings.” 


You sigh inwardly. Abel has no intention 
of making this any easier for you. Do you 
want to engage him in a gunfight (turn to 
161), or try to physically apprehend him 
(turn to 142)? 


170
You and Willie draw at the exact same 
moment. If you have the Fast Draw skill, 
you blow the pistol right off his hand, 
altering his shot so that it misses you. If 
you don’t, your shot still strikes his gun, 
but it happens a split second after his shot 
strikes your side and you must Assess for 
Damage. In that moment, instead of taking 
out Willie, which you realize would be 
suicide, you get a shot off towards the rest 
of the gang, causing them to scatter. In that 
moment of confusion, you run. Turn to 104. 


171
Alas, your injuries have taken a great toll 
on your strength and coordination. You fall 
short of the platform, your outstretched 
arms grasping the floor where you meant 
to land. For a few terrifying seconds, you 
hang on as the train continues to chug 
ahead; finally, your strength gives out 
and you release your grip. As you hit the 
ground, the forward momentum causes 
you to roll ahead for a few seconds. 
Senseless from the impact and powerless 
to control your motion, you can do nothing 
to change your direction and the next thing 
you experience is an intense, crushing pain 
as the rear car runs over your arm. You’re 
left on the side of the track, a quivering 
mess, and it’s only Rodrigo’s quick action 
that saves you from going into shock. 
Your decision to try to leap onto the train, 
although brave, has cost you the use of 
your arm. To add insult to injury, you’ve 
lost any chance to apprehend the Fridays, 
a fact which will haunt you to the end of 
your days. 
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172
You make your way over to a small table 
back against the wall, the only one with 
an open seat. The restaurant is crowded 
with single travellers and entire families. 
For most, this will be the final stop in 
civilization before setting out into the 
windswept plains to their final destinations 
of Montana, Colorado or points west. By 
the time your steak arrives, the area has 
slowly begun to clear. You’ve built up quite 
an appetite and make short work of your 
meal. 


“There you are!” You look up to see a tall 
man in a dirty coat looking down at a 
young woman and small child sitting at the 
next table. The woman looks up fearfully 
while drawing her child near. The man 
props his palms on the table and speaks 
again – “And do you think you’re going to 
just sneak out of town without letting me 
know? Fat chance. And where’s that good-
for-nothing Mick husband of yours?” 


“Seamus has worked very hard for you, 
Mr. Cummings,” she responds. “He’ll 
finish his contract, you can be sure of that. 
He’s sending us ahead to San Francisco, 
but he himself won’t leave until you 
release him.” 


This seems to appease him somewhat. 
“Well, you make sure he’s in agreement,” 
he grumbles. Then he seems to have 
another thought. “So he’s not here, then?” 
The woman shrinks back from his leering 
gaze. “Perhaps we can work out a little 
arrangement, you and me?” 


You’ve seen and heard enough. Turn to 
141.


173
Abel’s eyes flick again to the hatch. This 
time, instead of looking back at you, he 
suddenly bolts toward the daylight. You 
leap forward and miss him by a hair, your 
hand briefly making contact with his 
arm. In the next second, Abel has leaped 
clear from the hatch. Without hesitation, 
you jump out after him. In the second 
that elapses before you hit the ground, 
you know you’ve made a mistake – your 
enemy will have enough of a head start to 
sit up and draw his pistol on you, if he’s 
savvy enough to seize the opportunity. 


And he is. Abel has time to take a pair of 
shots at you as you roll away and draw 
your own weapon. Fortunately, your quick 
recovery spares you most of the damage 
you might have taken – the first shot 
misses you completely, while the second 
nicks your shin (lose 3 stamina points). 
You return fire and this time it is Abel 
who evades, although not before one of 
your shots clips him in the arm. A single 
expletive escapes his lips before he lowers 
his back and scampers down the track, 


ducking out of sight between two of the 
train cars. Turn to 151.


174
Abel turns to Clement. “So this is the punk 
that shot you out in Bent Reed?” 


“That’s right,” he hisses, massaging his 
bandaged wrist. 


“He don’t look like much!” laughs one of 
his companions. 


“Shut up!” replies Clement, rounding on 
the group. “I told y’all it was a lucky shot. 
Now I’m going to take him out myself. 
Y’all stand back.” 


“Clem, there’s no need for this,” replies 
Abel. “You don’t lose any honour in our 
eyes if we all open fire and take him out–”


“No!” interrupts Clement. “I’ve been 
waiting for this two-bit lawman to show 
up. Now that he has, I’m gonna put him 
away myself.” He turns back to you. “All 
right, Marshall. We’re gonna duel, right in 
this here room. We stand back-to-back, take 
ten paces, turn and fire. You down?” 


You can hardly believe what you’re 
hearing. The Fridays could end your life at 
the drop of a hat if they so choose; instead, 
you’re being challenged to a one-on-
one duel. Perhaps you’ll live after all. “I 
accept,” you reply. 


The two of you stand back-to-back in the 
centre of the room. The other members of 
the clan position themselves against the 
walls, away from the line of fire. At Abel’s 
signal, both of you begin taking measured 
strides away from each other, as Abel 
counts, “One... two... three...” 


At the fifth step, you suddenly realize that 
you’re walking straight towards the exit. 
The thought occurs to you that you could 
simply bolt to the door and escape before 
the Fridays have a chance to react. 
If you try this, turn to 199. If you go 
through with the duel, turn to 162.


175
After several minutes, the door swings 
open and a short man of rather rotund 
proportions stumbles rather than walks 
out. “Oh! ‘Scuse me,” he hiccups. In his 
hand is a half-empty bottle of bourbon. 


“No problem. I’m just heading in 
myself. Be careful out here, though,” you 
admonish. As you’re crossing the threshold 
into the train, the man makes an offhand 
remark that causes you to freeze on the 
spot. 


“You with them gang of law breakers 
sitting in first class?” 


You slowly wheel around. “Who would 
you be referring to, mister?” 


He pauses to take a swig from his bottle. 
“Oh, I recognized ‘em all right. Surprised 
no one else did. Like I said, they’re in first 
class, calm as you please. I imagine they’ll 
hold up the train any minute now. Too bad 
for them I lost everything I had back in 
Carson City! My cousin in Cheyenne took 
me in for a while, but she’s lost patience 
with me. So now I’m on the way to see 
more family in Phoenix. Yup, I don’t have a 
penny to my name right now!” he laughs. 


You reach into your pocket and hand him a 
nickel. “Thank you kindly.” 


“For what?” he asks, surprised. 


“Stay out of first class,” you reply as you 
enter the train. Turn to 111. 


176
You impress on your captors the fact that 
the penalty for killing an officer of the 
law, especially in this manner, is death. 
When that does not sway them, you offer 
to leave Cheyenne and never come back 
if they let you go. They listen patiently, 
seeming to enjoy your attempts to threaten 
and bargain your way out of the situation, 
but it quickly becomes apparent that 
they have no intention of releasing you. 
In desperation, you begin to offer them a 
bribe, but they are no longer interested in 
delaying the inevitable. One of the men 
slaps your mount hard and the horse 
gallops off into the distance. Mercifully, 
you don’t suffer for very long. 


177
You pull your horse alongside the 
engineer’s cab and look inside. There’s no 
immediate sign of the conductor. Beyond 
the control room is an open doorway, the 
space beyond shrouded in darkness. You 
suddenly spot a movement – the outline of 
a man emerging through the door. Before 
you have time to make out his features, he 
raises a pistol to fire on you. If you have 
the Fast Draw skill, you’re able to draw 
first and get a shot off; the figure backs 
off and disappears through the doorway. 
Otherwise, you are hit and must Assess 
for Damage. If you’re still alive the figure 
shrinks back as Rodrigo, riding beside you, 
opens fire. (Note that you cannot use the 
First Aid skill while riding on a horse). 
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“Are you sure of this, amigo?” Rodrigo 
yells at you. If you still want to attempt a 
jump at this location, turn to 117. If you 
decide to look for somewhere at the rear of 
the train, turn to 156.


178
You take a deep breath, letting it out 
slowly. The agent watches you carefully. 


“Sir, I apologize,” you state. “Please know 
that I am a marshall and I am from Bent 
Reed, as my badge states. I don’t have a 
ticket. I jumped onto this train in pursuit 
of a gang of outlaws who robbed the town 
bank. These men are extremely dangerous. 
You may have heard of them – they’re 
known as the Friday Clan. 


The agent steps back, the colour draining 
from his face. “The Fridays? On this train? 
That can’t be...” his voice trails off. 


“I’m afraid it’s true,” you reply. “Have you 
seen a group of men that matches their 
description?” 


He pauses for a few seconds before a 
glint of recognition appears in his eyes. 
“Oh my god,” he whispers. “It’s true. 
There’s a group of men... in the first-class 
compartment...” 


You place a hand on his shoulder.  “Can 
you tell me where the train’s security 
officer might be?” 


He swallows hard. “Also in first class,” he 
states. You nod and pat his arm. “Thank 
you. If you have a weapon, you’d best 
retrieve it. Just in case.” He nods blankly 
and steps aside. Turn to 111. 


179
You ride at breakneck speed to the 
Cheyenne Club. When you arrive, you 
learn from several witnesses that six men 
rode away a short time ago; at least one 
appeared wounded.


“That was them,” you state, gritting your 
teeth. 


“It could be a ruse,” replies a junior officer. 


Captain Hendricks pauses for a few 
seconds and nods. “It could be. Lieutenant, 
take half of the company inside the 
Cheyenne Club. I want every corner 
searched. In addition, you are to interview 
every person inside. No one leaves until I 
give clearance.” The lieutenant salutes him 
before selecting half of the men to follow 
him inside. 


Hendricks turns back to you. “I’ll warrant 
he’ll get some valuable information, but 
won’t snag any big fish. I’m of the same 
mind that you are, Marshall – our gang has 
fled. Any idea where they’d go?” 


Any idea indeed? If you have either the 


Tracking or Detection skill, turn to 197. 
Otherwise, where do you believe that the 
Fridays are most likely headed right now?


To the train station? Turn to 145.
To the central bank? Turn to 108.
Past the shops, towards 
the thoroughfare leading 
out of town?  Turn to 112.


180
You immediately make your way towards 
the horse. You know that the discovery of 
this animal changes the game completely 
for Abel – he’ll be able to ride safely to the 
next town and find shelter, something he 
could never hope to do on foot. You’ll need 
to stop him before he can ride away. When 
you get to within a few feet, you duck 
down and wait. As soon as your quarry 
reappears, you’ll have him at your mercy. 


Except he doesn’t. The horse continues to 
prance around, but there’s no sign of Abel. 
A few seconds later, you’re in for a shock 
– the train slowly begins to move again! 
The realization strikes you like lightning 
– Abel released the horse from the stable 
car simply to mislead you. He must have 
made his way back onboard. You tear 
back toward the front of the train after 
first running underneath the car to emerge 
onto the other side of the track. As you run 
towards the engineer’s car, you spot Abel 
as he leans outside and points his gun in 
your direction. 


You run laterally and his shot barely misses 
you. He takes another shot and you must 
again duck away. Meanwhile, you’re losing 
precious seconds – the train is quickly 
picking up speed. You draw your weapon 
and take a shot at Abel; he quickly ducks 
back inside. With a sinking heart, you 
realize that your endeavor is futile. Even 
if you manage to reach his car, you’d still 
have to leap on board and doing so would 
give him a clean shot at you. 


Abel leans out and takes another shot 
in your direction without bothering to 
properly aim. He knows that all he needs 
to do is slow you down. Resigned to your 
defeat, you stop running and watch as the 
train pulls away. The gang leader leans 
out one more time and tips his hat to you 
before disappearing. 


Although you successfully put the 
Fridays out of commission, you failed 
to capture their leader or recover the 
money stolen from your town’s bank. 
You also have a more pressing concern 
– getting back to civilization. The train 
is quickly disappearing on the horizon 
and even the horse has gone, no doubt 
spooked by the noise of the train. You 
turn and begin walking back towards 
Cheyenne. Hopefully, you’ll make it back 
before collapsing from exhaustion and 
dehydration...


181
The ticket agent steps back after your latest 
blow, raising his hands to show that he’s 
had enough. “All right then,” he coughs, 
motioning you by. “A lot of good it’ll do 
you. You’ll be arrested as soon as we reach 
Phoenix.” You start to walk ahead, but 
suddenly stop and face the agent again, 
who eyes you sullenly. Perhaps now he’s 
more likely to believe you, since you no 
longer need his permission to step aboard? 
Turn to 178.


182
You’ve been bent on enforcing the law 
for so long that you’d never considered 
a change. But you realize now that the 
Fridays are no hardscrabble criminals 
eking out an existence with small-time 
robberies. No, they are well connected 
and lead exciting lives. Why shouldn’t 
you partake as well? It’s not that unusual 
for former lawmen to turn criminal, you 
reason, and you’ve never stayed in one 
place for that long anyhow.


The other members of the clan take Abel’s 
lead and welcome you with open arms. 
Even Jeremiah, Logan and Willie are 
willing to let bygones be bygones. Now 
that you’re on their side, none of them hold 
grudges for the fact that you almost killed 
them. You go on to have a successful career 
robbing banks, trains and stagecoaches, 
spending your new riches all over the 
country and reveling in the luxury of the 
Cheyenne club when you’re back in the 
Wyoming territory. However, there is 
always the possibility that each day will be 
your last; that eventually, a brave marshall 
will track you down and not be led astray 
by offers of easy riches...


183
You put your head down and scamper 
towards the outlaw’s position. Rather than 
take a difficult shot, the outlaw – Clement, 
you now see – breaks cover by standing 
up and training his weapon on you. You 
skid to a halt and raise your own weapon, 
flinching in anticipation of being hit as 
the muzzle flash of your enemy’s weapon 
momentarily illuminates the car. You must 
Test the Aim of your opponent (skill 8) and 
if he hits you, Assess for Damage (on this 
rare occasion, the Fast Draw skill will not 
help you since you were taken completely 
by surprise).


If you are still alive, you return fire and 
strike Clement easily, his dangerous gambit 
having left him exposed. Your bullet hits 
him squarely in the chest and he’s dead 
before he hits the ground. Mark an ‘X’ on 
your Adventure Sheet. Turn to 139. 


184
Even if you survived the leap onto the 
train, you reason, could you really hope 
to apprehend six desperate gunmen? 
Regretfully, you slow your horse to a canter 
and take your place among the company, 
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silently watching as the train pulls away 
into the windswept plains. 


Three days later, you anxiously await a 
return message from Phoenix. When it 
finally comes, your fears are confirmed:


Fridays not on board at time of arrival. 
Passengers robbed.


According to several passengers, the 
Fridays had the train stopped somewhere 
in Colorado, at which point they departed. 
Rodrigo pats your shoulder and offers 
a few words of encouragement, but you 
are inconsolable. Bent Reed will be hard 
pressed to recover without the funds stolen 
from its bank. You take a deep breath and 
begin the journey back. 


185
Your head is throbbing and the wind is 
blowing right through you. Voices reach 
you. Someone laughs. With a start, you 
open your eyes and look around wildly. 
You’re in a field or orchard, or what was 
once an orchard, as only a few scraggly 
trees are still around. Your horse is tied 
to one of them, roughly fifty feet away. 
In the distance you can clearly see the 
buildings that mark the outermost limits of 
Cheyenne. You’re seated on the saddle of 
another horse, your wrists bound behind 
you. You crane your neck to look around 
and that’s when you realize that someone 
has tied a noose around your neck. 
Looking up, you see that the rope is tied 
securely to the largest branch of an oak 
tree. Standing a few feet away are the men 
you saw earlier in the blacksmith’s shop.


“Well good morning, sunshine!” one of 
them jeers. He walks over to stand at 
your side. “I apologize for putting you on 
an unfamiliar horse without the proper 


introduction. This here’s Nelly,” he states, 
patting the horse’s flank. “We call her 
Nervous Nelly!” This statement makes 
the other men laugh uproariously. “You 
see,” he continues, “Nelly here is liable to 
bolt at the slightest provocation. So don’t 
get offended if she leaves you hanging.” 
The other men are laughing so hard at this 
point that they can barely stand. 


“Why are you doing this?” you demand. 


“Why? This is what happens when small-
time marshalls come to where they don’t 
belong and stick their noses into other 
men’s business.” The other men stop 
laughing and step forward to join their 
comrade. 


“Are you referring to my little altercation 
last night?” you ask. 


“It may be little to you, Marshall,” 
replies one of the other men, “but Mr. 
Montgomery is not a man to trifle with. I 
don’t know what you did, exactly, but it 
will cost you dearly.” He pats the horse 
again, a little harder, and the animal takes 
a step forward, which makes the noose a 
little tighter. 


“I’m sorry it’s so windy today, Marshall,” 
says the first man. “It’s bad enough to hang 
on a nice day, but I fear that you’re going to 
get quite dizzy before all is said and done.” 


If you have the Spontaneity skill, turn to 
113. Otherwise, turn to 176.


186
You remain in your current position, 
your arms cradled around your weapon, 
consciously trying to slow your pounding 
heart and filter out the feel of the blood 
pounding in your ears. The gunfire stops 
and for a moment things are eerily silent, 
save for the muffled sound of the train 
coursing along the track. Suddenly, one of 
the Fridays dodges across the aisle near 
the front of the car. You raise your weapon 
and fire. Test your Aim. If you succeed, your 
shot catches him squarely in the side and 
he drops – mark an ‘X’ on your Adventure 
Sheet. Otherwise, your shot misses and he 
takes cover.


You suddenly realize that what just 
happened was merely a diversion – two 
other clan members have taken the 
opportunity to surround you and now 
each of them is going to get a shot at you. 
You must Test the Aim of each of your 
opponents (the first one has skill 8, the 
second skill 7). If you have the Detection 
skill, add 2 to the result of each roll. You 
must Assess for Damage if you are hit (don’t 
forget to do it twice if necessary). If you 
are still alive, you get a return shot at each 
of your attackers. Test your Aim twice and 
mark an ‘X’ each time you are successful. 


If you have the Fast Draw skill, you may 
reverse the order in the above sequence 
(i.e., you get the first shot at each of your 
attackers. If you miss both, they each 
return fire; if you hit one, then mark an 
‘X’ and only Test the Aim of the second 
attacker; if you hit both, then mark two 
‘X’’s and neither one returns fire.)  


Now, will you move to a better defensive 
position (turn to 109), or remain here (turn 
to 167)? 


187
Abel turns to Zeke. “So this is the one who 
shot you yesterday?” 


“It is,” rasps Zeke, looking a little more 
haggard than when you last saw him. “I’m 
going to be limping for quite some time, 
because of you,” he addresses you in an 
accusing tone. 


“I am sorry,” you respond. “I would 
have liked to have taken you all without 
violence.” 


All of your adversaries except for Zeke 
immediately burst out in laughter. 


“Well shoot, Marshall,” one of them 
exclaims, slapping his knee, “You’re a 
downright comedian. You’d do well in one 
of them travelling variety shows, if you 
were still alive after today to join one, that 
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is.” 


Zeke pauses to cough into a handkerchief 
for a few seconds before turning to you 
once again. “I should kill you right now,” 
he states. “And I will – but slowly.” He 
turns to his mates. “Bring him over.” They 
glance at Abel, who nods.


In the split second that their attention is off 
of you, will you: 


Open fire?  Turn to 159.
Run to take cover? Turn to 104.


188
You take a deep breath, raise your weapon, 
and make a dramatic entrance to the car by 
kicking open the door. 


“Nobody move!” you yell. “Fridays, get 
your hands up where I can see them! 
Right now!” There are cries of shock from 
the other passengers as you quickly walk 
along the length of the car towards the row 
where the Fridays are seated. They raise 
their hands slowly, recognition and shock 
visible on their faces. With your eyes fixed 
on them, you address the security agent. 


“I’m Marshall Mathew Slade from the 
town of Bent Reed. These gentlemen are 
wanted for robbing a bank in the area of 
my jurisdiction, as well as various assorted 
robberies, larceny, holdups and murders.” 


“Very good, Marshall,” comes the voice 
behind you. Then there’s a pause...


If you have the Detection skill, turn to 116. 
Otherwise, turn to 193.


189
Alas, your injuries have taken a great toll 
on your strength and coordination. You 
fall short of the cab, your outstretched 
arms grasping the floor where you meant 
to land. For a few terrifying seconds, you 
hang on as the train continues to chug 
ahead; finally, your strength gives out and 
you release your grip. You hit the ground 
hard, your momentum causing you to roll 
forward for several seconds. The impact 
would have knocked you senseless, except 
that you twisted your ankle quite badly 
during the fall; the pain is terrible. 


Rodrigo is quickly upon you to give aid. 
You don’t know what’s more painful – 
your physical injury, or the fact the Fridays 
have eluded you. You eventually decide 
that it’s a tie. 


“You’re very lucky you didn’t break your 
leg,” mutters Rodrigo as he helps you up. 
You don’t feel lucky, though – you’ll be 
limping for quite some time and every 
painful step will be a vivid reminder that 
you failed to apprehend the thieves who 
bankrupted Bent Reed, the town under 
your protection. 


190
You spend the day frequenting saloons, 
shops, gambling halls and hotels, 
interviewing all classes of people, looking 
for any possible leads on the Fridays’ 
whereabouts. You also visit the local 
sheriff’s office. The sheriff, an older officer 
who has been stationed in Cheyenne from 
the time the city was a simple trading post, 
is sympathetic to your cause, promising to 
quickly put out an alert to his staff in the 
field to be on the lookout for the Fridays. 
However, neither he nor anyone else 
you speak with has any insight into their 
whereabouts. You check into another hotel 
and spend the next few days following up 
on every vague rumour that you dig up. 
After a week, however, your money has 
run out and you are no closer to finding the 
gang. Your final interview is with a butcher 
and as you begin to question him, he 
interrupts by holding up a newspaper. 


“You haven’t heard, then?” he asks. You 
glance over to the paper and read the 
following headline:


Southern Pacific held up in Nebraska – Friday 
gang makes off with large cache of loot


This is proof of what you’d already feared. 
The Fridays have long since left Cheyenne 
and your personal crusade to bring them to 
justice has failed. 


191
You pause to catch your breath – a little 
worse for wear, but still alive. The car is 
empty save for you and five dead or dying 
members of the Friday clan. Incredibly, 
you’ve single-handedly incapacitated 
them. But not the entire clan, you grimly 
remind yourself. The sixth and final gun, 
the head of the snake, is still loose in one 
of the other train cars. You quickly reload 
your weapon before cautiously walking 
into the next car, which you find to be 
mostly abandoned as well. This is not 
surprising, given that the sound of gunfire 
from your battle would be heard quite 
clearly here. A few white-faced passengers 
kneel in-between the aisles and eye you 
fearfully as you walk by. You show them 
your badge and ask if they recall someone 
of Abel’s description. 


“Sure thing,” chimes in an elderly man 
kneeling by the window. “He cursed us 
as he walked by, but then offered us a 
reward if we stopped you when you came 
in. I don’t exactly know where he went, 
Marshall, but were I in his shoes, I’d be 
a-getting to the conductor and having 
him stop the train.” No sooner do the 
words leave his lips when the train gives a 
sudden lurch and you grab a seat to steady 
yourself. The train, you quickly realize, is 
rapidly decelerating. Without any further 
delay, you run towards the front exit. Turn 
to 169. 


192
Abel turns to Jeremiah. “So this is the one 
who shot you back in that barbershop?” 


“Yup,” he replies, rubbing his shoulder, 
before turning to you. “I can barely move 
my arm, Marshall. The pain’s so bad, I 
can’t even go dancing with the young 
ladies! Even the daintiest touch gets 
me bothered. Aren’t you ashamed of 
yourself?” 


“I apologize for not finishing the job,” you 
reply curtly. 


Jeremiah smiles. “Maybe I can’t dance, 
boys, but we can watch the marshall dance, 
right?” The men train their pistols towards 
your feet. “You ready, Marshall? Dance! 
Dance like your life depends on it!” They 
open fire and you must high-step rapidly 
to avoid being hit. Nevertheless, a couple 
of the men are rather careless with their 
aim and you are struck twice. You must 
Assess for Damage two times and if you’re 
still alive, read on. 


In their eagerness to humiliate you, the 
clan have given you a small opening. There 
comes a point when they have all paused 
at the same time; when this happens, you 
bolt. Turn to 104. 


193
A searing pain rips into your back directly 
below your shoulder blades. You fall 
forward, discharging your weapon as 
you do so. The blast strikes the window 
beside Abel and a second later the cabin 
is a chaos of sounds – the air rushing 
in from the outside, the shouts of the 
frightened passengers and the sounds of 
feet pounding the floor as many of them 
rush out. You try to rise but only make it 
a few inches before being pushed down 
by someone placing the weight of their 
boot on your back. In a flash, you realize 
that the security agent is a traitor – he’s 
in league with the Fridays. The last thing 
you see is Abel’s sneering expression as he 
points his pistol at your head. Tragically, 
your story ends here.  


194
You grab an issue of Chicago Daily 
Tribune and take a seat on a chair by 
the wall. After browsing through the 
society announcements and reading 
an interesting article regarding a new 
invention, the incandescent light bulb, 
by the businessman Thomas Edison, you 
casually turn the page and are shocked to 
see a headline and story about the Friday 
gang. Your fingers involuntarily grip the 
paper tighter as you read that the clan 
have robbed banks across five states and 
territories, as well as having recently begun 
to focus on trains. It seems they’ve made 
quite a name for themselves and the Union 
Pacific Railroad has taken to hiring extra 
security as a hedge against a possible heist, 
as much to assure skittish passengers as 
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to discourage the gang from such a bold 
venture. The article includes photographs 
of the six wanted men: Abel, William, 
Zeke, Jeremiah, Clement and Logan. You 
put the paper down and nibble on some 
olives, deep in thought, when the door to 
the drawing room opens and the attendant 
who led you in reappears, this time with a 
group of men. There are six of them. You 
take a good look at the group, then look 
down at the newspaper, then back up at 
the men. And then you almost choke on an 
olive pit. Fate has brought the clan directly 
to you. Turn to 155.


195
A second after your shot hits the wall, 
the outlaw’s gun discharges towards the 
same location. It appears that your ruse 
has worked – but still, you keep your 
head down while scampering his way. As 
you duck between the aisles, you spot the 
outlaw – Clement as it turns out – turning 
back towards you. His eyes widen as he 
realizes that you’ve fooled him and he 
raises his pistol.


But you’ve got the first shot. Test your 
Aim. If you succeed, your shot strikes his 
wrist and he howls in pain and drops 
his gun, which you promptly kick away. 
He’s no longer a threat to you now as he 
hangs on the edge of death – mark an 
‘X’ on your Adventure Sheet. If your shot 
misses, Clement will return fire. Test his 
Aim (against skill 8) and, if you are hit, you 
must Assess for Damage. If you’re still alive, 
your next shot disables him. Mark an ‘X’ 
on your Adventure Sheet. Turn to 139.


196
Logan staggers back from your latest blow, 
panting heavily. Clearly he got more than 
he bargained for when he took you on. 
He’s too proud to ask his companions for 
help, however. From the corner of your 
eye, you see Abel seated on a table and the 
rest of the clan leaning against the wall, 
silently following the action. It occurs to 
you that if you suddenly disengage, you 
may take the rest of the clan by surprise, 
possibly allowing you to either take cover 
in a more favourable position or make an 
escape. If you try this, turn to 104. If you 
continue to fight, turn to 136.


197
You can eliminate the bank outright. The 
avenue, which leads to it, is choked with 
horses, carts, pedestrians; had they gone 
this way they’d probably still be in plain 
sight near the end of the line. You look 
carefully just to make sure and after a 
minute you’re confident that the outlaws 
did not head in that direction. This then 
leaves you with the train station (turn to 
145), or the road running by the shops 
(turn to 112). 


198
You place the pillow over your head and 
try to ignore the drunkard as he keeps 
knocking heavily on the door to your 
room. Eventually he quits, his curses 
growing fainter as he heads down the 
hallway. Finally, you think, as you drift off 
to sleep. Turn to 120.


199
“Six,” counts Abel. “Seven...” The door is 
only a few steps away; it’s now or never. 
Without any more hesitation, you break 
out into a sprint, reach the door and pull 
the handle – to find that it is locked. So 
that’s why the Fridays weren’t worried 
about you pacing in the direction of 
the exit. Too late, you realize that this is 
precisely the reaction that Abel had been 
hoping for, because now Clement can save 
face without having to fight you. 


“He’s yellow!” shouts a voice behind you, 
to a chorus of jeers and laughter. “Don’t 
waste your time with him, Clem!” You 
draw your pistol and spin around, only 
to be thrown back against the door by the 
impact from the discharge of six guns. You 
slowly slump to the ground, lifeless. 


200
The brigand blinks and in the next second 
suddenly finds himself on the wrong end 
of your weapon’s barrel. “What the...?” he 
sputters. 


“You think that was fast?” you goad him. 
“Blink again and you’ll feel a draft coming 
through the holes in your chest. Unless you 
get smart and lay down your weapon, that 
is.” 


The man, completely cowed now, puts 
down his rifle, still looking a little dazed. 
“The next thing you can do,” you continue, 
“is to kindly inform me of the Fridays’ 
whereabouts.” 


“They’re in first class,” he mumbles. 


“Very good,” you reply. You then take 
your leave, but not before ordering him 
to throw his rifle from the train, out to the 
countryside. Turn to 111. 


AFTERWORD
Warning: Contains Spoilers!


The Wyoming Stock Growers Association 
really did exist (they still do, albeit as 
a much more honest and legitimate 
organization). The association held its 
meetings at a place called The Cheyenne 
Club and the building was every bit as 
opulent and well appointed as described 
in this adventure. The association, which 
counted legislators, cattle barons and 
millionaires among its members, was the 
de facto power in the Wyoming Territory 
in the late 1800s. In 1892, members of the 
association, in collaboration with a small 
army of mercenaries, engaged in one of the 
most naked land grabs in U.S. history, an 
affair that would be known forever after as 
‘The Johnson County War’. 


The Friday Boys are composites of several 
of the most legendary gunfighters of the 
Old West: Jesse and Frank James (sons of 
a Missouri Baptist minister); Doc Holiday 
(suffered from tuberculosis); Butch Cassidy 
(train robber extraordinaire); Wild Bill 
Hickok (engaged in both sides of the law); 
Billy The Kid (historical example of a 
sociopath). 


The Pinkerton National Detective Agency 
was founded in 1850 and employed agents 
all over the United States. 


Finally, The Cowboy’s Dream is a real 
painting that was displayed in the main 
bar of the Long Branch Saloon in Dodge 
City, Kansas. You can view an image of 
it here: www.ancientworlds.net/aw/
HomesiteRoom/6664. l
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Adventure Background


The Tail of Warpstone is a large range of 
hills stretching from the infamous city 
of the same name in Northern Allansia, 
carving a path through the flatter lands of 
the Culanhorn and ending at the Border 
Hills and the Axehead Plains, just north-
east of the Snakelands. The Tail serves 
as the border to the Plain of Bronze, and 
various towns and small cities lay scattered 
amongst the hills, while a few dirt tracks 
link them together. On the whole, however, 
they are mostly unexplored by travellers, 
rendering much of these lands largely 
unknown.
   Gillswater lies at the southern end of 
the Tail of Warpstone. A short distance 
from Gillswater and the other settlements 
to the north are several towers bearing 
beacons, which are lit to warn the people 
of Warpstone of invaders from the south. 
There is a trade route that runs through 
the hills from Gillswater up to Vilnar, 
allowing precious slate from the Gillswater 
quarry to be transported north, but after 
bandits picked off guards posted along 
the route one by one, the resident troops, 
known as the Xriabis Guard, decided to 
abandon guarding the road until a solution 
to the bandits was found. Because of this, 
merchants are heavily advised to travel 
by day and never alone. The Mersian 
Pass, which runs between Gillswater and 
Dunlar, is particularly notorious for bandit 
activity, but because it lies directly between 
the two towns the Xriabis Guard has been 
reluctant to settle an agreement as to which 
town’s guard should be posted there!
   As a result, Dunlar is currently suffering 
from a lack of slate imports making it to 
the town. Inflation has soared and prices 
of goods obtained from further afield have 
rocketed. The Xriabis Guard is also thin 
on the ground since the town is unable to 
afford to employ them. However, they are 
an hospitable folk and will attempt to assist 
travellers and adventurers - even in these 
dark times.


Adventure Synopsis


The players begin their adventure in 
Gillswater, where they learn of a woman 
who has been experiencing nightmares of 
her two dead children haunting her. The 
children speak of a tower where they play, 
as they wait for the angels to take them 
up to the heavens. On top of the tower 
lies a beacon, within which a silver flame 
constantly burns. Several soldiers posted 
there have mysteriously disappeared as 
the flame burns, and have never been 
seen since. The tower is now considered 
haunted by the townsfolk, and no one has 
dared to climb the tower to extinguish the 
flame. The players must journey to the 
tower, learn the secrets behind the eternal 
flame and release the twins from their 
undead state.


Director’s Notes


This adventure has a significant amount 
of background information, which the 
Director should take the time to study in 
order to bring encounters to life. However, 
they should not feel restricted by the 
structure of the adventure: in fact, just 
as the Advanced Fighting Fantasy core 
rulebook encourages Directors to create 
their own features based on information 
given, this adventure does the same. 
   It is recommended that the Director 
read aloud any paragraphs in italics at 
appropriate times, as they contain the most 
significant and relevant information to be 
given to the players. Apart from that, feel 
free to improvise or come up with various 
other ideas when appropriate. As there is 
a lot of background story to take in, this 
gives room for a lot of open plot threads, 
which Directors can then spin into their 
own story.
   Furthermore, as the story begins in a 
town, this leaves the beginning of the 
adventure very open-ended, allowing 
the adventurers to do as they please. This 
works particularly well if this adventure 
comes into play straight after embarking 
on a perilous journey or mission, giving 
the players a chance to rest and recuperate 
as part of a larger adventure or campaign. 
The ending of this adventure also allows 
the Director and their players to continue 
on their journey afterwards without 
significantly impacting on the surrounding 
area.   


Beginning the Adventure


The first thing you notice about Gillswater as 
you enter through the gatehouse is the town 
guard, who are clad in full-plate armour. Each 
guard wears a belt, from which an elaborate 
broadsword hangs, and their golden cloaks trail 
behind them, each bearing a large symbol of a 
wolf’s head crossed with two swords.
  
The people of the town of Gillswater 
are hospitable and welcoming overall, 
although the Xriabis Guard who are 
described in the paragraph above can 
be overprotective and petty, much to the 
annoyance of the townsfolk. The Director 
can think of his own Plot Hook as to why 
the players are passing through this town, 
but here are a few suggestions:


• The players are simply passing 
through after having raided a nearby 
dungeon


• The players come across Gillswater 
through a stroke of luck after losing 
their way


• The players are on a long journey and 
have stopped at Gillswater for rest and 
supplies


The Town of Gillswater


Gillswater is a large walled town situated 
on the Wolfpack River. The town is 
currently very prosperous through a 
mutual pact between the townspeople and 
the Xriabis Guard: the townspeople will 
work hard and work together to keep the 
town prosperous as long as the Xriabis 
Guard keep the town well protected. 
Thus, the place is something of a hidden 
gem of Allansia. The streets are clean, the 
people are welcoming and there are many 
places of interest to tourists and travellers. 
There are stables outside the west and 
river gatehouse and information booths at 
every entrance. Two taverns are available 
for food and lodgings, as well as a market 
square and large shopping district. Details 
of all places of interest can be found below.
   Should the heroes get into any fights, 
the guards will always be called to deal 
with the situation. The Xriabis Guard are 
well-trained in swordplay and wear decent 
steel-plate armour. If such a situation arises 
where the adventurers engage in combat 
with the guards, punishment for failure is 
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a significant amount of time in Gillswater 
Gaol, or possibly even sentenced execution. 


XRIABIS
GUARDS skill 8 stamina 13
Weapon: Greatsword (2,3,3,4,4,5,6)
Armour: Plate Armour (1,1,2,2,3,3,4)
Encounter: 2-6


Citizens will attempt to call the guards if 
they are attacked unprovoked, and there is 
a 60% chance per round that one will turn 
up on the scene. If any of the players were 
to get into a fight with regular citizens, use 
these stats:


MAN  skill 4 stamina 5
WOMAN skill 4 stamina 3
Weapon: Unarmed (1,1,1,1,1,2,3)
Armour: None
Encounter: 2-4


Places of interest (see map on page 74):


A. The Silver Bullet Tavern
B. Market Square
C. Xriabis Garrison
D. Gillswater Gaol
E. Gillswater Monastery
F. Shopping District
G. The Creek Inn
H. Public Parkway
I. Slate Extraction Site
(J. Eleanor’s House)


A. The Silver Bullet Tavern


The Silver Bullet Tavern is the most 
popular public house in Gillswater and 
is always hosting a decent-sized number 
of patrons. Their ale is imported from 
a nearby brewery, the owner of which 
supposedly stumbled on an old local 
method of brewing beer, thus setting up 
his lifelong career. The tavern also has a 
fine selection of spirits for the more brave-
hearted and the kitchen boasts hearty wild 
boar. The prices are a little higher than 
normal but according to the locals, you get 
what you pay for:


Flagon of ale   5SP
Flagon of wine   5SP
Flagon of cider   5SP
Room - single (night)  5GP
Room - shared (night)  1GP
Wild boar steak   3GP
Steak platter (cold, for 2-4 people) 2GP


The landlord is a tall, slender man with 
pristinely-cut sideburns by the name of 
Tod Brannen. He is well-spoken and very 
hospitable to his customers. Three bar 
wenches serve the food to tables. 
   If a fight breaks out in the tavern, the 
bar staff do not get involved. Tod will 
summon the guards to break up the 
violence. Use the stats above for MAN 
and WOMAN for combat. These are the 
default stats for enemies who are in a more 
sober state. Should the Director wish to 
make things more interesting, they can 
roll 1d6 to determine how intoxicated a 


random enemy is. 1-2 is sober, 3-4 is tipsy 
and 5-6 is drunk. Combat Modifiers from 
the core rulebook should then be applied 
accordingly. The Director may also roll 1d6 
to determine a random quantity of people 
who are provoked into fighting. Enemies 
fall unconscious if they are attacked with 
fists or improvised weapons. However, if 
any conventional kind of weapon comes 
into play they are killed, which of course 
makes things far more problematic for the 
adventurers when the guards arrive!


B. Market Square


This reputable market sells a wide variety 
of local produce, from food to weapons 
and armour to small livestock to clothing. 
According to the locals, the quality of 
goods bought at the market far exceeds 
similar purchases in the shopping district. 
Market sellers offer slightly higher prices 
to tourists, but can be convinced to a more 
lenient deal if the adventurers haggle well 
enough.


Plight of the Lost Children Mini AFF Adventure
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C. Xriabis Garrison


The garrison is mostly out of bounds to 
civilians, but they are at liberty to report 
crimes and disturbances to the Garrison 
clerk in the main foyer. Directly adjacent to 
the garrison is the Gillswater Gaol.


D. Gillswater Gaol


The town prison is compact but able to 
house up to twenty prisoners at once. 
At the back is a walled area open to the 
elements with a single post in the middle, 
used to restrain people. Criminals are 
either executed here by being shot with 
a flurry of arrows, or left to brave the 
weather and nightly predators for several 
days. 


E. Gillswater Monastery of Pangara


Gillswater boasts a large monastery inside 
its walls, allowing travellers to pray to 
Pangara, Father of the Winds. The monks 
keep to themselves, rarely venturing out 
of the monastery apart from the occasional 
mass prayer with the Xriabis Guard before 
they venture off on another perilous 
journey. 


F. Shopping District


The shops that line these streets are filled 


exclusively with imported goods from 
nearby towns and cities, so quality can 
vary. However, they offer a wider selection 
and lower prices than that of the market.


G. The Creek Inn


The other free house in Gillswater lies 
on the river front, boasting beautiful 
views from the balcony - should a seat be 
available! Compared to The Silver Bullet, 
there are more rooms available and are 
far more elaborate, but come at a heftier 
price (2GP for a shared room per night, 
7GP for a single room per night). Local 
smoked kippers are the most popular dish, 
selling at 2GP for five, and the ale is a 
lighter variety. The main house ale, Setting 
Sun, sells at 3sp a flagon. There is not as 
much variety, however, when it comes to 
alcoholic beverages compared to the Silver 
Bullet.


H. Public Parkway


On the east side of the town, next to the 
shopping district, is a spacious park for the 
public to relax in. A large fountain stands 
in the middle, surrounded by well-kept 
lawns. Since many citizens volunteer to 
maintain the park themselves, this is one of 
the only places in town where the Xriabis 
Guard are not normally seen. 


I. Slate Extraction Site


The quarry where the slate is extracted lies 
on the outskirts of the town to the north, 
near the foot of the mountains. A tour 
of the site is provided for 2sp, where the 
main area of discussion will consist of the 
process of obtaining the slate, which would 
then be cut and shaped, usually into roof 
tiles. The tower displaying the everlasting 
flame can be seen from this quarry. If 
the players choose to try and gather 
information from the workers, they will be 
told that the flame never goes out. Every so 
often there is a small tremor that emanates 
from the tower and it can be reached by 
heading north along the trade route and 
then west through the wilderness.







(J. Eleanor’s House)


• If the adventurers hear of Eleanor 
from others, they will find her here. 
Apart from that, she keeps to herself, 
generally avoiding conversation with 
the locals if possible. She moved to 
the town in an attempt to forget the 
troubles of her past, but she has never 
felt settled in Gillswater. Her routine 
is usually shopping at the market in 
the morning, then staying at home to 
cook and clean. On rare occasions she 
can be found drowning her sorrows at 
The Creek Inn, where she knows she 
won’t be disturbed. The locals find her 
strange and antisocial, not knowing of 
her past. Eleanor’s appearance is slim 
and placid, wearing neutral clothes. 
Her face is gaunt and her eyes tell of 
many a sleepless night. 


• The PCs can approach Eleanor to 
question her if they wish. Eleanor does 
not appreciate nosy people and so will 
become annoyed if the players pry too 
much into her personal details without 
being tactful. However, if the players 
mention her children at all she is 
desperate for the adventurers to help, 
as “none of these Xriabis Guardsmen 
will ever be brave enough to go near 
that tower”. 


• She will also explain about her 
previous home in Dunlar, where 
she and her children lived several 
years ago, but a house fire broke out 
one night, which claimed the lives 
of Eleanor’s children, though she 
survived. She blames herself for not 
being able to save her children and 
may break down crying at the end of 
her tale. 


• If the adventurers insist on a reward, 
Eleanor will admit she cannot give 
them anything, but she will mention 
an Earl of Dunlar who owes her a 
favour and that they should speak to 
him about payment. She will mention 
that he owes her the sum of 500GP.


A lot of room has been left for the Director 
to conjure up their own adventure before 
the players reach the tower. Feel free to let 
the players explore the town as they wish, 
especially if you feel they have travelled a 
long way.  
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Plot Development


A significantly larger tremor 
will occur while the players are 
staying in Gillswater, preferably 
while they are asleep. A large 
landslide by the cliff will have 
caused severe damage to several 
houses at the bottom, which will 
cause a huge stir in the town. 
Many people will visit the scene 
during the course of the next day 
and various guards will be posted 
there to prevent people from 
getting too close.
   The leader of Gillswater’s 
Xriabis Guard, Finsey Montague, 
who can be found in Gillswater 
Barracks, will offer the party the 
sum of 250 Gold Pieces if they 
investigate the tower and put a 
stop to the tremors it’s causing. 


Once the adventurers are set to 
leave, there are various options 
they can take. Two suggestions 
are presented here:


• The PCs can hire a guide 
for 5SP per day if they wish, 
who will take them along the 
trade road, through Mersian 
Pass to Dunlar, the nearest 
town to the tower (Encounter A). 
However, the PCs will then be on their 
own for the rest of the journey. 


• Or the PCs can avoid Dunlar and 
travel through the wilderness, which 
will prove a faster route, but far more 
hostile (Encounter B). Furthermore, no 
guide will be convinced to accompany 
adventurers this way (unless a 
very large sum of gold is offered!) 
Probabilities of an encounter should 
also be taken into account depending 
on whether the PCs decide to travel by 
day or by night.


As you all set off on your long trek, the wind 
begins to howl as it sweeps across the hills. 
The terrain is manageable, but wild; shelter 
is sparse and you are aware of the beasts and 
lowlifes that roam these lands.


A. The Warpstone Trade Route


The trade route is really no more than 
a dirt track, but still remains suitable 
for travelling by cart or horseback. The 
adventure takes place during Winds, one 
of the dry months. However, as the month 
suggests, it will be windy most of the time. 
How windy can be determined each day 
by 2d6 where 2 is extremely light breeze 
and 12 is a full-on storm.


Ecology


The trade route is generally very exposed 
with little shelter, either natural or man-
made. Bandits use the shrubbery to 
camouflage themselves and use their 
bows to pick off travellers. The Mersian 
Pass, however, is far more rocky, with 
steep crevices that reach to 100 feet high, 
blocking any means of escape off the road 
once adventurers head too far inside it. 
Here one can find shelter from the wind, 
but the lack of cover from above still 
means one can be rained upon in the rainy 
seasons. Spindly trees cling onto life at the 
top of these crevices, and bandits either 
shoot down travellers from above like fish 
in a barrel, or if they receive word that 
expensive cargo is heading their way, they 
like to block off the road ahead within the 
Pass, sometimes allowing travellers to 
escape with their life, if they’re lucky...


Movement


The terrain is mostly flat and very easy to 
navigate across, and the road to Dunlar 
from Gillswater is around twenty miles. 
Therefore if all goes smoothly, the PCs 
can set off on the road by foot and reach 
Dunlar by nightfall. They can if they wish 
purchase horses for the journey - however, 
unless they are trained at mounted combat, 
the townsfolk will advise against it, since a 
horse is a bigger target for a bowman than 
a humanoid. 
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Encounters


Due to its fairly regular usage, the trade 
route is perfect for wolves and other 
predators to pick off travellers. They will 
either surround them in the open or lie 
in wait near covered ground and ambush 
them. 
   Use the Random Encounters Table in 
Out of the Pit (hills/mountains section) 
to determine what creatures the PCs 
encounter, or if you want the encounters to 
be more canon, limit your selection to the 
list of enemies shown below. Check every 
hour while the PCs move along the road, 
and every four hours while they camp.


A1. Wolves


Wolves are common across Allansia, but 
they are known to wander in packs across 
this fairly flat and fertile area.


WOLF   skill 7 stamina 6
Armour: Light Armour (Animal Hide) 
(0,0,0,1,1,1,2)
Weapon: Claws/Bite (2,3,3,3,4,4,5)
Number Encountered: 4-6
Type: Animal
Personality: Hostile
Intelligence: Average-Low


A2. Bears


Unlike wolves, bears hunt alone and can 
often be found near rivers. Bears aren’t so 
common in Allansia, but they can certainly 
be found along the Tail of Warpstone. If 
the heroes encounter more than one bear, 
the others are cubs (stats are indicated in 
brackets). Provoking a bear when travelling 
with their young will be more than enough 
to make them feel threatened.  


BEAR  skill 9 (5) stamina 8 (6)
Armour: Light Armour (Animal Hide) 
(0,0,0,1,1,1,2)
Weapon: Claws/Bite (2 attacks) (3,3,4,4,5,6,7)
Number Encountered: 1-3
Type: Animal
Personality: Neutral-Unfriendly
Intelligence: Low


A3. Hill Trolls


Predictably, Hill Trolls reside wherever 
there are hills. They rarely come down 
from the hilltops, however, so an encounter 
with a Hill Troll on the road is quite a rare 
occurrence.


HILL TROLL skill 9* stamina 10
  *2 attacks
Armour: Light Armour (0,0,0,1,1,1,2)
Weapon: Club, Mace (1,2,2,2,3,3,4); 
(2,3,3,3,3,3,4)
Number Encountered: 1-3
Type: Humanoid
Personality: Hostile
Intelligence: Average


A4. Mercenaries (human or Orc)


Various bands of Orcs and men pick on 
the various travellers, adventurers and 
merchants making their way along the 
road.


ORC  skill 6 stamina 5
HUMAN skill 5 stamina 5 
Weapon: Longbow, Handaxe (2,3,3,3,3,4,5); 
(2,2,2,3,3,3,4)                        
Armour: Light Armour (0,0,0,1,1,1,2)
Number Encountered: 4-6
Type: Humanoid
Personality: Hostile
Intelligence: Average


B. The Wilderness


Travelling as the crow flies renders more 
possibilities to run into hostile parties 
or ending up lost. However, it is a faster 
route.


Ecology


Off the road, the ground is less flat and 
generally wetter because of moisture 
coming off the nearby river, which comes 
down from the mountains to the north. 
Along the river are small deciduous 
woods, while in the more exposed stretches 
of land wind-swept trees lie dotted around. 
The larger hills are more precarious, with 
rocks protruding out of steeper inclines. 
There may also be caves containing bats, 
giant spiders or basilisks. On the summits 
the conditions are naturally worse due 
to lack of shelter - however, their views 
stretch for miles and miles. 


Movement


Away from the trade route, the 
surrounding hills render the terrain 
slightly harder to navigate, but in turn 
provide more overall cover. Bandits will 
also be watching the road most of the 
time. The woods lining the river in the 
valley and the rockier hills will provide 
the most cover from weather and bandits. 
However, roaming animals will be using 
their scent as well as their sight to identify 
unwelcome travellers. Many animals in 
this area hunt at night, leaving adventurers 
even more vulnerable to such disturbances. 


Encounters


Out here in the hills, many weird and 
wonderful creatures reside. The towns 
and cities are well protected but once 
out in the wilderness, adventurers may 
find themselves vulnerable. Giants often 
wander down from the hills to eat their 
fill of wolves, while some suffering from 
lycanthropy have been driven out of their 
homes and into exile. Well out of the way 
of large settlements, these hills are also 
home to some treasure hordes guarded by 


Goblins underground.
   Use the Random Encounters Table in 
Out of the Pit (hills/mountains section) 
to determine which creatures the PCs 
encounter, or if you want the encounters to 
be more canon, limit your selection to the 
list of enemies shown below and also any 
in Section A. Check every two hours while 
the PCs are travelling and every three 
hours while they camp. 


B1.  Goblins


Goblins are often known as the shorter 
cousins of Orcs, as they spread just as 
much chaos throughout Allansia. They 
are often found underground in order to 
escape from sunlight, but their need for 
food and gold-hoarding can take them to 
the surface. If this happens they always 
venture out in groups, fronted by a 
stronger, tougher Goblin leader (stats are in 
brackets below).


GOBLIN  skill 5 (7) stamina 5 (6)
Weapon: Short sword/Shortbow (1,2,2,3,3,3,4)
Armour: Light Armour (0,0,0,1,1,1,2)
Number Encountered: 1-6
Type: Humanoid
Personality: Hostile
Intelligence: Average 


B2.  Hill Giant


Like Trolls, Hill Giants are distinguishable 
depending on their chosen habitat. They 
are not the largest, nor the strongest out 
of all giants, but they still make a worthy 
opponent for any adventurer. They are 
often seen carrying giant clubs, although 
they may resort to throwing large rocks 
when attacking groups of humanoids. 
If a hill giant does choose this method 
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of attack, rocks will hit the target with a 
probability of 3 times out of 6, causing 1d6 
damage (stamina) if successful.


HILL GIANT skill 9* stamina 11 
  *2 attacks
Habitat: Hills, Caves
Armour: None
Weapon: Club (1,2,2,2,3,3,4)
Number Encountered: 1-2
Type: Humanoid
Personality: Hostile
Intelligence: Average
 


B3. Werewolf (night only)


Werewolves are formidable creatures, 
cursed to wander the night in a different 
body to that of their normal self when 
the moon is full. They are most common 
further north of the Tail of Warpstone, 
but if food is scarce they may venture 
south. Their form is either that of a wolf-
man, which is the more common form of 
Werewolf, or they could take the form of 
an actual wolf.


WEREWOLF skill 8* stamina 9
  *2 attacks
Weapon: Bite/Claws (2,3,3,3,4,4,5)
Armour: Light Armour (Animal Hide) 
(0,0,0,1,1,1,2)
Number Encountered: 1
Type: Humanoid
Personality: Hostile
Intelligence: Average 


The City of Dunlar


Unlike Gillswater, Dunlar shows the signs 
of a once-prosperous city beginning to 
wane. Buildings look poorly maintained, 
streets are dirty and rife with pick-pockets. 
The quality of goods is noticeably worse 
than the luxuries of Gillswater in both the 
shops and the markets. The garrison of 
guards is noticeably small for Dunlar’s 
size, allowing safety and protection of its 
people to slowly fall by the wayside. Some 
who can afford it have moved away, while 
the rest are stuck there and have no choice 
but to endure the current hardships.
   Since Dunlar is a bigger settlement than 
Gillswater, the players will have more 
options open to them. The Director should 
improvise here in order to play up to the 
party’s needs. If the players have come 
here to receive payment from Eleanor’s 
acquaintance, known as Gerard Thurquis, 
they will find him in his town house in 
the northern district, making the most 
of his time in Dunlar before he leaves 
permanently in several days’ time. 


• Gerard is a tall, slightly overweight 
nobleman who was bailed out of a 
court order of assaulting his wife 
due to Eleanor posing as her during 
his trial. Because the two women 


happened to look very similar, Gerard 
was wrongfully cleared of all charges. 


• If the players encounter him, he will 
be flustered and tell them to go away. 
He will complain that he is busy 
and that they can always arrange an 
appointment with him at a later date. 
He will not disclose the reasons for 
knowing Eleanor unless the players 
threaten him or manage to convince 
him to do so.


• When they mention Eleanor and the 
money, he will be irritated initially 
but will reluctantly hand over the 
money, which he keeps in a safe in his 
bedroom. The contents of Gerard’s 
safe, however, contain 1100GP.


• If combat is engaged with Gerard, 
he will attempt to retrieve his sword, 
which is displayed above his fireplace.


GERARD
THURQUIS skill 7 stamina 7
Special Skills: Swords +1, Con +2, Etiquette 
+3, Law +2, World Lore +1
Weapon: Sword (2,3,3,3,3,4,5)
Armour: None


The Abandoned Tower


Citizens of both 
Gillswater and Dunlar 
have lived in fear of 
this tower since the 
flame atop it turned 
silver and has never 
gone out. Several teams 
of guards have come 
here to investigate the 
strange goings on but 
none have ever returned. 
The reason behind all 
this stems from the 
day Eleanor’s twin 
children were killed in 
the fire. Because they 
were killed rather than 
dying of natural causes, 
their souls temporarily 
wandered the nearby 
area, lost and alone, 
until a FIRE DEMON 
imprisoned their life 
energy into the beacon 
atop the tower, therefore 
binding their souls to the 
tower.
   For several years the 
fire demon has thrived 
on their energy, which 
is harnessed within the 
beacon. The children 
fear it and due to their 
life energy being bound 
to the tower they can 
never leave or pass on, 
unless the fire demon is 
destroyed.


Traits of the Lost Children


Eventually, the players will encounter the 
twins inside the tower and depending 
upon the decisions the players take, the 
twins will become a help or a hindrance. 
They will react dramatically to how the 
players interact with them and the contents 
of the tower. Study the following list of 
traits carefully and apply them accordingly 
to what the players do during the course of 
this part of the adventure.


• Both children were killed in the fire 
and have become ghostly apparitions.


• They were imprisoned in the tower by 
a FIRE DEMON, which uses the life 
force they gave up when they died to 
keep the flame lit and therefore keep 
itself alive.


• The twins cannot leave the tower until 
the demon has been vanquished.


• They have been affected deeply by the 
fire and the contents of the tower have 
been modified by their memories, 
which are no longer bound to them. 
Initially their plan is to scare gullible 
people away from the tower, but 
there are clues that allow those brave 
enough to solve their predicament.
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• The fire demon has told them that only 
angels have the power to release them 
from their undead state.


• The children have leaned to use their 
initiative, wishing to test adventurers 
in order to gain their trust. They do 
not take kindly to those who mock or 
go against their words. They would 
much rather have drowned over 
burning if they could have chosen, 
and will become angry and jealous if 
they find out that the players had had 
an opportunity to do so.


• However, deep down they are still 
children with innocent and playful 
qualities. If they feel like they 
can trust the PCs, they will not 
hesitate to ask them to play 
with them, especially if the 
PCs appear younger (see 
Room 6). The twins’ 
moods can change in a 
split second, however, 
and will therefore 
change their attitudes 
towards the PCs 
depending on the 
situation.


• The twins are still in 
the mindset of when 
they died and will 
behave like children of 
around 8 or 9 years of age. 
However, their appearance 
is more of mid-teenagers, 
showing their age progressing 
even in death.


Outside the tower


After many a mile, you reach your 
destination – a lonesome tower 
which served as a warning of 
invaders to the townspeople until 
several years ago when something 
changed for the worse. You see the 
large silver flame billowing into 
the sky at the top of the tower and 
your gut feelings tell you that 
something isn’t quite right.
 
The tower stands alone with 
the odd clump of trees or 
hillock surrounding it. By this 
point it will almost certainly 
be night time, which will 
make the tower look even 
more eerie than usual. Flying 
to the top or scaling the tower 
with rope is impossible, as 
there are magical forcefields 
surrounding the tower. The 
stone structure is about sixty 
feet tall with small windows 
near the top and seemingly 
no doors or ways of accessing 
the tower from the bottom. 
The area around the tower 
is teeming with magic. 
Underneath the base of the 
tower is an abandoned wolf 
den, which the PCs can find 
with an unopposed skill check, 


but adding a +5 modifier to their overall 
score. The tower has three floors as well 
as the ‘roof’ on the very top, where the 
beacon is kept.
   Please refer to the numbered rooms 
on the map, which correspond with the 
information given below.


1. Inside the cave is an open space with scraps 
of bones and tufts of fur scattered around. It is 
dark, with no light source, and smells of rotten 
meat. The cave continues on into the darkness 
straight ahead of you.


At first glance it will look like a dead end at 
the back, but anyone with the Darkseeing 
talent will be able to see a discrepancy in 
the wall. Other PCs can also search the 
wall with an unopposed skill check in 
Awareness if they have it.
   If they succeed they find a door in the 
back wall. It is boarded by timber on the 
other side.


Ground floor


2. As you break the door down you emerge 
into an L-shaped room. On the right is a wall 
covered in what appears to be ivy and other 
weeds. It is very moist and there is damp and 
mildew trailing down the wall and onto the 
floor. Straight ahead is another door and there is 
debris and rubble strewn around.


The door ahead is unlocked. The debris 
is a clue that the dimensions of the tower 
have ‘changed’ in order to make room 
for a larger secret room behind the right 
wall. The secret room can be accessed by 
blasting a hole through the wall, as it has 
been weakened by the water (although 
examination is needed to reveal that the 
wall is hollow).
   Within the debris is a key that will open 
the door up to the next floor (7).


3. Beyond the wall is a very moist room covered 
in plant life of all varieties. Fireflies and glow 
worms create a dim light, and a flurry of moths 
fly past you into the previous room as you step 
inside. In the centre of this room is a large oak 
tree with a treehouse resting in its branches. It 
looks well-maintained and welcoming to any 
child who would set foot in here.


The garden is artificial in that it does 
not fit the dimensions of the tower and 
has no natural source to sustain the life 
within it, yet it still looks real. The PCs 
may notice that even though the garden 
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is still enclosed within four walls, it looks 
unnaturally vast. The garden itself is wild, 
but not so wild that it is impassable. Work 
appears to have been done quite recently 
on the garden in order to maintain it. 
The treehouse is easy to climb, but has a 
modifier of +1 as it is a children’s ladder. 
Inside the treehouse are piles and piles of 
human hair of varying lengths. They cover 
most of the inside of the treehouse from 
floor to ceiling and this is partially visible 
from near the top of the ladder.
   On the back wall (covered by the hair) is 
some writing written in blood which reads: 
‘WE WERE HUMAN AND THEN WE 
BURNED AWAY’.


4. You open the door to reveal a long, straight 
corridor in front of you. In the centre of the 
floor all the way down is a fast-flowing stretch 
of water about five feet wide. At the other side 
of the corridor you see another door. There are 
solid ledges at the sides of the corridor, and on 
the wall to your right you see some large red 
writing. However, from this angle you can’t 
quite make it out.


The writing can be read near the middle 
of the corridor. Also written in blood, 
this reads: ‘HOW WE WISH TO HAVE 
DROWNED’.
   The water is about three feet deep and 
there are gratings underneath the floor to 
allow the water to pass through freely. The 
water contains magical healing properties 
and will restore any skill or stamina to its 
initial level if anyone wades through it or 
drinks from it. However, if anyone does 
this, the twins will act hostile when they 
encounter the players. The wooden door at 
the other side is locked.


5. Another corridor heads off to the right. On 
the wall to your left is a reinforced wooden door.


The door will reveal a spiral staircase 
leading up to the next level. It is locked. 
Also, because it is reinforced, there is a 
modifier of -3 to inflict damage on the door 
successfully each time it is struck. The door 


has 10 stamina. The corridor lasts about 15 
feet. Towards the end there is a wooden 
door on the right, unlocked.  


6. Behind this door is a square-shaped room, 
measuring 10x10 feet. On the back wall is a 
large ornate mirror. However, your reflections 
are not visible.


The mirror contains magical properties. 
If the players at any point step close to it, 
their reflections will begin to change. The 
closer they step towards it, the younger 
they will appear. Also, this effect will 
appear real to every other person in the 
room, and also to the twins once the PCs 
encounter them. If any of the PCs do 
appear to become younger, none of their 
physical or mental stats will change.
   The mirror can be broken by any means, 
but with a -1 modifier due its large size.


7. In front of you is an ascending spiral 
staircase leading up to the next level. When 
you reach the top, a reinforced steel door greets 
you.


The door is locked and cannot be 
broken by either physical force or spell. 
It can, however, be unlocked with the 
corresponding key (which can be found 
in the debris in Room 2), or by picking the 
lock, or by opening the lock with a spell.


Middle floor


8. The heavy door swings slowly open and a 
dark corridor stretches away in front of you. 
After about ten feet you see something large in 
the dim light, blocking the way.


The blockage is in fact piles and piles 
of cuddly toys stuck together by some 
invisible force. If the PCs look closely, they 
will notice that all the toys’ eyes have been 
removed. On the ceiling is more bloody 
writing, which reads: ‘THEY DID NOT 
SEE US BURN.’ The magic binding the 
toys together can be dispelled with a spell, 
allowing the players to dig through to the 
other side.


   If a fire spell of some kind is used 
on them, a deafening scream will be 


heard as they burn up and the twins 
will be hostile to the PCs when 


encountered. The only other 
alternative is to cut through 


them. If this happens, real 
blood will gush out of 


each toy as if the PCs 
were cutting up real 


creatures.
   On the other side 
is an unlocked 
reinforced wooden 
door. 


9. You see a corridor 
heading off to your 
right and you see two 


more doors facing each other at the end of the 
corridor.


The first door is wooden and locked 
(stamina of 5). The other two doors are also 
wooden and unlocked.


10. You open the door into what looks like a 
child’s bedroom. There is a charred bunk-bed 
and a set of drawers on the left, but on the right 
is a set of toys undamaged. There are drawings 
and crayons scattered around and on the wall 
a message, written in crayon, says: ‘DO NOT 
TOUCH’.


The drawings consist of a house or 
possessions burning. If the PCs touch the 
drawings, crayons or toys they magically 
burn up in an instant, inflicting 2 points 
of stamina on the PC for each item picked 
up. 1 skill point is also lost if the items are 
picked up in their weapon hand. 


11. In front of you is a room with what appears 
to be two large circular pools, but containing 
no water.


Magic can be detected here. Each ‘pool’ 
will trigger an effect depending on which 
order the PCs look into the pool. Only 
those who look into a pool will see its 
effect.
   The pool on the right will do nothing 
unless the PCs have looked into the one on 
the left. The one on the left will reveal one 
of the twins sharing the same gender as the 
PCs who look into the pool (ie if a female 
looks, they will see the twin girl). The 
apparition stares at the PCs, telling them to 
get out while they still can. Eventually they 
disappear from view. The other pool will 
cause the twins’ ghosts to shoot up from 
the pool in a large flame and will shout: 
“WE ARE BOUND BY THE FLAMES 
UNTIL THE ANGELS RELEASE US!” 
before disappearing into the air.


12. You see another flight of stairs leading 
upwards and a cold light streams in from 
above. As you ascend you hear child-like voices 
chanting a poem of some kind with a dull tone.


The stairs lead directly upwards to the next 
floor without any door separating them. 
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Battle A


THE TWINS skill 7 
stamina 12


Attack: Tackle 
(deals 1d6 
damage, or 
1d6+3 damage 
as a critical 
hit)
Special 
Attacks:


• Piercing 
Gaze: One of the 


twins will attempt 
to paralyse a player by 


hypnosis. The PC involved 
can test their luck in order to 


break out of it. If they are unlucky, 
they are paralysed for 1d3 rounds. 


• Duplicate: Once every 3 rounds, 
the twins can choose to duplicate 
themselves once. Each duplicate has 
1 stamina but can do exactly the same 
attacks as their originals. If duplicates 
are not destroyed by the time the 
twins can duplicate again, both the 
real twins and their doppelgängers 
can make copies of themselves.


Note: If all reflective surfaces in the tower 
have been destroyed prior to the encounter 
with the twins (the mirror in Room 6 and 
the pools in Room 11), they will not be able 
to duplicate.


Other Notes:
• The twins are weak when it comes to 


fire, knocking off an extra 3 points of 
damage if inflicted by it. However, 
fire will not cause ongoing damage 
or catch alight if put in contact with 
either of them.


• Even though there are two (or more) 
twins, they should be considered as 
one entity.


Outcome of Battle A


If the twins are destroyed as 
a result of a hostile attack, 
they will use the last of 
their strength to fly up to 
the beacon on the roof and 
throw themselves into it as a 
last resort to destroy the Fire 
Demon and the PCs. This will 
cause a massive explosion 
and the tower will collapse. 
The forcefield surrounding 
the tower will vanish, so 
it will now be possible to 
exit the tower from the 
roof. Inside, the tower will 
start collapsing, causing 
falling hazards, which do 
1d6 damage to players. The 
lower the PCs go, the more 
dangerous it will become due 
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Top floor


13. As you reach the top of the stairs, you 
arrive in a large room, which appears to span 
the entire width of the tower. Near the top of 
the room are thin windows with a silver stream 
of light piercing through them, lighting up 
the room. Towards the centre of the room is a 
ladder leading up to an even higher level. The 
room is cold and you can feel a draught coming 
from the top of the ladder. However, blocking 
your way are two children of a pale and gaunt 
complexion, a young male and female, looking 
very much alike. Suddenly they stop their 
chanting and rise to their feet, floating ever so 
slightly above the ground towards you. Their 
expressions are stern, their eyes piercing and 
cold.


• If any PC is carrying a torch, the twins 
will suddenly back away and tell them 
to put it out.


• The twins will ask sternly why the PCs 
are here.


• Initially the twins will be sceptical but 
they will encourage the PCs to play 
with them to earn their trust. 


• If at any point the twins become 
hostile, see details of their stats below 
as if they were a hostile enemy (Battle 
A).


• If the twins become content with the 
players’ company, the FIRE DEMON 
eventually turns up to fight the players 
(Battle B).


to the tower’s weight. One suggestion is to 
test the players’ luck on each floor, putting 
modifiers increasing by 2 according to each 
floor they descend by.
   If the players escape the tower safely, 
read this:


The once-foreboding tower now lies before 
you in ruins, with all evidence of the twins 
completely gone. The beacon is now hidden 
under the rubble, extinguished, and all is 
quiet. You may have escaped the tower in one 
piece, but the townsfolk nearby are bound to 
ask questions after being awoken so suddenly 
from their beds. Furthermore, would they ever 
believe you?


Battle B


FIRE DEMON skill 10* stamina 14
  *3 attacks
Carries a whip and a flaming sword, and uses 
first one, then the other, in consecutive attacks. 
It can also shoot streams of fire from its nostrils. 
They will hit on a roll of 1-4 on one die, for 2 
points of damage. 


Other Notes:
• The Fire Demon is weak to water-


based spells, doing +3 additional 
damage if hit by such an attack.


• Its tactics will be to go for the toughest 
adventurer first before picking off the 
rest of the players. 
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• The twins are terrified of the Fire 
Demon due to its power and ability to 
wield fire. They will not go near him 
and if encouraged to help, they will 
answer that they are useless against 
him. 


• The Fire Demon will leave the twins 
alone, since killing them will destroy 
him. 


Outcome of Battle B


If the PCs defeat the Fire Demon it will 
drop to the floor, weak and helpless. Its 
body will appear extinguished and frail. 
The twins will then tell the PCs to head up 
to the roof and douse the final remnants 
of the flame in order to vanquish the Fire 
Demon.
   The ladder is easy to climb, needing no 
skill test. When the players reach the roof, 
read this aloud:


14. Atop the tower the wind is much stronger 
and the sky above is clear, showing many 
gleaming stars. The beacon is still alight but 
is no bigger than a candle flame, giving off a 
silver hue.


The PCs can use any method to douse the 
flame so long as water is used. Improvise 
according to what the PCs have in their 
possession. The twins will accompany 
them up to the roof and will discourage 
them from using anything else. If the PCs 
don’t have any water on them, the twins 
will suggest the PCs obtain some from 
Room 4. If the PCs do decide to head back 
to that room, the message on the wall will 
no longer be there. The PCs will have 1d6 


minutes to douse the flame before the Fire 
Demon revives itself with half its stamina. 
If this happens, the fight continues on 
the roof and it will try to replenish all its 
stamina by reuniting with the flame in the 
beacon.
   When the PCs douse the flame, read this 
aloud:


As the water makes contact with the flame, 
an unearthly sound rises from the beacon and 
disperses into the air. The beacon is out! As 
your eyes accustom to the darkness, you see the 
twins beside you, but in a more healthy state, 
presumably more like they would have looked 
before they died.


   “Thank you,” they say to you with relief. 
“We are now free to be with the angels.”
   At that they close their eyes and their bodies 
disappear before you as smoke disappears on 
the wind. While they suffered a tragic death, 
you know that by your hand they are finally at 
peace in the hands of the gods. l


Plight of the Lost Children Mini AFF Adventure
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CHAPTER 7


ustice has been served,’ 
whispered the Sea Witch, her 
voice amplified by the golden 
mask.


‘What by the beard of Titan was that?’ 
muttered Conar.


The Sea Witch sat back down on the 
stone throne. She turned towards the 
adventurers. ‘My friends, I feel you have 
overstayed your welcome. It’s time to leave 
now.’


Hacksaw stepped forward and pointed 
a finger towards the trapdoor that had 
shut. He started shouting loudly at Cove 
in Elvish and motioned towards the prone 
body of his companion, stamping his foot 
angrily.


The men who had become fellow travellers 
looked on in wonder as their Black Elf 
colleague exploded with rage at the Sea 
Witch. Raven knelt by Orchid’s body and 
checked her pulse via her neck. She was 
knocked out cold.


The Sea Witch shouted back in Elvish 
from her position on the throne. The three 
guards in the room stood motionless, 
looking from the Sea Witch to the Black Elf 
and waiting for a signal from her to strike. 
But none came.


Hacksaw started to advance towards the 
Sea Witch, screaming in Elvish.


 ‘Hey,’ said Noakes, who reached out to 
grab the Black Elf. ‘Calm down.’


The Black Elf shrugged off the man’s hand 
and moved menacingly towards the seated 
Sea Witch.


Noakes was about to go after him, but 
Raven warned him. ‘Noakes, don’t.’


The sailor looked down at the kneeling 


adventurer. ‘Why?’


‘There are some fights you can’t win,’ 
answered Raven. ‘This would be one of 
them.’


Hacksaw’s Elvish rant seemed to be 
turning into a song. Unbeknownst to the 
men, the Black Elf was chanting a ritual 
spell to invoke protection against evil 


spirits.


‘Don’t even think of...’ Cove began to say, 
when suddenly three bolts of blue energy 
shot from the right hand of Hacksaw and 
struck each of the guards square between 
the eyes. They all collapsed to the floor.


Then from his left hand Hacksaw launched 
a single bolt of energy straight at the 
Sea Witch. From their corner the men 
watched with baited breath, expecting 
the blast to strike the seated Sea Witch 
with devastating effect. Instead, the Sea 
Witch simply raised her right hand and 
effortlessly absorbed the magic bolt. She 
then stood up and clenched her fists by her 
side. At the same time, Hacksaw’s advance 
came to an abrupt halt. His whole body 
seemed rooted to the spot.


‘How dare you judge me, Black Elf,’ she 
hissed as she advanced towards the Black 
Elf. ‘You think I want to live like this? You 
think sucking the life-force out of people 
is fun for me? Do you? If I don’t do it then 
my body will age. That infernal demon 
cursed me with immortality but not eternal 
youth. Were I to age... I would be naught 
but a shrivelled hag stuck in the corner, 
unable to move my aged body. And should 
I choose to die?’


The Sea Witch stood before the Black Elf 
and leaned close to his face so that the 
golden mask touched his Elven features. 
‘Then I become the demon’s plaything in 
the Pit – as was the fate of my brother.’
Hacksaw’s mouth opened, but no words 
came out.


‘No more incantations today, Black Elf,’ 
scolded the Sea Witch. ‘I grow tired of 
your continual presence on my island and 
I don’t think much of your opinion of me 
either.’


The masked figure slunk around the 
transfixed Black Elf and walked over 
towards the remained adventurers.


‘We mean you no harm,’ stammered 
Noakes.


‘Of course you don’t,’ agreed Cove. ‘You’re 
just interested in the possibility of getting 
rich.’


‘The Amazon and her Elf friend were just 
passengers on our ship,’ explained Conar. 
‘We don’t really know ‘em – or him for that 


matter.’ His head nodded in the direction 
of Raven.


‘I know, I know’ answered Cove. ‘I know 
everything about each and every one of 
you since you set foot within my domain.’
Raven stood up. ‘So you know that 
ultimately we’re here for the little girl.’


‘Yes.’


‘A spot of treasure would be quite 
satisfying too.’


The Sea Witch spoke softly. ‘Of course, 
Aeolus, it’s time to think about hanging 
up the sword and finding a nice wench to 
settle down with.’


‘I’m not that old,’ the Sea Witch proclaimed 
boldly. ‘The three of you can visit my 
treasure vaults. You can take as much as 
you can carry, but I must warn you that 
some items are not to be taken and are 
well protected from the likes of you. Also, 
don’t set foot in the room that has a skull 
wrapped in a snake carved into the rock 
above the doorway. In there lies things 
that shall never see the light of day again. 
Over the many years I have lived I have 
collected a great many artefacts, mostly 
from people who were using such things 
for great evil. Those items will remain in 
my vaults. Death lies in that room. You 
have been warned.’


‘What about the girl?’


‘Ah,’ sighed the Sea Witch. ‘The reason you 
have risked your lives coming here. Fear 
not, young Elenora will be waiting for you 
outside the vaults.’


‘And these two?’ Raven was referring to 
Hacksaw and Orchid.


Cove sighed. ‘You will not see them again.’


‘You’re going to execute them?’


The skull mask angled slightly as the Sea 


Witch peered down at the prone body of 
the Amazon warrior. ‘I would not worry 
about their fates, Aeolus. Be concerned 
more with your own future. You and 
your sailor friends do not want to feel my 
wrath.’


There followed a moment’s silence, 
eventually broken by Noakes. ‘Excuse me, 
but why did you kidnap... I mean why 
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did your Harpies take the merchant’s 
daughter?’


‘For her life-force.’


Noakes blinked. ‘You mean you’ll turn 
into a thing like what you did to that 
murderer?’


‘Yes,’ answered Cove, quietly.


‘That’s...’


‘Monstrous,’ finished Conar.


‘Indeed,’ agreed the Sea Witch. ‘I can suck 
the energy from whatever I want, although 
I gain nothing from creatures of evil and 
chaos, nor undead beings. That murderer’s 
energy was my first in some time, but 
it wasn’t enough to prevent the aging 
process. To stay young I must consume the 
energy of the innocent and children are 
the best source of innocence around. That 
Demon cursed me well, don’t you think?’


The three adventurers did not answer.


‘Oh yes, it cursed me well. It took me a 
short time to realize how I could stop my 


body from aging, but the horror of it... the 
horror...’ Her voice drifted off. ‘Maybe I’m 
a coward, but I have no intention of having 
my soul tormented for all eternity and so 
from time to time I take what I need from 
a child. I send the Harpies out to fetch 
children every now and again as I can’t 
take too many from the villagers or the 
headhunters here as that... well, that might 
complicate my position here.’


The golden mask angled again, now 
looking straight up. ‘The gods have long 
deserted me and so I get by as best as I can 
and thus I have withdrawn from affairs 
on Titan to dwell here on this island as the 
ruler of these people.’


Again there was silence in the air.


Orchid began to murmur on the ground. 
The Sea Witch snapped her fingers twice 
and the prone body of Orchid and the 
transfixed form of Hacksaw disappeared 
from the Chamber of Judgment.


‘They’re in the dungeon now.’ Cove turned 
and pointed towards the fallen bodies of 
the guards that Hacksaw’s spell had struck. 
‘The Black Elf killed them, you know. Two 
of them had families. They will demand 
their blood.’


‘Will you give it to them?’ asked Raven.


The Sea Witch did not reply.


‘I said...’


‘Our time together has come to an end,’ 
announced Cove. She pointed at Noakes. 
‘Do not set foot in the room marked by the 
snake-entwined skull above the entrance.’


She clicked her finger once.


Noakes vanished.


Twice.


Conar disappeared.


‘Wait,’ said Raven. ‘How do I know you’re 
not just sending me to a dungeon or 
worse?’


‘You don’t,’ came the matter-of-fact reply. 
‘But, my dear Aelous, contrary to the 
beliefs of the Amazon or the Black Elf, I am 
not a thing of evil. You may think of me as 
an abomination, and Titan knows I think it 
myself most days, but in the back of mind 
there is a voice that still quietly shouts: “I 


Aelous Raven and the wrath of the sea-witch Fiction
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am Io of the Silent Falls, the greatest mage 
to ever serve the side of Good”. That voice 
keeps me sane. For despite the horror I 
must suffer to avoid the Pit, the Demon 
I banished all those lifetimes ago would 
have turned Titan into a playground for the 
denizens of the Pit. I never once regret the 
sacrifice that my brother and I undertook 
that night. Not once. I am not bitter and 
vengeful. I have no plans to conqueror 
Allansia, or even Titan itself, although I’m 
sure I could if I wanted to. No one could 
stop me. The gods themselves would have 
to intervene. Anyway, I just wish to be left 
here in peace and have no questions asked 
why children occasionally disappear from 
time to time. So you and your sailor friend 
can take the girl and whatever treasure you 
can and be on your way. You have until the 
sounding of a gong.’


She clicked her fingers for a third time.
Raven vanished.


***


The three adventurers 
found themselves in a vast 
cavern surrounded by 
precious stones, coins of all 
denominations, jewellery, 
statuary and countless other 
objects that dazzled and 
sparkled in the torch light 
that illuminated the area.


‘Unbelievable,’ whispered 
Noakes.


‘Magnificent,’ said Conar.


Behind them, Raven saw a 
closed wooden door that was 
likely the way in and out of 
the vault, as to the left and 
right of their position was 
a doorway carved into the 
rock face. Both doorways 
were open, but the one to the 
left had a skull wrapped in a 
snake above it. The doorway 
to the right had only a skull 
carved above it.


‘Right then, gentlemen,’ began Raven. ‘The 
Sea Witch said we can take as much as we 
can carry, so let’s get to it. Now, can I offer 
some advice?’


‘Of course,’ answered Conar.


‘Remember that whatever we take will go 
back to the ship.’


‘The Storm Giant,’ confirmed Noakes.


‘Yes, back to the Storm Giant.’
‘And?’


‘The others will see what we bring.’


‘Ah,’ said Conar, as he realized what Raven 


was getting at. ‘They might want to help 
themselves to a bit of it.’


‘Greed tends to do that to people.’


‘So, master-thief,’ began Noakes as he 
scanned the room once more. ‘What is your 
advice?’


‘See if you can find something to carry stuff 
in and don’t take more than you can carry 
within reason. Trust me, in my early days 
I lost treasure here and there from trying 
to carry off more than I could feasibly 
manage.’


‘Makes sense,’ agreed Noakes. ‘How long 
do we have to plunder? Did the Witch 
say?’


‘Yeah,’ confirmed Raven. ‘She said until the 
sounding of a gong.’


The three men looked at each other in a 
moment of silence.


‘Best get started, then,’ announced Conar 
and immediately the men ran off in 
different directions.


Raven started to look around for 
something to carry treasure in. His eye of 
experience spotted several chests, but they 
were too cumbersome to think of using. 
The piles of untold wealth that surrounded 
him were truly astounding, but for Raven 
and his decades of treasure hunting he 
didn’t let his mind wander from a basic 
plan: take things of great value. He knew 
that the two sailors would be seeing 
everything as worth having, but of course 


how would they know true value in a 
dungeon’s treasure trove?


Raven found a knapsack and started to 
add things to it. A few pieces of exquisite 
jewellery and a diamond-inlaid  dagger, 
a few handfuls of gems that wouldn’t go 
amiss either. Lying against the foot of a 
marble satyr statue was a stunning ruby 
ring. Raven picked it up, clenched his fist 
tight and started to feel the ring against 
his flesh. He had a feeling of unease come 
over him; magic. He dropped the ring there 
and then. Of course the ring could be a ring 
of good fortune or a ring of a thousand 
curses. Better take non-enchanted items 
from this place.


At some point, Raven found himself 
close to Conar, who was wearing a lot of 
jewellery and had a medium-sized chest at 
his feet. The sailor was actually looking at 


a statue of a man with a 
telescope to his eye. As 
Raven drew close to the 
sailor, he realized it was a 
statue carved from rock.


Conar turned to him. 
‘This is a pretty lifelike 
statue, don’t you think?’


Raven nodded. He ran 
a hand over the surface; 
solid rock. His eyes 
followed the direction 
of the telescope. It was 
aimed square at the door 
with the image of the 
snake-entwined skull 
above it. A door that 
Noakes was heading 
towards, carrying a large 
sack of treasure over his 
shoulder.


A snake, a skull and a 
statue made of solid rock.


Raven suddenly realized 
the danger that the sailor 
was heading towards.


‘Noakes,’ he cried out. ‘Don’t go in there! 
Don’t go through that doorway!’


The sailor turned and waved back. ‘I’m 
just going to look and see what’s in there. I 
won’t take anything.’


‘You’re a dead man,’ muttered Raven as 
he watched Noakes disappear through the 
doorway and out of sight.


‘Why?’ asked Conar. ‘What’s in that room 
that can kill him?’


‘That isn’t a statue,’ answered Raven, 
pointing back at the Telscope Man. ‘It was 
a man. He was petrified.’


TO BE CONTINUED l
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he first book in the Fighting 
Fantasy series is a good old 
fashioned dungeon crawl where 
you need to collect a number 


of specific keys in order to win. It is fairly 
well designed; the beginning sections are 
easy to map and the enemies are rather 
weak. As you progress, the difficulty 
increases nicely: the mapping is more 
complex and the monsters become more 
difficult. The main issue with the book 
design is that you need to defeat the Iron 
Cyclops. Adding an alternate method to 
defeat the Cyclops without resorting to 
combat would have been much better, 
allowing you to complete the book with 
virtually minimum stats. As the flagship 
title however, The Warlock of Firetop 
Mountain stands on its own two legs and 
provided a base for the series to grow. 
This walkthrough is intended to provide 
a path with minimum risk i.e. the true 
path. I recommend choosing and using 
the two parts of the Potion of Fortune 
immediately to increase your luck stat. I 
also recommend getting the shield to give 
you the best possible chances against the 
Cyclops (the greatest statistical challenge 
of the book). Really helps if you have 
decent skill and stamina/luck scores. This 
is because you will need to fight a skill 
10 stamina 10 Cyclops, but also because 
you have very few opportunities to heal 
your stamina throughout this adventure. 
Remember you can only eat when 
instructed and only eat one meal at a time.


Champskees rating (out of 10)
Gamebook Design: 7 (good)
Gameplay Difficulty: 6 (moderate)


Part I: Entrance to Firetop Mountain
• Go west.
• Test Luck. Fail = Fight skill 6 stamina 5 
Orc.
• Go north.
• Open door.
• Open box.
• Fight skill 5 stamina 5 Snake.
• Take Bronze Key ‘99’ (+1 luck).
• Investigate the hideous din.
• Draw your sword & leap forward at 
them.
• Fight skill 5 stamina 4 Orc. (+1 Attack 
Strength for this fight).
• Fight skill 5 stamina 5 Orc. (+1 Attack 
Strength for this fight).
• Open box. 
• Learn Di Maggio’s Dragonfire spell.
• Go west.
• Investigate.
• Attack them both.
• Fight skill 7 stamina 6 Orc Chieftain.
• Fight skill 5 stamina 3 Servant.
• Smash the lock with your sword. Take d6 
stamina damage.
• Take 25 Gold Pieces, Potion of Invisibility 
and Black Glove.
• Go northwards.
• Walk on.
• Open the door to investigate.
• Try to force it open.
• Test Skill. 
• If successful:


◊ Take Shield (Whenever hit, Roll d6. 6 = 
Take 1 less stamina damage).
◊ Leave Glove behind.


• Ignore the room and continue up the 
corridor.
• Right lever.
• Turn east.
• If low on stamina, eat on bench (+6 
stamina, +1 skill, -1 Food).
• Go east.
• Go east.
• Open door.
• Try to take the jewel with you.
• Fight skill 10 stamina 10 Iron Cyclops. 
(use luck points to deal extra damage, 
shield to reduce damage taken).
• Take Eye of the Cyclops and Key ‘111’ 
(+3 luck).
• Fight skill 7 stamina 6 Barbarian. 
• Note that you can escape here if you 
wish (2 stamina Damage).
• If you kill the Barbarian: Take Mallet & 
Stakes.
• Go straight through the room.
• You can eat a meal here if you wish.
• Leave through north door.
Part II: The River
• Ring bell.
• Pay boat guy (-3 Gold Pieces).
• Open large timber door (2 stamina 
damage).
• Jump to your feet and charge them with 
your sword.
• Fight skill 7 stamina 6 Zombie (+2 luck). 
Remember to use your shield if hit.
• Fight skill 6 stamina 6 Zombie.
• Fight skill 6 stamina 6 Zombie.
• Fight skill 6 stamina 5 Zombie. 
• Go over to the dead body in the 


northeast corner.
• Choose Sword and Gold Pieces from the 
dead body (+1 luck, +1 skill).
• Take Magic Sword (+2 Initial skill, +2 
luck). 
• Take 10 Gold Pieces.
• Leave via the west door.
Part III: The Maze
• Go north (366).
• Go through opening in north wall (89).
• Search first body. 
• Take 5 Gold Pieces (+1 luck).
• Tiptoe through the room northwards. 
• Press on.
• Press on forward (48).
• Go east (391).
• Check for secret passages as you walk 
northwards (362).
• Go through secret door in the west wall 
(175).
• Walk to the crossroads (267). 
• Go north (312).
• Go north (54). 
• Go through the door (179).
• Fight skill 9 stamina 9 Minotaur. Use 
luck as much as you want and shield.
• Take 8 Gold Pieces & Red Key ‘111’ (+2 
luck).
• You can eat a meal here if you wish.
• Go south (308).
• Go south (160).
• Go south (246).
• Go north (329).
• Go east (299).
• Go north (359).
• Go west (385).
• Go north to the dead end (398).
• Push it.
• Climb through.
• Go north.
• Search you memory for another means 
of attack.
• The name ‘Farrigo Di Maggio’ means 
something to you (+3 luck).
• You may eat a meal here if you wish.
• Knock on the door and enter, greeting 
the old man courteously.
• Look through your pack for a weapon 
to use.
• Use the Eye of the Cyclops.
• Use keys (111+111+99 = 321)
• At least a thousand Gold Pieces, 
diamonds, jewellery, rubies and pearls are 
in the chest. You also find the Warlock’s 
spell book. With this book, unlimited 
power is yours and the safety of your 
return to the village is ensured. Or 
you could remain as master of Firetop 
Mountain... l


Recommended 


stats


The Warlock of Firetop Mountain


skill 10+
stamina 18+


luCk 8+
You begin with:
• 10 Meals.


• Take the Potion of Fortune. 
• Use the two parts of the luck potion 


immediately (+2 Initial luCk).


T
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Solutions of the Abyss







t the time of 
writing this 
article it has 
been over a year 


now and I still haven’t 
received my Kickstarter 
purchase, You Are The 
Hero by Jonathan Green. 
I know I am not the 
only one and Jonathan 
has kept us informed of 
progress – it must be a 
mighty task to undertake 
(especially with Ian and 
Steve breathing down 
your neck) – but come on, 
Jon – we want that book 
in our collections, not to 
mention the additional 
goodies. I would normally 
ask for my money back 
under the circumstances 
and go somewhere else, but 
I don’t have that choice. 
I so want to read it and 
own it, however, that I am 
prepared to remain patient 
in anticipation, especially 
since I get a mention and wouldn’t want to 
get erased!
   I don’t know about anyone else, but I 
have noticed a rise in original Fighting 
Fantasy art for sale lately. A year or so ago I 
told you about an original Martin Mckenna 
ink drawing I had acquired and I believe 
he still has some for sale. I am also still in 
touch with Gary Mayes for Rebel Planet, 
Star Strider and Robot Commando internal 
drawings. Tony Hough has lots for sale 
as well, along with Leo Hartas. I have 
contacted Alan Craddock for availability 
and prices on some of his pieces and I 
notice Peter Andrew Jones has the original 
cover of Sword of the Samurai for sale at 
£3000, though it was put up originally for 
£4500 a few months back. There are lots 
more out there if you dig, but you have 
to have some surplus cash to be part of 
that game. If I had the funds, this is the 
direction in which my collection would 
head. 
   Following some lazy time delving 
through the bowels of eBay last year, I 
acquired another hardback copy of The 


Fighting Fantasy Collector
Fightingfantasycollector.co.uk


by JAMIE FRY


The Warlock of the official website, and 
well-known collector of Fighting Fantasy 
materials, relates his comings and 
goings as the anniversary year came to 
an end...
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Above: EDGE magazine issue 183 (Christmas 2007) interview with Steve Jackson.
Below: Signed page of Steve Jackson’s The Tasks of Tantalon.







Fighting Fantasy collector Column
Tasks of Tantalon. I appreciate it isn’t strictly 
official Fighting Fantasy, but it’s nice to 
have in the collection all the same since it 
was signed by Steve Jackson as well. More 
or less at the same time I picked up a copy 
of the Christmas 2007 (no.183) edition of 
EDGE magazine, which contains a rare 
five-page interview with Steve Jackson. 
He talks of his journey through Games 
Workshop, Lionhead and being a lecturer 
in games design. He goes on to talk about 
his 1988 interactive telephone game F.I.S.T. 
and the scratch-and-slay Battlecards card 
game from 1993. Fighting Fantasy gets a 
regular mention, but the biggest revelation 
I didn’t know about previously was that he 
disliked the green spines! He thought they 
were hideous and would never take off. 
Oh, how wrong he was. To me the green 
spine is the epitome of the series. 
   Not something I recently acquired but 
realised I haven’t talked about it before 
is that the science fiction magazine SFX 
has a long Fighting Fantasy write-up and 
interview with Steve and Ian in issue 
160 (also from 2007). You can also find 
it still on the SFX website at http://bit.
ly/1ghUa3E in a text format.


   I do not have a lot to report from the 
app front other than to say that The Forest 
of Doom and Island of the Lizard King were 
launched by Tin Man Games and Sorcery! 
2 by inkle. In respect of the latter, I think 
they are onto something and I do really 
like how the game adds a new dimension 
to the playability. If no new books are 
going to come out in print I would be 
very interested if an official title only 
came out in this format. We can still look 
forward to Appointment with F.E.A.R. 
and Starship Traveller by Tin Man and of 
course Sorcery! 3 and 4 by Inkle. Tin Man 
are also promising to bring us something 
special when they re-launch the likes of 
The Warlock of Firetop Mountain,  The Citadel 
of Chaos, Deathtrap Dungeon, City of Thieves 
and Creature of Havoc. Whilst we are on 
software, it is also worth mentioning that 
you can pick up the original Eidos version 
of Deathtrap Dungeon for £4.99 on Steam. 
Don’t forget you can also download the 


Commando Kiwi adaptation of The Warlock 
of Firetop Mountain (Lost Chapters) on 
iTunes.
   I have always maintained there is always 
something new to discover and despite 
being around since the early nineties, 
I have only just discovered that Chris 
Achilleos produced a series of collectable 
trading cards based on his artwork. In the 
series you will find several pieces related 
to Fighting Fantasy and I own 4 of them so 
far in a limited edition format as follows:


• One Against Many; Warlock issue 12
• Wolfman; Warlock issue 8
• Dragonman; Warlock issue 6
• Orc Hero; The Trolltooth Wars – A 


Fighting Fantasy Novel


   The others you can collect are also other 
Warlock magazine covers and from Armies 
of Death, Space Assassin, Temple of Terror, 
Out of the Pit and Titan. Dragonspell, the 
most famous piece from the cover of Titan, 
can also be found as a poster, postcard 
and greetings card, along with some of the 
others in the different formats
   Since my last article I undertook to 
complete my collection of the re-released 
Advanced Fighting Fantasy material from 
Arion Games. I have now added the 
Blacksand poster, Sorcery! Spellbook, Heroes 
Companion and The Crown of Kings: Sorcery! 
Campaign. I believe the poster was a 
leftover from the Blacksand Kickstarter 
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campaign and interestingly the Sorcery! 
Spellbook is printed in the A5 format, 
which is true to the original in size with 
some minor additions for the revised 
system. On top of this, the Kickstarter-
funded and totally brand new Beyond 
the Pit finally arrived, adding 250 more 
catalogued monsters from the Fighting 
Fantasy bestiary. You can also pick up 
copies of the revised map of Titan from 
their website, which I am yet to collect. 
The only thing I would say against any of 
these is the quality of the publications and 
the attention to detail in the typesetting, 
but nonetheless worthy of a place in my 
collection.


   Now is the time of year when I update 
my checklist and price guide, so keep an 
eye out for the new edition. I strive one 
day to make it into a functional collectors’ 
app and/or publish a book along with 
photos. Since everyone is using Kickstarter, 
maybe that is the way forward. To finish, 
one of the most common requests I get is 
“when are Ian and Steve going to bring 
out a new book?”, Well, not until the 
40th anniversary is the answer and that 
is another eight years away! So, to keep 
you interested, mutterings of a board 
game being released were being picked 
up on the circuit, though not confirmed. 
However, I would look out for interactive 
audio versions of books if I were you. l







his very magazine (that’s 
Fighting Fantazine as a whole, 
not just this specific issue) 
has revived the practice of 


periodically bringing out new Fighting 
Fantasy adventures. It’s rumoured that the 
people responsible have even introduced 
such radical concepts as proofreading and 
playtesting [Ed - Oi!]. But have they also 
kept up the habit of incorporating some 
sub- (or not-so-sub-)textual message with 
practical applications in real life? Well, if 
they haven’t, Ed Jolley’s going to struggle 
to fill the usual two pages with musings on 
those messages, isn’t he?


Resurrection of the Dead


Spend the first day of this adventure 
specifically trying to acquire a weapon 
and you get nowhere. Go looking for a 
weapon again on the second day and you’ll 
be unsuccessful because you didn’t make 
the right connections the day before. Day 
three is likely to be equally unproductive 
as regards arming yourself, but that’ll be 
because you got slaughtered by the undead 
on the second night as a result of not 
having a weapon on you. 
Moral: The most direct approach isn’t 
necessarily the best one.


Shrine of the Salamander


In adventures that use the Sorcery! magic 
system, whenever you decide to use magic, 
you’re always given a selection of spells 
from which to choose. This can lead to 
some bizarrely inappropriate options being 
offered in situations where one specific 
spell is the obvious solution. Locked door 
in front of you? Well, there is an actual 
lock-picking spell, but that’s a bit obvious 
so maybe you’d prefer to create a strong 
wind instead. This adventure breaks new 
ground in inappropriate spell options, 
offering the opportunity to try and fight 
quicksand with quicksand. When you learn 
exactly how bad an idea that is, it won’t 
just be your heart that sinks.
Moral: Just because you can do 
something, it doesn’t automatically follow 
that you should do it.


Prey of the Hunter


I generally stay out of online discussions 
of gender politics, as they tend to get quite 
heated. Not quite as heated as the exchange 
of opinions on the topic that can occur in 
this adventure, though. Take sides in that 
one and you wind up shot in the head, hit 
with a penalty that decreases your chances 
of earning your ticket off-world before the 
homicidal maniac on your trail tracks you 
down and with increased odds of getting 
thrown into prison if you do manage to 
survive every other bit of trouble that 
comes your way. Even the most stringent 
forum moderators rarely get that harsh 
when intervening in flame wars.
Moral: You’re probably better off not 
sticking your nose into other people’s 
arguments.


In Search of the Mungies’ Gold


The howl of a Jib-Jib is a defence 
mechanism which frightens off predators 
too stupid to realise that it’s not the 
ferocious beast it sounds like. If you 
should disturb a Jib-Jib in the course of 
this adventure, the resultant howl prompts 
you to pack up and move away, worried 
about the attention it might attract. That 
is to say, you think the safest course of 
action is leaving the one spot in the vicinity 
that every savage beast within earshot is 
running away from. Clearly it’s not only 
the stupid predators that flee when the 
Jib-Jib howls.


Moral: Think before you act. The most 
obvious course of action isn’t always the 
smartest one.


Bones of the Banished


Traditions can help preserve cultures, 
providing means by which people 
groups can maintain their own unique 
distinctiveness and reinforce ties with 
bygone generations. But traditions can also 
contribute to the destruction of cultures 
if they encourage behaviour that’s not 
beneficial to the group as a whole. The 
Rite of Banishment, which mandates that 
following the unexpected death of a leader, 
the tribe must expel everyone best suited 
to protect it and provide for it so they can 
expose themselves to excessive risk in 
an attempt at qualifying to fill the power 
vacuum, is rather obviously one of the 
more harmful traditions. This becomes 
abundantly clear when the rite creates 
ideal conditions for Valgrek the shaman 
to seize control of the tribe and sell them 
down the river (or whatever the equivalent 
term is in a desolate region like the Plain 
of Bones). His betrayal shouldn’t come as 
much of a surprise: among adviser-to-the-
chief-types such as shamans, viziers and 
civil servants, treachery is practically a 
tradition.
Moral: ‘It’s traditional’ is not always a 
valid reason for doing something.


Everything I Need to Know I Learnt from 
Playing Fighting Fantazine Mini-Adventures
Time to go digging for nuggets of sub-text in the pages of this very magazine! The ‘Everything 
I Need to Know’ column gets stuck into the mini-adventures of Fighting Fantazine with some 
interesting results...


by ED JOLLEY


T
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Return to the Icefinger Mountains


Few really incidental characters have 
attracted as much attention as the Orc 
killed by the Snow Witch in Caverns of 
the Snow Witch to illustrate the power she 
wields from beyond the grave. His part 
in the story takes up less than a third of 
a paragraph and he never interacts with 
the hero. If Caverns were dramatised, 
the actor playing him wouldn’t merit a 
mention in the credits. And yet, on account 
of being depicted on the front cover of the 
Puffin edition of the book, he’s a lot more 
noticeable and memorable than many 
of the more significant characters in the 
book. Skip forward thirty-odd years to 
the sequel and at last this Orc gets to play 
a more prominent part in an adventure... 
as a bog-standard Zombie who, despite 
the melodramatic prose used to describe 
the encounter, is unlikely to even mildly 
trouble anyone who’s got far enough to 
face him. Not really worth waiting for, was 
it?
Moral: Even if you do get your 15 minutes 
of fame, there’s no guarantee that you’ll 
be able to do anything worthwhile with 
them.


Hand of Fate


‘It never hurts to expect an ambush at 
every turn.’ That’s practically the last thing 
you say to yourself before allowing one 
of Titan’s more pathetic minor villains 
to ambush you. As if to drive home the 
point, your failure to expect that particular 
ambush winds up hurting a lot. You get 
bludgeoned into unconsciousness, one of 
your hands is sawn off and, perhaps worst 
of all, you end up saddled with a sidekick 
even more annoying than the worst of the 
tiresome companions Ian Livingstone was 
wont to force upon his readers.
Moral: Ignore your own advice at your 
peril. l


Escape from the Sorcerer


You are one of several dozen Alkemisian 
troops captured by the villainous Kreshnel 
and you’ve decided to try and escape. And 
it only took a month (and the execution of 
all your fellow captives) for you to think 
of making a bid for freedom. It’s not even 
as if all that time and all those lives were 
spent formulating a reliable plan – you 
haven’t actually got any further than, ‘I 
should try to escape.’ Just what have you 
been doing for the past four weeks? Did 
none of the other prisoners try to organise 
a mass breakout while there were still 
a decent number of you alive? If this is 
typical of the calibre of your average 
Alkemisian soldier, it’s no wonder you got 
taken prisoner in the first place. Kreshnel’s 
men probably had you all disarmed, tied 
up, dragged to his lair and slung into the 
cells long before it dawned on any of you 
to try hitting them with your swords.
Moral: Don’t get into the habit of leaving 
important tasks to the last minute.
(Given my relationship with deadlines, 
the Editor will be amazed that I could type 
that moral with a straight face.)


Queen of Shades 


Faced with the threat of supernatural 
vengeance unless you put the Mirror of 
Iltikar back in the tomb from which you 
took it, you may decide to try and get the 
mirror back from Shar-kali-Sharri, the 
merchant who bought it. This requires 
you to deal with his serpentine servant, 
who hypnotises you into revealing your 
true intentions. Oddly, your companion 
is appalled to hear you blurting out what 
you were going to say anyway. But her 
reaction isn’t as strange as that of Enno 
the minimite. Having heard you admit to 
wanting to return the cursed mirror before 
its spectral protectors kill everyone who’s 


laid hands on it, he claims that you’ve just 
confirmed his suspicions that you’re up 
to no good. If he considers you a villain 
for trying to save him and his boss from 
certain doom (admittedly as a side-effect 
of saving yourself, your partners, and your 
friend’s pet monkey, but still…), surely it 
can’t be long before he tries to get the City 
Guard to arrest him and his colleagues 
for loitering with intent to protect their 
employer. And then reports the guards for 
coming to Shar-kali-Sharri’s assistance.
Moral: Life will be less stressful if you 
don’t automatically assume the worst of 
everyone you meet.


Vengeance at Midnight


One of Titan City’s more prominent 
millionaires is enjoying a quiet drink 
in a pub when in bursts disgruntled 
ex-employee-turned-supervillain The 
Warlock, firing energy bolts and generally 
making a nuisance of himself. Moments 
later, renowned do-gooder vigilante the 
Silver Crusader joins the fray and things 
get a little odd. Somehow the Crusader 
winds up attacking both villain and 
victim, and the two of them put aside 
their differences, if only for the moment, 
and join forces in fighting against the 
superhero. Why the millionaire chooses to 
assist his assailant and risk getting beaten 
to within an inch of his life and arrested 
rather than just shouting something like, 
“Thank goodness you’ve arrived to save 
me, Crusader!” or even, “Stop hitting 
me! That’s the bad guy!” is unclear, but 
it does prove that you don’t need to be 
particularly smart to make a fortune these 
days.
Moral: Try to clear up misunderstandings 
before the situation deteriorates further.


Everything I need to know Article
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On the First day of Watching, Baron Sukumvit 
orders the doors of his Deathtrap Dungeon in 


FANG to be opened…


Over the years, hundreds of intrepid 
adventurers have entered the dungeon, pitting 


their skill and wits against the fearsome 
monsters and deadly traps within...
None have ever been seen again…


Prize = 25,000 Gold Pieces


Individual or party entries accepted.


Will you be the one who triumphs where so 
many others have failed?


Will you emerge to be hailed as the victor in the 
Trial of Champions?


Rav, Marcellos and Silverarm arrived 
in Fang, where they were welcomed by 
Baron Sukumvit himself. The Heroes’ 
glory and fame preceded them and as 
such they enjoyed much opulence and 
pageantry. They all spent the night in one 
of the Baron’s magnificent suites, enjoying 


hree of the Heroes of Titan – Sir 
Marcellos (Human Fighter), 
Silverarm (Dwarven Cleric) 
and El Ravager (Human 


Fighter) flew atop their mounts – magical 
PEGASUS – above and across the 
Moonstone Hills and over the Pagan 
Plains, westward to Stonebridge. For they 
had heeded the call of the dwarves that 
the number of HILL TROLLS around their 
borders was increasing. But Sindla works 
in mysterious ways, and the Goddess of 
Fate had other plans. For as they set their 
PEGASUS down to rest near a stream 
in the quiet hills north of Chalice, they 
happened upon a caravan of humble 
merchants. The merchants were also on 
their way to Stonebridge and the Heroes 
were surprised that the merchants were 
not fearful of the HILL TROLLS amassing 
around Stonebridge. The merchants told 
of a fierce battle a few days ago, east of 
Stonebridge, where a lone Dwarf wielding 
what must have been Gillibran’s hammer 
wiped out an entire advance WAR-TROLL 
party! The story referenced the battle 
where Stubb the Dwarf and Tetra perished 
– and El Ravager survived (see “The Spell 
of Death” in issue #12). Regardless of the 
accuracy of the merchants’ tale, it did seem 
true that the dreaded but dim-witted HILL 
TROLLS now believed that Gillibran’s 
hammer had indeed been found. The Trolls 
feared the magical power of Gillibran’s 
hammer and as such, the threat upon 
Stonebridge had also declined... for now.
   With this comforting news imparted, 
the merchants asked perhaps whether 
the party was heading to the TRIAL OF 
CHAMPIONS. Being the 30th Day of Fire, 
two days before the renowned event, the 
Heroes decided to waste no time and 
used their PEGASUS to head north-east 
to Fang to test their skill and wits in the 
most infamous and deadly dungeon in all 
of Allansia. The merchants showed them a 
parchment which advertised the Trial:


“TRIAL of CHAMPIONS”
Heroes Wanted!


the best food and wine Fang had to offer. 
Rav even negotiated with the Baron to not 
have any taxes and charges levied on any 
of their purchases in Fang. Sir Marcellos 
had a great time signing autographs for 
his adoring public. The shy fighter (NOT!) 
got groomed, clipped and pampered, 
and even had portraits made up of him! 
Silverarm did some recruiting for new 
party members, as well as entertaining 
some of Baron Sukumvit’s staff with some 
Dwarven prayers and minor magic tricks. 
The three new party members were Garry 
Greensleeves, Fingers McShifty and Zan.
   Garry Greensleeves was from the Silent 
Wood, east of Stonebridge. The hundred-
year-old Elf had travelled alone to Fang on 
foot, an impressive feat in itself. Hearing 
the Heroes were in town, he organised a 
meeting with them through the dungeon 
official, Zaragan. The party immediately 
took a liking to the Elven Ranger, who 
had no fear of competing in the Deathtrap 
Dungeon. As they had worked with an 
Elf before (Alexa), they had no doubt that 
Garry would be a useful ally.
   Fingers McShifty was a 28 year old from 
the Dwarven community in the city of 
Anvil. Unashamedly a Thief by trade, 
she was a new breed of roguish Dwarf 
who believed in gaining her wealth 
and fame through more surreptitious 
means, as opposed to the gruelling work 
that was associated with mining for 
gems. Being that Deathtrap Dungeon 
inherently involved a dungeon and traps, 
McShifty fitted the bill perfectly given 
her Underground Lore and Rogue skill 
specialties. And what better way for 
Fingers to amass incredible wealth rapidly 
than with a heavy-hitting armguard that 
was Rav-Marcellos-Silverarm!
   Zan looked very familiar to the Heroes 
from Kallamehr. And the twenty-seven-
year-old’s story kept the Heroes listening 
for hours. Zan had travelled all the way 
north from his homeport of Kallamehr to 
Fang for one reason. He knew that one 
day the Heroes of Kallamehr would enter 
the Trial of Champions. For two years he 
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had lived in the Chiang Mai province as a 
fisherman, as well as practicing his art as 
a fighter, each year hoping that the Heroes 
would arrive, until finally... they did! When 
asked whether they had seen him before, 
Zan explained he was the older brother 
of Dappa the Dash, the young wizard 
who helped the party defeat the Riddling 
Reaver. Zan spoke of his honour in joining 
the party and of Dappa and Lady Carolina, 
who were both well.
   And so it was that the Heroes’ numbers 
had grown to six... and were aptly 
christened the “Six-Pack” by Marcellos.
   After much fanfare and ceremony, the 
Six-Pack entered Deathtrap Dungeon 
to begin the Trial of the Champions. 
Silverarm obtained a special key, which 
opened a box to reveal their first clue: 
“GET NO MESS”. The team then 
proceeded very cautiously into the 
dungeon, with Fingers leading – and 
using her Detection skills on everything 
and anything. Zan got his first taste 
of action and joined Marcellos in 
defeating three wild, club-wielding 
NEANDERTHALS. Unfortunately 
for Zan, he later tried on a 
rat-skull wristband one of the 
NEANDERTHALS was wearing. 
It was cursed and resulted in 
two Skill points lost.
   With Rav mapping, the 
party then successfully 
crossed a 12-pole trap, 
thanks to Fingers’ trap 
knowledge and the 
use of one of the dead 
NEANDERTHAL’s bodies 
to set off the traps. Rav and 
Marcellos then combined 
to eliminate some hapless 
HOBGOBLINS as Fingers 
rummaged through the bag 
they were fighting over. Zan’s 
luck continued to worsen when 
he rang a BELL OF QUAKING 
that caused 4 points of Stamina 
damage. The Heroes soon emerged 
into a large Ccavern that housed a 
gigantic polished human idol flanked 
by two large winged birds. Fingers 
used her Agility to climb up and reach 
the two fist-sized emeralds that served as 
the idol’s eyes. One of them exploded in 
a poisonous cloud of mist as she tried to 
pry it free. Surviving that, she successfully 
removed the other and it fell safely into 
Greensleeves’ waiting hands.
   The WINGED GUARDIANS sprang into 
action, just as Rav and Marcellos predicted, 
and the battle was on. Fingers jumped 
from the idol into Greensleeves’ arms, but 
was then attacked by one of the swooping 
birds. Silverarm was also knocked down 
after a boulder she launched missed its 
winged target. The Dwarven Cleric then 
cast an Elemental Dome of Metal and 
encased herself and Zan safely inside. 


Garry Greensleeves had a bad start when 
his bow string snapped while trying to 
fire off an arrow (a critical miss). The 
Guardians attacked fiercely, their stone 
bodies reducing any damage inflicted 
against them. However, the combined 
might of the heavy-hitting Rav and 
Marcellos was enough to bring the birds’ 
frenzy to a shattering halt! Greensleeves 
kept the massive emerald, as the party 
determined that collecting gemstones (the 
unscrambled word from GET NO MESS) 
was vital to the Trial’s success.
   The Heroes then ventured deeper into 
the dungeon. Silverarm couldn’t help 


herself and 
stormed 
into one of 
the empty 
rooms, in 
spite of 
Marcellos’ 
constant 
warnings 
that 
“nothing 


good 
shall 


come 
of 


this…” He was right. The door magically 
closed itself and a voice boomed out and 
the room began to fill with water. The 
others’ efforts to open the door were 
futile and it wasn’t until Silverarm cast 
her powerful Force Bolt that she escaped 
a potentially watery tomb. Unfortunately 
for Rav and Marcellos, they were on the 
other side of the explosive Force spell and 
suffered splintering damage as the heavy 
wooden door exploded from within!
   The Heroes then came upon a rope 
hanging from the ceiling above a large 
pit. McShifty’s keen eye detected that the 


rope had been tampered with and would 
snap if swung on... yet another trap in the 
deadliest of dungeons! Heading back the 
opposite way, the passage led to a dead 
end in the form of a full-sized mirror. 
Fingers began to investigate the mirror 
for a secret way onwards but as she did, 
the team heard tremors and rumblings 
echoing through the corridors. Before 
anyone could ascertain what was going 
on, a giant ROCK GRUB burst through 
the dungeon wall! Heavy rock and rubble 
collapsed onto Silverarm as the beast 
chewed at her stocky body. Marcellos used 
his Boots of Speed to get into the action 
and Rav also cracked his sword into the 
grub’s toughened hide. Finally, Silverarm 
composed herself to cast yet another 
powerful Force Bolt and snap the neck of 
the behemoth.
   As the Heroes pondered their next move, 
Fingers examined the mirror more closely. 
Before she could say “Oh my Throff!”, her 
image began to transform before her. Her 
head swelled to the size of a pumpkin and 
her body became twisted and contorted. 
The pain rendered her unconscious. Rav 
dragged her away but was unable to revive 
the brave Dwarf, who seemed transfixed 
in her contorted state. As “Six-Pack” 
contemplated their next move, Marcellos 
heard more tremors from deep within the 
rock grub’s borehole. Marcellos, Zan and 


Greensleeves prepared themselves, and 
before Marcellos could say “nothing 


good will come of this” another 
ROCK GRUB burst from the hole 
to attack! Its mandibles pierced 
Zan and Garry, but Marcellos 
was the difference and finished it 
off by running his sword through 
the creature’s brain and spewing 
yellow ooze onto Zan! Yummy!
   Fingers finally regained 
consciousness but was permanently 
scarred by the Mirror of Ill 
Reflection’s curse. Healing herbs 
did nothing so McShifty drunk the 
Hobgoblin’s concoction she found 
earlier – but it burnt her gut like 
acid, causing further damage and 
making her spew blood! Yuk! As Zan 
began to lose his mind, breaking into 
a traditional Kallamehr dance, and 
Silverarm contemplated using a Spirit 


Journey spell to cross a wide pit, Rav 
bravely faced the mirror in an attempt to 
help McShifty.  Nothing seemed to work 
and he nearly became a victim of the 
mirror’s power himself. Marcellos, Garry 
and Zan briefly ventured into the Rock 
Grub’s borehole, but soon turned back. 
Eventually the party decided to investigate 
some of the earlier passageways that they 
had previously avoided. Though her Skill 
and Stamina had been depleted by the 
cursed mirror, Fingers McShifty still led 
the party, demonstrating the courage of 
the Dwarven people. Unfortunately, she 
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was ambushed by two ORCS! Using her 
agility, McShifty rolled out of harm’s way 
and allowed Marcellos, Zan and Garry 
to take down the berserker orcs! Zan and 
Greensleeves looted the bodies, upgrading 
their armour in the process, and then the 
contestants moved on.
   Entering another room, they made the 
grisly discovery of a Barbarian impaled 
on a board full of long spikes – it was 
one of the initial Deathtrap Dungeon 
contestants. McShifty reconnoitered the 
room for more traps while Zan darted in 
and out. Fingers found a small vial, which 
contained a Potion of Healing, as well as 
a silver goblet full of red liquid. Using her 
Detect skill, she revealed a booby trap. She 
tried to use the Barbarian’s lifeless body 
as a shield but when the dart went off it 
still managed to hit her arm, causing a 
vile poison to rush through her veins... 
she wasn’t having any luck at all! 
Silverarm couldn’t sense any magic 
from the goblet, nor its contents. 
McShifty was more cautious now, 
so she poured the goblet’s contents 
into the Hobgoblin’s flask for later 
investigation.
   Six-Pack then discovered a long 
coil of rope in another room. 
Unfortunately, another pit separated 
them from the valuable item (rope 
prices were high in those days). 
No worries for Ravager, who in 
his usual impulsive way, gulped 
down his Potion of Levitation 
and jumped over the pit, snatched 
the rope, then jumped back! His 
peers watched in awe as the great 
man did his thang! The group then 
quickly moved back to the original 
pit with the tampered rope. With 
Rav’s Levitation spell still active, he 
leaped over this pit with Marcellos 
holding one end of the rope. They 
looped the centre of the rope 
around one Six-Packer at a time, 
pulled tight, and showing off their 
huge muscles, Rav and Marcellos 
ferried each person across the 
chasm! Marcellos was last to cross. 
Tied to the end of the rope, he used 
his Boots of Speed to gather pace 
and with a mighty jump and even 
mightier pull from his team mates, 
he vaulted across, falling briefly 
into the pit but able to scramble up and out 
eventually.
   The passage ahead was narrow and 
long... it extended 40, nay 50 feet. The 
party discovered a room full of candles 
and stone statues. Marcellos recognized 
that one of the statues was the Knight 
who had entered the dungeon at the start 
of the competition! Rav said the room 
should be avoided and his advice was 
taken. A second room, this one containing 
a SKELETON WARRIOR seated on a stone 
chair, was entered. The Skeleton was fully 
armoured and held a piece of parchment, 
as well as a sword. Rav attacked and 
slashed at the Skeleton’s neck with his 


Sword of the Bat. The Skeleton Warrior 
animated to life and fought back. Marcellos 
and Zan joined in. Though the Skeleton’s 
bony mass and full body armour reduced 
the effectiveness of Six-Pack’s swords, 
they eventually reduced it to a pile of 
bones. Silverarm bagged the parchment, 
which warned of a MANTICORE lurking 
somewhere in the dungeon, while 
Ravager grabbed the Skeleton’s sword. 
Silverarm revealed the sword’s powers 
and it improved Rav’s attack strength and 
damage inflicted. Rav smiled a rare smile 
and then donated his replaced Sword 
of the Bat to Zan - (who didn’t even say 
thanks!)
   Six-Pack walked down into a filthy 


room full of rotten foodstuffs and spotted 
a trapdoor in the ceiling. Five GOBLINS 
were busy sharpening their swords 
in ambush. Marcellos climbed up and 
immediately pointed to his Tanglewood 
Goblin Crown, proclaiming himself the 
Goblin King (see “A Darkness Over Kaad” 
in issue #7). After much conjecture, the 
dim-witted Goblins agreed to a one-on-one 
duel to reclaim the crown. After Marcellos 
disposed of his challenger GOBLIN 
with a lazy three slashes of his Sword of 
Timakron, the remaining four goblins 
agreed to serve Goblin King Marcellos so 
long as they could give orders to the two 
Dwarves – Silverarm and Fingers! Rav 


wouldn’t have that, and after winning a 
wager with another of the Goblins, Rav cut 
him down, sheathed his sword and did an 
impressive Ultimate Package manoeuvre, 
which lock-grappled another Goblin. 
Marcellos then ran his sword through 
the backs of the other two Goblins. Rav 
finished the massacre by poking his 
subdued goblin’s eye out, then silenced its 
squeals by breaking its neck! Suffice to say, 
Silverarm, Garry and Fingers just stood 
with their mouths agape!
   The party moved on, with Rav mapping 
furiously, and they discovered a room 
with a skull on a plinth that had purple 
amethyst gemstones for eyes. Marcellos 
lassoed the skull and whipped it out of 
the room, avoiding a multiple dart trap 
which would have hit anyone in the 
room. Fingers bagged the valuable gem, 
giving the party two large gemstones – an 
emerald and now an amethyst. Could 
these be two of the gems required to 
successfully exit Deathtrap Dungeon? 
Fingers led the party into a mirrored 
corridor and took a glimpse at her 
disfigured state. Rav and Zan decided to 
try and smash the mirrors, but that only 
awoke a MIRROR DEMON with four 
heads and arms that let out a great wail 
and flayed about as it advanced on the 
two fighters. Rav backed off, then gave the 
Demon a taste of his new Skeleton sword 
(which he affectionately named “Rav 
Junior”). The Demon shrieked in pain and 
was repelled down the corridor. Before 
it could advance again, Rav used Zan’s 
morning star and shattered the remaining 
mirrors, sending the Demon back to its 
unearthly plane. Marcellos patted Rav on 
the shoulder and said “Well done”, but 
Rav just brushed it off in contempt of his 
colleague’s lack of action!
   Six-Pack then split into two groups in 
order to traverse up two flights of rat-
skull-lined staircases. Fingers bagged a 
shield on the way, while Silverarm helped 
her group avoid a rat-infested false step. 


Regrouping at the top of the stairwell, 
the party then moved through the cold 


dungeon passage until they came upon 
two slain orcs. Standing over them 


was Throm the Barbarian – another 
contestant in the dungeon. After 
exchanging pleasantries (although 
Throm thought Fingers was some 


sort of dog-beast named Mirror), Six-
Pack and Throm decided to continue 
through Deathtrap Dungeon together. Zan 
grabbed a note pinned to the wall warning 
him of the Trialmasters – much to the 
chagrin of the more experienced heroes, 
who remembered the last note that Tetra 
opened which had unleashed a Death 
Spell (see “The Frozen North!” in issue 
#11)! Eventually they came to a deep pit. 
Throm was now leading the party and set 
up his rope for the party to rappel down. 
Marcellos suggested tying each member 
separately and lowering them down more 
safely, but Throm scoffed at that! During 
the descent, Silverarm fell 40 feet and 
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Deathtrap Dungeon Chronicle of Heroes
landed on Garry and Rav! Sir Marcellos 
just shook his head in despair.
   A massive battle in a large, stalactite-
covered cavern was next. Silverarm held 
back and checked out a book shelf, finding 
a parchment and a Potion of Find Traps. 
Meanwhile, four stone-club-weilding 
CAVE TROLLS roared and barked in their 
foreign tongue at the advancing heroes. 
Rav whispered: “for Tetra” (alluding to 
her death at the hands of trolls in “The 
Spell of Death!”), while Garry unleashed 
a flurry of head-shot arrows. But the Elf 
wasn’t impressing anyone as they all 
missed! Throm got smacked around a bit 
but showed his courage and fearlessness 
by getting back up and fighting hard. 
Marcellos chimed in for some choice 
cuts but it was El Ravager who was the 
highlight. Armed with his “Rav Junior” 
he severed two of the behemoths’ arms 
and legs in a truly impressive display. But 
the most spectacular moment was still to 
come. As he joined Marcellos to engage the 
head Troll, Rav’s magical sword met the 
Troll’s stone club, resulting in a massive 
deep echoing clang – and unbelievably 
both weapons were destroyed. 
Rav Junior lay on the 
cavern floor, lodged 
halfway into the 
Troll’s stone club, 
which had broken in 
two!
   As Rav tried to 
comprehend the 
impossible, he got 
punched in the face 
by the Troll, but 
Fingers passed him 
Marcellos’ morning 
star and together with 
Marcellos and Throm, 
they toppled the last of the 
Trolls! Rav finished it off 
by crushing its skull deep 
into the earth! (Nasty). At 
the same time, Fingers and 
Garry were helping Zan move 
a boulder, which was covering 
a backpack. But it was a trap 
that released a number of heavy 
stalactites from the ceiling above 
them. Fingers rolled out of the way and 
then Greensleeves redeemed himself 
by grabbing the unsuspecting Zan and 
saving him from being crushed by the 
stalactites - bravo!. Unfortunately for Zan, 
the backpack was full of rocks, which 
strangely seemed to delight the warrior 
from Kallamehr – who seemed to be slowly 
losing his mind. He started writing cryptic 
messages on the rocks, like “Beware the 
Trailmasters” and “Zan will be killed”.
   As Six Pack + 1 continued their dungeon 
crawl, they came upon a fully armoured 
DWARF sitting on an elaborate chair. He 
was Thorgrim – one of the Trialmasters. 
He babbled on about the group joining 
forces, getting this far and having already 


met one of the other Trialmasters (?), but 
soon came to his point. One of the party 
needed to complete a test of their fighting 
skill. Throm bravely stepped forward, but 
conceded to Rav and Marcellos. Marcellos 
then conceded to Rav and handed him the 
Sword of Timakron in what was a moving 
gesture. Rav then entered the Arena of 
Death and had one minute to unscramble 
two anagrams, or he would face all the 
creatures in the arena. Within seconds, he 
had unscrambled the notes and yelled out 
“Minotaur”. A secret door opened and a 
large snorting MINOTAUR charged 
furiously into the arena. But the 
sight of it only 
caused 
Rav to 


reminisce about the time they encountered 
a Minotaur back in his hometown of 
Kallamehr and when a wizard named 
Hermione brutally severed its nose to 
retrieve a gold ring (see “The Riddling 
Reaver” in issue #2). Rav smiled wryly 
and with just a few swings of Timakron, 
the Minotaur’s lifeless body hit the straw-
covered floor.
   Thorgrim congratulated Rav, another 
secret door opened and the dungeon 
crawl continued. Marcellos used his rope 
to lasso another item, this time a barrel. 
Fingers checked it out and determined 
it safe and found a valuable white pearl. 
They now had 3 Gemstones:  amethyst, 
pearl and emerald. Rav tried to open a 


door that exited the room but the door 
was actually a MIMIC. While Throm’s 
axe and Garry’s arrows finally forced the 
Mimic to release Rav, it was not before Rav 
was punched repeatedly by the Mimic’s 
morphing fist! Greensleeves finished off 
the Mimic by dousing it in oil and setting it 
alight. Finally, Rav’s mapping determined 
that there were four long passageways 
remaining to be investigated. Would the 
adventurers ever find the way out and 
claim their 25,000-gold-coin prize? A glass 
pane separated them from hundreds of 
large insects that swarmed around a crown 
adorned with a diamond. As much as 
they thought they may need this precious 


gem, they dared not break the glass! 
A pool of water was revealed by 


Silverarm to be an underwater 
tunnel, so Rav dived in 


impulsively and emerged 
50 feet on the other side. 
Unsurprisingly, he found 


another passage with two 
doors and a grille in the 


floor. The passage opened 
ahead into a cavern where a 


dozen small creatures danced 
around a strange effigy. Rav 


ignored them and opened the 
grille. Searching the mud within, 
he found a brass bell and a 
grappling hook. Rav swam back to 
report his find.
   The rest of the party decided 
it would be too dangerous for 
all of them to swim through the 
tunnel, especially given that 
Silverarm and McShifty were 
Dwarves, who were not noted 
for their swimming prowess. 
So they decided to take the 
furthest passage. Fingers opened 
a door that revealed a room 
with a drape-covered cage. 
Marcellos put on his ‘lady’ voice 
and had a conversation with a 
woman calling herself Algaida, 
pleading from inside the cage 
to free her. But Rav said “nay”, 
deducing that a woman locked 
in a cage covered with a drape 
could only be one thing – a 


MEDUSA. They slammed the door shut 
and moved on. Throm and Silverarm then 
heard childish giggling ahead. Throm 
got spooked thinking the voices were 
ghosts, so Silverarm went in front. Two 
LEPRECHAUNS appeared, giggling and 
laughing, goading the party into follow 
them. Rav and Marcellos remembered 
the Riddling Reaver’s palace and the 
problems a Leprechaun caused them a few 
years back (see “The Riddling Reaver”), 
so the party decided not to proceed. 
Unfortunately for Silverarm, she realised 
upon exiting the Leprechauns’ passage that 
her Amulet of Fortune had disappeared... 
l







by DAN SATHERLEY


adapted from Fightingdantasy.blogspot.com


delicious-looking berry. Now, anyone 
who’s read my previous entries will know 
I hardly ever pass up the chance to eat on 
my adventures and with a lack of anything 
edible on my journey to date, I pigged in. 
Two more stamina points! Sweet!
   I then met a Ranger, who advised me 
that Willowbend was to the south and then 
west; I followed those exact directions, 
which happened to also be the way in 
which a Will ‘O’ The Wisp was travelling. 
Bad omen - it led me into a mudhole and I 
was soon back down to two stamina points.
   My next opponent was some slime. 
I noticed that one of the options - try a 
spell - led to paragraph 400. Hmmm... 
Out of interest I had a quick peek, but 
no, it wasn’t instant victory - it was just 
another paragraph. Jackson II really did do 
something different with Scorpion Swamp!
   Anyway, I beat the slime without taking 
a hit. Some Brigands soon approached, 
but a quick Friendship spell sorted them 
out. They recommended a tavern to spend 
the night at, which I did, gaining a measly 
two (two is always measly, even if I only 
have two to begin with) stamina points in 
the process - what was I sleeping on, the 
floor? Luckily a local wizard swapped me 
a stamina spell in exchange for my Unicorn 
horn. No, that’s not a euphemism.
   Now, I figured the trip home would be 
easy - I’d killed or befriended everything 
on my way to Willowbend. But something 
had happened - it wasn’t as easy to 
navigate back. Everything seemed a 
little different and some things - like the 
Scorpion horde and the Sword Trees - were 
back in full force. I would’ve killed for 
some stamina-regaining spells of the kind 
they must’ve had!
   I was particularly annoyed when after 
dispatching some Orcs, I was told their 
provisions were ‘too disgusting to touch’. 
Oh, really? Said who!? I even ate a defeated 
Thief’s cheese so my standards can’t have 
been that high.
   Eventually, I scrambled from the swamp 
with six stamina points left and completed 
my quest.
   Maybe I don’t hate Steve Jackson II after 
all..l
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corpion Swamp was the first of 
the Fighting Fantasy gamebooks 
to mess with the formula, to 
fix what wasn’t broke, the first 


to take drugs and experiment with its 
sexuality, so to speak.
   Firstly, magic spells. Magic freakin’ 
spells! The story is non-linear, allowing 
you to re-visit previous locations. Non-
freakin’-linear! There isn’t a single goal, but 
a choice of three, determined by your early 
choices in the town of Fenmarge. Three-
freakin’-quests!
   And you had no food, which just plain 
sucked and was almost the death of me on 
more than one occasion. If Homer Simpson 
had a supply of Power Sauce bars to help 
him to the top of the Murderhorn, the least 
Steve Jackson II could have done was given 
us a banana or something.
   Wait, Steve Jackson II? One of the little-
known things that elevates the Fighting 
Fantasy series above others is that the 
first book not written by co-founders 
Steve Jackson and Ian Livingstone was 
written by none other than... another Steve 
Jackson. 
   With the change 
in authorship came 
a change in style, 
obviously. One of the 
things that stood out for 
me were the amusing, 
pithy comments that 
often accompanied 
battles, usually along 
the lines of: ‘if you die 
here then maybe you 
shouldn’t have done 
such and such’ or 
implying your remains 
will become fertiliser. 
Much better than the 
boring old: ‘If you defeat 
whatsisface, turn to page 
x’.
   Anyway, I headed 
into the swamp armed 
with barely more than parchment and 
pencil in order to make a map for my boss, 
Poomchucker. Yes, Poomchucker. I had a 
choice of three wizards to serve: one good, 
one evil, and one ‘strange’ with the name 
Poomchucker. Well, that was a no-brainer...
   He wanted me to make a map, which 
was convenient because in the book’s 
introduction it said making a map was 
very important. So I entered the swamp 


(which was covered in ‘evil fog’ by the 
way, which amused me; I always thought 
fog had its good points, to be honest), and 
soon came across the Master of Wolves (no 
word on whether he danced with them). 
The option was there to fight and at this 
stage I was full of skill and stamina, so I 
thought ‘why not’. It was a tough battle. I 
took his Wolf Amulet and headed over to 
ransack his hut - magically sealed. ‘Damn’, 
I thought, ‘I have all these magic freakin’ 
spells’, but no, there was nothing I could 
do about it. Ah well.
   As I approached the swamp from the 
south, chances were that the town I was 
looking for, Willowbend, was on the other 
side, so I headed north. I needed food 
badly already - that wolf guy was pretty 
tough. Of all the rule changes, why the hell 
no damn food?! If I had the energy, I’d hate 
Steve Jackson II.
   One stamina spell and several leech 
bites later, I began to wonder why this 
Poomchucker guy couldn’t just go around 
the swamp to find his damned Willowbend 
himself.


   I next came across 
some trees wielding 
swords called Sword 
Trees. Barely defeated 
them, only to be told 
that I pocketed some 
of their seeds - why the 
hell would I bother? I 
can’t imagine for what 
purpose I’d need hostile 
swordfighting trees.
Next I came across a 
river, which I iced over 
using a spell, only for 
my bridge to crumble 
halfway across. Luckily 
I soon swept by a stone 
bridge, which I can only 
assume the ‘evil’ fog 
had prevented me from 
seeing earlier.
   I kept venturing north, 


killed a Unicorn and left a Giant Eagle 
in peace (I’d just killed one endangered 
species, I didn’t want to start on another). 
Then I fell into some quicksand, which 
knocked me down to two stamina points... 
the Wolf Amulet let me pass a bunch of, 
um, wolves, and the Giant I later chanced 
upon was just a big wuss who’d lost his 
hanky.
   Soon enough, I came across a big purple, 
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96 APPS
An absolute feast of new (and 
new-ish) gamebook apps are 
reviewed, with five alone from Tin 
Man Games including Gun Dogs, 
Zombocalypse Now and Island 
of the Lizard King, as well as 
Sorcery! 2 from inkle Studios and 
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Journey to Mount Darkness is the 
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Gun Dogs


Author Jamie Wallis   Publisher Tin Man Games   Price US$5.99
Web tinmangames.com.au   Published November 27th, 2013


ary Chalk returns 
to illustration 
gamebooks in this 
story of betrayal, 


mystery and servitude.
   The story takes place in a 
land known as the Empire of 
the Five Cities. This empire was 
formed after the recent War 
of Unification, but you are no 
supporter of the empire. Ever 
since the crime of not paying 
road tax has been punishable 
by public execution and your 
parents were victims of such 
a fate, you have been plotting 
to assassinate the emperor. 
However, someone in your 
group betrayed you and you 
were sentenced to the fate of 
being a gun dog. As a gun 
dog, you are sent on suicide 
missions as a servant of the 
emperor. However, you cannot 


G
just run off as you are also 
wearing a magical collar which 
will kill you if you try. This is 
the story of your first mission 
as a gun dog.  
   The name gives you a clue as 
to your methods. As well as a 
sword, you are equipped with 
a triple-barrelled gun, which is 
a very effective weapon against 
the various dangerous and 
bizarre enemies that you will 
face: goblins riding giant birds, 
huge crabs and even Lentican 
soldiers, who, despite being on 
the same side as you, seem to 
be hostile towards you.
   Tin Man Games has included 
more features with every 
release. This gamebook 
includes an interactive map 
of the area that the story takes 
place in, which also tells you 
your current location and 


where your encounters have 
taken place. Using this map, 
you can plan your journey and 
explore areas that you have 
previously not visited.  This 
makes it a lot easier to make 
sure that you do not miss a 
place.
   The system also includes 
skills – as well as offence, 
defence and vitality, you also 
have mental skill, which covers 
your general knowledge and 
your ability 
to spot things, 
and also 
physical skill, 
which includes 
your ability 
to perform 
physical tasks. 
As one of your 
weapons is a 
gun you also 
have a gun 
skill, which 
measures how good your aim 
is, and your reload skill, which 
measures how quickly you 
can reload. These skills can all 
be increased through magical 
items or improved equipment 
and this can give you some 
interesting tactical choices 
in combat revolving around 
whether you use your gun or 
your melee weapon.
   The gamebook revolves 
around your journey from 
the city of Lentica to Fort 
Wylde, in a remote, far-flung 
mountainous area. Your 
mission is to find out why 
communication with the fort 
has gone silent and, as you can 
expect, the reason for this will 
put your life in grave danger. 
You are given a wide range of 
routes to take and each route 
allows a chance for victory, 
giving the gamebook a good 
amount of replayability. There 


are also several locations to 
explore and factions to interact 
with. The gameplay is quite 
fair, with few instant deaths 
due to seemingly innocuous 
choices or dice rolls, and 
the final encounter is not 
overpowhelmingly deadly. 
This allows you to explore the 
empire and its various places of 
interest, rather than spend ages 
searching for that one narrow 
route. As you get further 


through the 
book, you also 
get the chance 
to uncover 
the mystery 
of Fort Wylde, 
which gives the 
story an extra 
dimension and 
allows it to 
grow beyond 
the simple ‘go 


somewhere and 
kill the evil wizard’ trope that 
many gamebooks have grown 
out of since their origins.
   Gary Chalk’s artwork is 
fabulous, as always. It is 
reminiscent of his Lone Wolf art, 
but with enough differences 
to give the Empire of the Five 
Cities its own style. The colour 
illustrations are dripping with 
detail and really bring the 
world to life.
   The ‘successful’ ending is 
not much of a success – your 
reward is simply a brief for 
another mission, which may 
be the hook for a sequel. And 
with such rich world building 
and backstory, there are several 
questions that need to be 
answered: are there any more 
threats to the empire?  Will you 
ever find out who betrayed 
you?  And will you ever escape 
the collar of being a gun dog?


STUART LLOYD


SPOILS OF WAR! Locked and loaded in Gary 
Chalk’s new fantasy world of the Empire 
of the Five Cities.
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you are able to explore almost 
every point in one visit. This 
is coupled with the feature 
that allows you to chat to 
virtually any individual in the 
text, whether they are crucial 
to the plot or not. This gives a 
great deal of depth to the city, 
and also makes it more like a 
real city than a place set up to 
give an adventurer some new 
encounters.  
   You choose your location 
by moving your figure across 
the extremely detailed and 
very gorgeous looking map 
of the city. This allows you 
to see where you are going, 
rather than picking a random 
direction from 
a list of text. 
The graphics 
and animations 
don’t just extend 
to the map, 
however. The 
spellcasting 
section involves 
moving letters 
across the sky 
until you come 
up with the 
three letter code that you want. 
The interface is different to 
the first book in order to make 
finding the right letter easier. 
Instead of having the letters 
arranged in a sphere, you just 
have to scroll horizontally 
through them until you get 
the right one. This makes the 


Author Steve Jackson   Publisher inkle Studios   Price US$4.99
Web inklestudios.com/sorcery   Published November 7th, 2013


thought that inkle 
had added a ton 
of stuff to the first 
Sorcery! App to 


improve it (the non-random 
combat, the hints at a greater 
story and the gorgeous map), 
but they broke all the barriers 
with the Cityport of Traps.
   The familiar stuff is still all 
there – you can still traipse 
around the sewers, get into 
trouble with the red eyes  and 
search for the lines to the North 
Gate spell. However, there 
has been much more added. 
Everything is bigger and 
more detailed, so that there is 
plenty for both newcomers and 
veteran players alike.  
   It is impossible to list 
everything that has been 
added, but things only alluded 
to in the book series get to be 
major plot points in the app 
version. Just who is in charge 
of Kharé, and what are they 
doing? You can find this out by 
joining flanker with a raid on 
the council building. Who or 
what exactly is trying to invade 
Kharé from the Baklands? 
Just what exactly does Lortag 
the Elder do? You can have a 
longer chat with him when you 
visit him. You get to find out in 
an explosive climax where you 
get to save the whole city.
   As well as having more 
locations to visit, the plan of 
the city has opened up, so that 


Sorcery! 2


I


process of spell casting a lot 
easier.
   The system of calling for aid 
from your god is different. In 
the book series, Libra was your 
god, and if you had to convert 
to a new god, you lost the help 
that she offered you, which 
would ultimately prove fatal 
in book 4. However, instead, 
you start with a spirit guide, 
and your gods can change. For 
example, I managed to follow 
both Slangg and Courga in an 
adventure, and both of them 
offered me some help at some 
point, as opposed to the book 
series, where no other god 
would offer you help. Where 
this is leading remains to be 
seen, but I expect that inkle 
have some big plans for this.
   Combat is similar to the 
previous app. Instead of the 
winner of a combat being 
determined randomly, you and 


your opponent 
secretly pick a 
number based 
on how much 
skill you have 
for a round. 
Picking 0 
allows you to 
block to reduce 
damage and 
also lets some 
skill restore. 
If you pick a 


number, then if it is higher 
than your opponent’s you win 
and they lose stamina and if 
it is lower, you lose and you 
lose stamina. Each round of 
combat comes with its own 
running commentary on how 
the combat went and what 
the opponent is planning 


on doing next. There 
are clues as to what 
number your opponent 
is going to pick based 
on descriptions in the 
text, and you should 
also think about the last 
number they picked. 
If they went high 
last round, then they 
won’t be able to go 
high this round. Also, 
different opponents 
have different tactics. 
Mindless monsters 
might charge in with 
their highest attack in 
the first round, whereas 
more intelligent 
characters will hang 
back a bit, to see what 
you do. This system 


removes the randomness from 
combat and allows for players 
to work out how to win, and 
also not have a game cut short 
through a set of bad dice rolls. 
You are allowed to increase 
your skill through the use 
of spells or special items. I 
managed to get a particularly 
fine sword for 40 gold pieces 
which made it very high, and I 
enjoyed completely destroying 
everyone in combat. There is 
also unarmed combat in Kharé 
– it works just like normal 
combat, except it is not to the 
death.
   There is also another test 
of skill, which is a game in 
Kharé called Swindlestones. 
It took me a while to get the 
hang of this game, but once I 
had worked out how to play 
it, it got quite addictive, and I 
started finding people to play 
against just so I could play it. 
You will end up playing it in 
the city, and most people play 
for high stakes. It was a good 
little sub game that added to 
the tension.
   There are many other things 
to explore, and although I 
covered almost all of the city, 
I did not get to do everything. 
In my playthrough, I managed 
to raid the council building, 
discover that Lortag the Elder 
is not as harmless as he first 
appears, explore the sewers 
(which actually have some 
useful items in), and also create 
my own spell which the cats 
of the city enjoyed. However, 
this just scratches the surface 
of what is possible. The ending 
has also been improved to 
provide an epic final conflict 
where you actually save 
the city using the power of 
the north gate, and a minor 
character from the paper 
version of the book gets a new 
twist as the villain.  
   Those of us who have played 
Sorcery! before are going to 
have hours of fun exploring 
the more detailed city of Kharé 
with its new extra scenes and 
new twists on old scenes. If you 
have never played the Sorcery! 
saga before, then you will have 
a treat when you get to explore 
this vivid and exciting fantasy 
city.  
   I’m looking forward to The 
Seven Serpents now. At the rate 
that inkle are going, it is going 
to be absolutely huge.


STUART LLOYD







in Man Games brings 
us their first sequel, 
following the events 
of its first book, 


An Assassin in 
Orlandes. Once 
again, there 
is mystery, 
intrigue and 
danger, not only 
to yourself but 
also to your 
parents and 
oldest friends.
   You play the 
same character 
as the hero in An 
Assassin in Orlandes and, like in 
that book, your character has 
much more depth than just an 
anonymous adventurer who 
wanders the wilderness looking 
for evil sorcerers to slay – here 
we meet your parents, your 
old friends and your future 
wife, as well as expanding on 
characters that have appeared 
in past books such as the 
Grand Duke of Orlandes and 
Medius the Cannibal. The 
Gamebook Adventures series is 
also building its world, as this 


Curse of the 
Assassin


T
book mentions the events of 
previous Gamebook Adventures 
titles.
   There is a mystery here as 


to who in your 
past is after 
you and your 
friends, and 
why. Whoever 
it is, they are 
very powerful in 
terms of magic, 
contacts and 
money, and also 
very evil – to 
the extent that 
their vileness is 


affecting the weather and the 
spirits of the land. The answer 
leads you back to something 
that you did many years ago...
   What stands out about this 
book is that the story and 
choices you make revolve 
around your relationships with 
other people. There is a lot 
more going on than dungeon 
crawling and wizard slaying. 
As well as discovering who the 
main villain is, and stopping 
him, you need to perform other, 
more personal quests. You can 


get rewarded for returning a 
dead friend’s belongings to 
his grieving parents, or by 
clearing the name of one of 
your companions. Your friends 
and family all get their moment 
to shine. Your companions are 
invaluable to your journey. 
Your fiancée saves your life 
in the nick of time, making a 
very good impression on your 
parents.
   The battles are all winnable 
and it is possible to increase 
your offence and defence as 
the story progresses. The app 
also utilises the recent feature 
(first seen in Temple of the Spider 
God) of being able to fight 
alongside a companion, making 
it possible to overcome stronger 
foes.
   In this book, Orlandes has 
several elements of myth and 
fairy tale. Your nemesis is 
poisoning the land and making 
the weather inhospitable for 
people, as if the world itself is 
trying to fight back. On your 
journey, you also meet spirits 
and minor gods who could 
help or hinder you in your 
quest. Most of the art here 
focuses on the characters you 
meet and the monsters you 
face. It mostly evokes a feeling 
of darkness and foreboding 
that permeates throughout the 
book. Nowhere is safe as nature 
seems to be turning against 
humanity.
   Replayability is high – as 
well as having many places 
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to explore, you also have the 
choice of tracking down one of 
your three former companions 
from your adventuring days. 
The search for each one 
leads to a different story and 
provides a different route to 
victory. There are also several 
places to explore in the set 
pieces, resulting in very 
different experiences with each 
playthrough.
   I will mention some changes 
that Tin Man Games has made 
to all of its apps in this column. 
Its levels of difficulty have 
changed; there are three. The 
hardest is Classic, where all 
of your stats are determined 
randomly and you have 6 
bookmarks. The next one up is 
Adventurer, where your vitality 
starts at 48 (maximum) and 
your fitness starts at 10 (not 
maximum, but quite high), and 
you have unlimited bookmarks. 
Finally, you have Casual mode, 
which is probably the way 
we all play paper gamebooks 
when things get frustrating. 
In Casual mode, your stats are 
determined randomly, but you 
are also allowed to go back to 
the previous paragraph, heal 
yourself, and unlock all the 
possible choices (which also 
allows you to skip combat). 
This is good for those of us who 
want to win easily, and also 
for working out what would 
have happened if we had done 
that really dangerous thing 
(after all, none of us can resist 
peeking at a paragraph – even 
if it’s one that leads to complete 
destruction). This has made 
me very happy, as I do not just 
want to play a gamebook in 
the regular way, but also flick 
through all the pages and see 
what could happen in other 
parts of the book. I think it is a 
good move for Tin Man Games 
to acknowledge and allow that 
most ubiquitous of gamebook 
traditions – cheating!
   If you complete the 
adventure, you manage to get 
yourself a happy ending... for 
a while. The epilogue sets itself 
up for another sequel, so keep 
a look out for another Assassin 
title in the future.
   Curse of the Assassin is a story 
of love and betrayal mixed with 
high adventure and is another 
great addition to the Gamebook 
Adventures collection.


STUART LLOYD
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same trials and tribulations 
that people normally do – food, 
water, politics and survival. 
Magic is present, but it is rare 
enough that it does not impact 
the workings of the world, 
which is very human-centric.
   In terms of gameplay, there 
are similarities between this 
game and Slaves of Rema. Just 
like in book 3, there are some 
battles that involve more than 
just dice rolling, 
but you always 
have options as 
to tactics you 
want to use. 
   Another great 
feature from 
Slaves of Rema 
appears in this 
book as well.In 
Slaves of Rema, 
your first choice 
determined 
your optimum 
route throughout the book 
later, leading to at least three 
very different stories. There is 
a similar situation here, where 
a choice about whether you 
decide to talk to or hide from 
a group of nomads leads to 
two different stories later on. 
Both could be described as 
optimum routes, but only if 
you make the correct choices 
that go along with those routes. 
This is a very clever system, 
as it means that there is more 
than one ‘true path’ and that 
no route is wrong as long as 
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ultans of Rema is 
the ninth Gamebook 
Adventures release 
and a sequel to Slaves 


of Rema, the third release in the 
series. In this book you play the 
same character, a soldier from 
Orlandes who, since escaping 
the Reman arena and saving 
the city of Bosque, has been 
given many honours, including 
the privilege of returning to 
Rema alone and undercover 
to complete a dangerous 
mission. The mission this 
time is to deliver a message 
from the Grand Duke, which 
will hopefully sway the ailing 
emir of the land into choosing 
a successor who will be 
sympathetic towards Orlandes. 
However, there are plenty of 
other people who would like 
to stop you, as they have their 
own ideas over who the new 
emir should be and that is why 
you are going alone, rather 
than going with a group of 
delegates.
   I have always been impressed 
how most of the stories in the 
Gamebook Adventures series 
incorporate a lot of detailed 
world building and politics into 
them, rather than just having 
a world where people live in 
isolated villages and wizards 
hang around in dungeons 
in the wilderness, waiting 
to be slain for their treasure. 
The people and countries are 
interlinked and go through the 


Sultans of Rema


S


you have made the correct 
decisions to go with it. In short, 
none of the book is wasted. 
This is a great advancement 
since the gamebooks of old 
where many routes, not matter 
how interesting or entertaining, 
would lead to your death and 
failure, which gave me a sense 
that the story there had been 
wasted. A particularly irritating 
version of this is if the wrong 
route also had a really cool 
magical item that made your 
life easier, but the right route 
did not, or did not let you use 
it.  
   Talking of cool magical items, 
it is possible to get plenty of 


them in this book. 
Also, this is the 
first Gamebook 
Adventures game 
that I managed 
to get an offence 
and defence of 
6 at the same 
time. I found a 
couple of really 
good magical 
swords – one 
had an offence 


of 6 and increases your fitness 
by 1, another has an offence of 
5, increasing you defence by 
1 and your vitality by 6.  You 
can also get other pretty good 
Arabian Nights-style magical 
items (but not all at once, 
leading to more replayabiliy 
in the book), such as a flying 
carpet, magic lamp or sandals 
of speed.  
   This is only a taste of 
what you could get as there 
are several ‘hidden’ paths 
that can only be discovered 
by experimentation and 
exploration. Options later on in 


the book give 
you a hint 
of what you 
are missing 
– there are 
several items 
that you 
could obtain 
and several 
things that 
you could 
know that 
the options 
mention, 
but which 
you may not 
know how to 
find earlier 
on, and while 
you could 


just use Casual mode and 
pretend that you do have all 
the items and information you 
need, it is still fun to discover 
these things.
   The writing definitely evokes 
an atmosphere of Arabian 
Nights and is full of its various 
tropes – djinn, deserts, strange 
creatures, nomads, harems, 
betrayal, wizards with weak 
points, riddles and much, 
much more. Oh, and since 
this is based on Arabian Nights 
(and we have all played Prince 
of Persia), I don’t think I’m 
spoiling anything when I 
say that the main villain is a 
treacherous vizier. It’s basically 
obligatory these days. Don’t 
worry, though -  there are 
plenty of twists and turns 
to keep you amused. The 
art is also very evocative of 
Arabian Nights, with several 
desert landscapes, pictures of 
classiccharacters such as djinn, 
exotic dancers and warring 
tribesmen, and the awesome 
pictures of a dragon-like 
orgon and an alien-looking 
sandstalker. 
   In terms of difficulty, you 
can find some very tough 
opponents, but you can also 
get some very powerful items 
to help you fight them, which 
means that the encounters are 
never too difficult. There are 
some instant-death paragraphs, 
but these can be avoided 
by thinking carefully about 
the situation that you are in. 
There are no instant deaths for 
not having a particular item. 
Rather, if you do not have a 
really important item, you 
are given a choice for what 
to do, which allows you a 
chance of survival, rather than 
automatically dying. There 
are also several items that 
you could use to get out of 
these situations, so it should 
always be possible to get them. 
In short, none of the deaths 
that you experience will feel 
particularly unfair.  
   Sultans of Rema is definitely 
a game where Arabian Nights 
meets high-adventure sword 
and sorcery. It is a game that 
will give you several hours of 
enjoyment.


STUART LLOYD
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his is Tin Man 
Games’ fourth 
conversion of a 
Fighting Fantasy 


book and the second to be set 
on Titan - Allansia to be precise.
   Now I am a big fan of Tin 
Man Games, having played 
almost all of their own games 
and all the previous Fighting 
Fantasy ones too, so I have 
been looking forward to this 
release. Being an app it’s easy 
to play anywhere (even at 
work!) and that’s why I have it 
on my phone.
   I don ‘t remember a lot about 
the original book (it was first 
released in 1984), but I do recall 
it being, shall we say, not one 
of the best FF books out and I 
did wonder why this particular 
book was made into an app.
   However, Tin Man Games 
have done a good job with 
their previous FF conversions, 
so I was looking forward to 
jumping in and spending 
Christmas playing this and 
trying to reach the end.  
   It starts in Oyster Bay where, 
having travelled all the way 
from Fang, I met my old friend 
Mungo, who told me about 
the Lizard Men on Fire Island. 
They had been abducting the 
townsfolk and forcing them 
to work as slaves in the gold 
mines under the rule of the 
despicable Lizard King. My 
quest was to free the slaves and 
assassinate the Lizard King. But 
it’s never as easy as you think!
   To begin my quest I headed 
over to Fire Island and within 
ten minutes of playing I had 
taken on Head Hunters, Giant 
Crabs, been led astray by a 
Marsh Hopper and taken on 
a two-headed Hydra - and 
there’s only a little bit of 
stamina left! So, half an hour of 
playing and not quite dead yet 
(lots of bookmarks, though).
   The book has lots and lots of 
creatures to take on along the 
way and, like most gamebooks, 
many paths lead you astray 
from the right one. This book, 
however, is easier than most 
other gamebooks as several 
roads do eventually lead to the 
end.
   The game uses Tin Man’s 
excellent gamebook adventures 
engine, just like the other books 
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Island of the Lizard King


in the series. This really helps 
to bring the book to life in your 
hands. Plus, with the dice rolls 
on the screen I really can play 
anywhere.
   The artwork is brought into 
colour and does a good job of 
keeping it modern, and I like 
the way the music changes 
when you encounter an enemy.
   The Adventure Sheet is kept 
up to date for you and so is the 
automap in a handy and nice-
looking off-screen option. The 
pages have a nice antique look 
about them, with the option of 
changing into a retro look to 
mirror the original book, and 
there are also options that allow 
you to change between four 
different font styles and many 
sizes.
   When you start the game you 
are asked to pick one of three 
difficulty settings: Free Read 
for newbies (or the cheaters 
among us), Adventurer, to play 
the book just as it should be 
played, and Hard-Core Hero 
for those of us who want a 
real challenge. There are also 
achievements aplenty to get 
hold of and pictures to unlock, 
which consist of the original 
book pictures and the new 
coloured ones.
This will make you want to 
collect them all and explore the 
whole book by returning again 
and again. 
   If you are new to the series 
then this might not be the 
best game to start with, but 
you will end up getting them 
all after playing just one - 
especially if you want to relive 
your youth and want to try a 
game ebook on your phone 
or tablet. I would like to see 
icloud support so I can carry on 
playing between devices.
   I also think that in this day 
and age, where schools and 
children have access to tablets 
and phones, these books are a 
good way to get kids reading 
and thinking.
   In a couple of months we will 
also be seeing Appointment 
With F.E.A.R. with the new Tin 
Man game engine, which looks 
fresh and interesting .
   2014 certainly looks set to be a 
good year for game ebooks!  


JODI WRIGHT


amnasya is an 
interactive gamebook 
app written by 
Nicolas Lenain at 


Blue Flame Publishing.  It is a 
high fantasy odyssey through a 
magical world where 
you must recover a 
stolen grimoire.
The use of stats, 
skills and values 
gives you plenty of 
options for character 
customisation, and 
also, it can give extra options 
in combat.  The system is more 
complex than most gamebook 
systems, but that is fine as 
the app does most of the 
calculations and paperwork for 
you.  
   A lot of the options revolve 
around where you want to 
go in search of this grimoire.  
There is a map so you can see 
where you can go, and which 
places you haven’t explored 
yet.
Combat is not just about rolling 
dice – there are plenty of items 
that you can use in addition to 
your talents that give it a more 
strategic element.  None of the 
combats seemed to difficult, 
if you used these items and 
talents in the right way.  Some 
combats are exceedingly 
difficult if you do not have 
the right talent or item, but 


there are plenty of other places 
that you can explore where 
the combats would be a lot 
easier.  I did come across one 
very difficult combat near the 
beginning of the book, but I 


was told that it would 
be difficult, and I was 
offered the chance of 
giving over a paltry 
sum of money to 
avoid it.  I did not, and 
subsequently died.  
   The writing is very 


detailed and evocative and 
it, along with the powerful 
artwork (the first three 
illustrations involved lots of 
things burning), really bring 
the world to life.  The whole 
app is presented very well with 
an atmospheric background, 
portraits of each opponent you 
face in combat and excellent 
illustrations.
   In my first playthrough, I 
managed to explore a huge 
chunk of the continent, but 
there was much that I didn’t 
get to see, so this app would 
give you a lot of playing time.
   Beyond the whole quest, the 
story is pretty light, instead 
relying on the set pieces that 
come up with each location that 
you visit.  This game is great 
for those readers who want 
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ourney to Mount 
Darkness, by J.P 
Barnett, takes place 
in the Woodland 


Forest Chronicles universe, and 
follows the adventures of Mr 
Theodore Hopper, father of 
Jumpster Hopper (the main 
character in Invitation to a Feast) 
and the book contains many 
characters from that book, as 
well as many new ones.
   Your mission revolves 
around the eponymous Mount 
Darkness, which, as its name 
suggests, is not a nice place to 
live. In fact, it is the home of 
the darkness wolves – big bad 
wolves that eat up cute fuzzy 
creatures such as yourself. This 
mountain lies in the centre of 
the wood where many such 
cute creatures live and so they 
have to spend several days 
travelling around it to get 
from one side of the woodland 
to the other. However, the 
Noble Ranger, protector of 


the cute fuzzy creatures in 
the wood, dug a tunnel that 
went through the mountain 
and lit it with special torches 
that never went out. This kept 
the darkness wolves at bay 
and allowed the animals to 
pass through the mountain 
unhindered. However, one 
day, a greedy weasel started 
digging through the mountain 
looking for treasure. This 
caused a landslide, which cut 
off the oil supply to the torches 
and plunged the tunnel into 
darkness again. The Noble 
Ranger has tasked you with 
renewing the flow of oil and 
relighting the torches.
   This quest is going to take 
place over four books, giving 
the whole thing a Lord of the 
Rings feel to it – you play a 
character taken out of his 
normal life by a mentor figure 
to take a long journey to an evil 
mountain and do something 
to stop the bad guys getting 
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the upper hand. The first book 
covers the part of the journey 
from your house to the other 
side of a river. The finale takes 
place at a bridge, guarded by 
lots of mean fox archers whom 
you have to avoid.
   The wood is very dangerous 
for a harmless little animal 
such as yourself. Since you are 
a rabbit, the game system does 
not let you fight any of the 


other animals – the enemies 
of the Noble Ranger include 
The Dark Panther (their 
leader), wolves, foxes and 
snakes (basically anything 
with claws and teeth, which 
you definitely won’t be able 
to fight) and they will all be 
out looking for a tasty rabbit 
snack. Instead, you will have 
to outrun them and this 
is where your energy stat 
comes in. Each round, you 
roll a die and lose that much 
energy. You then roll a die for 
your opponent and they lose 
that much energy. If you get 
to 0 energy first, you have 
been caught and it’s usually 
game over.  If they get to 0 
energy first, you have outrun 
them. Occasionally, you will 
be the one who has to do the 


chasing.
   The book has plenty to keep 
you occupied. There are two 
routes to the end, one longer 
and harder, but with more 
reward, but both of them will 
be entertaining. And keep your 
eyes peeled for the other three 
books in the series too.


STUART LLOYD


his book is funny. I 
just thought I’d say 
that before I mention 
the zombies. Yes, 


zombies seem to have invaded 
every facet of pop culture, but 
this gamebook reaffirms their 
awesomeness.
   In this gamebook, you play 
a stuffed rabbit (bet you didn’t 
see that one coming) waiting 
on a date when a zombie 
apocalypse breaks out. After 
that, you just have to survive 
through a series of increasingly 
dangerous and funny 
situations.
   The book pokes fun at zombie 
tropes, conspiracy theorists, 
people who learn about 
surviving zombie attacks from 
films, by-the-book cops, loose-
cannon cops and pretty much 
any other pop culture reference 
you can think of in a world 
where some of its citizens are, 
inexplicably, stuffed toys.


likely if you behave in the 
most unheroic and selfish way 
possible – it’s also a good idea 
to keep moving, stay with as 
many people as possible and 
get some great weapons. The 
best I managed after several 
playthroughs was helping 
to clean up the city and 
then defending it for several 


decades 
thereafter. 
However, 
I didn’t 
really care 
about dying 
because Matt 
Youngmark 
really likes 
to put effort 
into his death 
paragraphs, 
which is 
a quality 
I really 


admire in a 
gamebook writer. It is far too 
tempting to say ‘You die, hard 
luck’, especially when I (and 
I don’t think that I am alone 
here) sometimes skip over 
what death paragraphs say 


if I know that they are death 
paragraphs. However, it takes 
real dedication to put that 
much effort into every death 
paragraph and make sure that 
the reader gets a humorous and 
entertaining send off.
   This book was actually 
published in 2009 as a physical 
book and Kindle book. In 
making it into an app, Tin Man 
Games have improved it with 
animations, extra illustrations 
(including colour ones) and a 
list of achievements.
   The closest thing that Tin 
Man Games has produced in 
tone to this previously is Zach 
Wienersmith’s Trial of the Clone, 
but this is a lot less effort in the 
sense that it is shorter and does 
not require any book keeping.
   If you are looking for a 
challenge and a meaningful 
victory that involves making 
well thought out decisions, 
then this is not for you. If, 
however, you want a humorous 
diversion from the stone-faced 
absurdity of real life, then grab 
this one by its pink stuffed ears.


STUART LLOYD


   The gamebook has no stats 
and is purely based on the 
choices you make. The results 
of most choices do have some 
kind of logic, 
but are based 
purely on 
producing 
a comical 
story, which 
will likely 
end in your 
untimely 
death. 
However, I 
suspect that 
the author’s 
intention is 
not to take 
winning, or 
thinking too hard about your 
choices too seriously and 
rather just enjoying the jokes, 
parodies and references that 
are peppered throughout. 
Generally, survival is more 
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Dreams of Darkness
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