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2011 saw the return of one of the classic British
RPG’s in Advanced Fighting Fantasy, Out of the Pit
and Titan.


The release has proved very popular and this simple
but deep game is now firmly back in the modern gamer
psyche right across the world.


A game this good deserves supplements,
and Arion Games is delivering!  The
Sorcery campaign was released last year and the Heroes
Companion has just hit the shops with new magic, mass


battles, wilderness adventures and organisation
rules.


Very soon Blacksand will be back, introducing a
new generation to the pit of scum and
villainy that is the infamous Port and
shortly after that Beyond the Pit is
scheduled for release with another huge


batch of monsters and creatures.


This year should also see a whole
swathe of extra releases, taking
your Advanced Fighting Fantasy
adventures into whole new
regions!


www.arion-games.com/store.html


Available from all good games stores or direct
from Arion Games:



http://www.arion-games.com





Editor’s letter
Just keep on swimming.


Welcome back, one and all, to another edition of Fighting 
Fantazine. Things have been busy this year and that has 
kept everyone on their toes, and made putting together 
this issue take far longer than I might have hoped. Part 
of that is contributions: there’s a lot of good gamebook 
stuff going on out there on the interwebs, but only a little 


of it trickles our way for publication. If you want to see issues of this 
magazine appear more regularly, you can help by putting together 
ideas for material to contribute and then getting in touch with our 
team to see if it is suitable. This isn’t a closed shop of a few people 
and we’d welcome material from all over, about any gamebook or 
gamebook series.
   An illustration of that is of course our first Lone Wolf-based mini 
adventure which appears in this issue (thanks to Joe Dever for 
allowing this to go ahead!). Written by veteran gamebooker (if it 
wasn’t a word before, it now is) S.P. Osborne (of Gamebook Adventures 
fame) and ably illustrated by Robertson Sondoh Jr. who makes a 
return to our pages. And as usual our news and reviews sections 
cover far more than just Fighting Fantasy or your handful of well-
known gamebook ranges. Take a look and you may be surprised by 
just how much gamebook-stuff is going on.
   Elsewhere, we finally print our interview with Marc Gascoigne! 
Marc has been incredibly patient with us as this interview has 
rumbled along since we first made contact in 2010. Andy Jones makes 
his first non-editing contribution to our pages with a report about 
this year’s ‘Fighting Fantasy Fest’ that took place in London. 
Here’s hoping it is merely the first of many (mainly 
because at some point I’d like to attend 
one and meet fellow fans and readers of 
this magazine!).
   Enough from me. Roll on 2015!


Alex
Alexander Ballingall, Editor
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Contact us
Email: editor@fightingfantazine.co.uk


Web: www.fightingfantazine.co.uk


      @ffantazine


      www.facebook.com/groups/104992599548535/



mailto:editor@fightingfantazine.co.uk

http://www.fightingfantazine.co.uk

https://twitter.com/ffantazine

https://www.facebook.com/groups/104992599548535/
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MINI ADVENTURE
26   Dreams of Darkness: A Lone Wolf adventure


Your prayers are going unheeded, 
even as your country is attacked by 
the armies of Eldenoran usurper 
Prince Lutha. What is the meaning 
of these Dreams of Darkness? And 
can unlocking their secrets allow 
you to remember your forgotten 
past?


by S.P. Osborne
Illustrated by Robertson Sondoh Jr.
Years ago you were found 
wandering the plains of Palmyrion, 
all of your memories gone. Taken 
in by Baron Coryene, you became 
his retainer. Recently, however, 
you have been experiencing 
disturbing dreams of a face with 
red eyes hidden by a black helm. 


qFighting Fantazine   5


INTERVIEWS
16   The Editor strikes back
Fighting Fantazine talks with 
Marc Gascoigne about his 
Fighting Fantasy contributions and 
employment with a team of robots.


FEATURES
84   Fighting Fantasy fest
by Andrew Jones
A report into the one-day event 
held in September to celebrate 
Fighting Fantasy and the release of 
You are the Hero.







Omens & auguriesNEWS FROM EVERY        CORNER OF TITAN AND BEYOND!


AT THE CORE OF THE GAMEBOOK COMMUNITY
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Jonathan Green has become 
the current standard bearer for 
the Fighting Fantasy series and 
it was important to me that we 
saw one of his gamebooks 
out into the wild again.
Neil Rennison, man in charge at Tin Man 
Games


”


“







A Green touch 
comes to the Tin 
Man team!


he immediate question that begs 
asking, when we’re back talking 
with the Tin Man Games team 
and their next Fighting Fantasy 


adaptation, is of course, ‘with several Ian 
Livingstone and Steve Jackson titles still to 
be adapted, why do Bloodbones now?’
   “I’d always wanted to work on a 
Jonathan Green title and had mentioned 
this to Ian and Steve in the past,” explains 
Neil Rennison, the man in charge at 
Tin Man Games. “Jon obviously wrote 
Temple of the Spider God for our Gamebook 
Adventures series, but more than that he 
has become the current standard bearer 
for the Fighting Fantasy series and it was 
important to me that we saw one of his 
gamebooks out into the wild again. By 
the way, Jon’s beautifully researched 
and written, You are the Hero, is such 
a fantastic compendium, I urge all 
readers to check it out!”
   With seven Fighting Fantasy titles 
to his name, Bloodbones, Green’s 2006 
effort, was the one selected over the 
more recent Night of the Necromancer 
or Fighting Fantazine poll winner Howl 
of the Werewolf. Neil elaborates on the 
choice of title, explaining that “when 
it came to choosing four new titles to 
digitise, we chose one of them to be 
Bloodbones. The choice was partly 
based on the fact that we had 
just worked with Tony Hough on 
the second Spellcaster gamebook, 
so already had a great working 
relationship. He had all his original 
Bloodbones art and we asked him 
if he would like to colourise it. He 
was obviously very keen!” [Ed - An 
example of Tony’s keenness to colour 
his black & white art can be seen in the 
pieces of colourised Bloodbones art 
printed along with an interview with 


him way, way back in issue #4! Presented here 
are a couple of pieces done for the app.]
   Meanwhile, the next important point 
to be raised is in what direction will the 
Bloodbones adaptation head: the standard 
adaptation or the more experimental 
as seen in Tin Man Games version of 
Appointment with F.E.A.R.?
   Neil can reveal that the piratical 
adventure “will be one of our more 
standard releases.” The team turning this 
book into an app has some familiar names. 
“The original book was originally adapted 
by me into our gamebook tools,” Neil 
states, “and now the Melbourne team are 
busy making sure it all works properly and 


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


written by Jonathan Green
illustrated by Tony Hough
cover art by Martin McKenna
music by Ryan Grogan
coded by Clinton Shepherd
edited by Neil Rennison/Kamina 
Vincent
produced by Neil Rennison/Ben 
Kosmina


RELEASED 24 December 2014 (Google Play), 
14 January 2015 (iOS)*
PRICE US$5.99


WHAT’S IT ABOUT?
The dreaded pirate-lord Cinnabar, 
scourge of the twelve seas, plagued the 
seafarers of the Old World in a bloody 
reign of terror until a brave adventurer 
put an end to his evil. But now he is 
back from the dead, seeking revenge, 
with the dark powers of voodoo at his 
command.


EXTRA FEATURES
n Use unique weapons like the 
Throwing Knives and Gas-Globes for 
added strategy in fights.
n Race against the clock to complete 
your quest!
n Plot your journey along the map as 
you travel to new locations.


For more information, visit 
fightingfantasyapps.com/books/bloodbones/


*Release date subject to change


THIRD TIME’S A 
CHARM!
News about the 
next Sorcery! title 
from inkle.
Page 10


ROUNDUP!
A look at recent 
gamebook 
releases we’ve 
failed to cover!
Page 12


SIX IN THE MIX!
Six authors pen 
one gamebook 
for a French 
publisher. 
Page 14


T
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For more information, visit http://fightingfantasyapps.com/books/bloodbones/





ighting Fantasy isn’t the only 
gamebook series to cross the app 
divide in recent years. Fabled 
Lands, Fire*Wolf, Chooseomatic, 


Lone Wolf... the list is endless and the 
market crowded. DestinyQuest is the latest 
title to make the transition, coming from 
the team at QuestForge. So how did this 
come about?
   “Three years ago, I was working on 
a side project making Choose Your Own 
Adventure-style stories for my friends 
when I ran into DestinyQuest,” explains 
QuestForge founder and lead programmer 
Christopher Liu. “DestinyQuest’s a bit like 
Fighting Fantasy, except it’s nearly two 
inches thick and almost one pound in 
weight if Amazon is to be believed, and it 
is packed with items and special abilities 
that give it a tabletop 
RPG-meets-Diablo feel. 
In short, the perfect 
opportunity to make 
a digital hybrid with 
the same action-driven 
storytelling but a much 
faster combat pace.
   “I certainly thought 
so, three years ago 
when I thought I might 
try my hand at it. It 
took a lot longer than 
I expected to adapt 
the engine, learn the 
business side, get 
the art and music 
together, figure out 
exactly how to design 
the interface, all while 
acting as basically 
the only employee 
(now that I write it 
out, that doesn’t seem 
so surprising). We’re 
out of the woods 
now, though, and 
DestinyQuest Infinite 
is here finally! We’re 
putting out all three 
acts of book one, about 
one a month.”
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F
   So how involved has the creator of 
DestinyQuest, Michael J. Ward, been in the 
development of this Infinite version?
   “Ward was undoubtedly our most 
essential and most vocal critic. It was clear 
from very early on that he cares deeply 
about the franchise, and he had a lot of 
insights on what would make the digital 
experience click. The digital loot cards are 
all his text – Ward wrote new background 
for all of them, not in the print book and 
never before seen, so when you pick up 
that meat cleaver you can learn a bit about 
the butcher who owned it before you. It’s 
a small atmospheric touch but I think it’s 
fantastic.”
   Creator Michael J. Ward hasn’t been the 
only contributor to the project. “We’ve 
had lots of help from freelancers with 


that it looks gorgeous. It’s shaping up to 
be great release! I’m especially in love with 
the soundtrack.” But is the original author 
involved like he is on the forthcoming The 
Warlock of Firetop Mountain adaptation? 
“I emailed him and told him we were 
adapting it,” Neil answers, “That’s about 
it!”
   Adapting any title can bring problems. 
Fighting Fantazine wondered what has 
proven a challenge this time around:
   “There are a lot of tricky combats in 
this gamebook, more than we’ve had 
before,” concedes Neil. “Many of the 
combats have supplementary rules which, 
however small, mean we have to add 
extra touches of logic. The ‘getting lost in 
the jungle’ portion of the book was also 
tricky as we had to make sure we removed 
any gameplay loops and other logic 
inconsistencies.”
   Finally, the idea of a Fighting Fantasy app 
based on a book by someone other than 
Steve Jackson or Ian Livingstone prompts 
the next most obvious question: will we see 
other Fighting Fantasy apps based on the 
works of other authors?
   With a grin, Neil triumphantly 
announces, “Yes! One to announce very 
soon in fact.”
   So soon in fact, that if you turn to the 
general news pages of this very magazine 
you can find out for yourself just which 
title will be transformed by Tin Man 
Games.


ALEXANDER BALLINGALL


BUY IT BECAUSE: Green’s pirate adventure is 
great fun and this marks the first non-
Jackson/Livingstone Fighting Fantasy 
app!
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DestinyQuest Infinite
APP for Chrome, Firefox, Internet Explorer 
(Android/iOS coming soon)
questforge
powered by adventure cow


written by Michael J. Ward


RELEASED 11 NOVEMBER 2014 (Early 
Access) / JANUARY 2015 (Official 
Launch)*
PRICE £3.99 / US$5.99*


WHAT’S IT ABOUT?
A story where you make the choices! 
Explore the rich fantasy lands of Valeron 
in this digital adaptation of Michael J. 
Ward’s DestinyQuest gamebook. You 
are the hero, but who, exactly, are you? 
Armed with a sword and a backpack, 
you must recover your memories 
and discover your destiny in a land 
of monsters and magic. Take on ever-
greater challenges as you seek to save 
the kingdom from the sinister Legion of 
Shadow. Do you have what it takes?


EXTRA FEATURES
n Adventure through the official 
interactive DestinyQuest, with all 600+ 
pages of the print book by Michael J. 
Ward
n Build your hero with a custom set of 
weapons and armor
n Hundreds of item and ability cards 
mean no playthrough is the same
n Battle monsters and other enemies, 
each a different challenge of your skill 
and luck
n Immerse yourself in a fast-paced 
fantasy story that draws on folklore and 
mythology


For more information, visit 
destinyquestinfinite.com


*Release date subject to change and price is RRP


Come to the land 
of DestinyQuest!


Omens & auguries News


everything,” enthuses Christopher, “Just 
a few shoutouts: Marissa and Nora for 
most of our wonderful art, Sam for our 
sounds, Daniel for some of our design 
work, Will of Maelorum fame for the cards, 
Jess and Stacy who’ve written a lot of 
code for DestinyQuest Infinite, and Yuliya 
for helping take a lot of the marketing 
pressure off me. I’m missing a lot of people 
who also deserve credit for helping make 
this real, so hopefully I’ll get the chance to 
write out a much longer thank you!”
   With all these people pulling in the same 
direction to make the app all that it can be, 
has Christopher and his team found any 
challenges with turning something as huge 
as DestinyQuest into an app?
   “The details,” proffers Christopher, 
before going on to add to his suggestion. 
“From the beginning,  I had an idea of 
what the core challenge would be – making 
an engine that could support not just 
Fighting Fantasy-style combat. We built 
out a really easy-to-customize system that 
lets you make special abilities - we could 
probably make a sword that does double 
damage on alternate Tuesdays (actually, we 
could do that).
   “Most of the work, though, is not in big 
hard problems, but in little bits: making 
sure the menu images work right when 


you rotate your iPad, making sure the 
monster art is in the correct place. Boring 
important things like that are really what 
makes the game come together. We’ve 
gotten quite far, thanks to all the people 
who have given DestinyQuest Infinite the 
acid test, but there’s still things I want to 
improve!”
   While making sure that everything from 
the book translates well to the screen 
of your tablet is one goal, was making 
changes or additions to DestinyQuest on the 
cards during development?
   “Yes,” Christopher answers simply, “the 
digital loot/monster/class cards are the 
most obvious editions, along with the art 
and music. In addition, with the engine 
we’ve built we can very easily modify 
and create new adventures. We’re looking 
into additional content - perhaps some 
additions to combat - as well, but right 
now we’re focused on making DestinyQuest 
Infinite as good as it can be!”


ALEXANDER BALLINGALL


BUY IT BECAUSE: Gamebook newcomer 
and something of a fan favourite, 
DestinyQuest, gets the digital makeover 
to take full advantage of its complex 
gameplay.



http://destinyquestinfinite.com





o news from the 
Icon/Wizard Books 
team about the 
future of Fighting 


Fantasy. Henry Lord, previous 
curator of the range, has left 
Icon for a new position and 
the Wizard Books website 
has vanished into the internet 
ether. Leena Normington, Icon 
Publicist, could only point to a 
bundled set of the first ten titles 
in “Series 2” (ISBN 978-1-84831-
902-8) as being new and that 
“nothing else [is] in the pipeline 
for now.”


ADVANCED FIGHTING FANTASY
Meanwhile, Arion Games has 
seen the publication of the 
campaign adaptation of The 
Warlock of Firetop Mountain, 
adapted by Brett Schofield, 
with the promise of further 
titles to come. While there are 
a number of potential titles 
in the works that Graham 
Bottley, the man in charge of 
Advanced Fighting Fantasy, can’t 
talk about yet, he was able 
to mention two releases that 
would see print in 2015 for 
certain.
   The first is the long rumoured 
book based around the city of 
Salamonis and Graham hopes 
to see Arion Games publish it 
at some point in the first half 
of the year. While this first is 
a city-specific title, along the 
lines of the previous Blacksand 
release, the other title, due for 
release in the second half of the 
year, is to be about the entire 
continent known as the Old 
World.
   See the foreign language section 
on page 14 for more on the French 
version of AFF.


TIN MAN GAMES
With Caverns of the Snow Witch 
released in October, Tin Man 
Games are now looking to their 
next Fighting Fantasy releases. 


THE ORACLE
OF THE


STARSTONE CAVES
Your handy guide to the 
gamebook-related apps, 
books, magazines, and 
RPGs available soon...
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JANUARY


MONDAY 5
APP – iOS
n Le bundle dont vous êtes 
le héros* by various tin man 
games € 21,99


* A bundle of all 10 French 
gamebooks by Tin Man Games 


THURSDAY 22
BOOK – Follow Your Heart
n Love on the Lifts by Jill 
Santopolo speak US$9.99
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Doogie!
n Neil Patrick Harris: Choose 
Your Own Autobiography 
by Neil Patrick Harris was 
released in October as a 
hardback for US$15.60.


Tired of memoirs that 
only tell you what really 
happened?
Sick of 
deeply 
personal 
accounts 
written in 
the first 
person? 
Seeking an 
exciting, 
interactive 
read 
that puts the “u” back in 
“aUtobiography”? Then look 
no further than Neil Patrick 
Harris: Choose Your Own 
Autobiography!
   Choose correctly and 
you’ll find fame, fortune, 
and true love. Choose 
incorrectly and you’ll find 
misery, heartbreak, and a 
hideous death by piranhas. 
All this, plus magic 
tricks, cocktail recipes, 
embarrassing pictures from 
your time as a child actor, 
and even a closing song. 
Yes, if you buy one book this 
year, congratulations on 
being above the American 
average, and make that 
book Neil Patrick Harris: 
Choose Your Own 
Autobiography!


Lost!
n More Lost... Can You 
Survive? titles were published 
in October. The new books 
were: Lost 
in the Jungle 
of Doom, 
Lost in the 
Mountains of 
Death, Lost 
in the Sea of 
Despair, all 
by Tracey 
Turner.


LONE WOLFFIGHTING FANTASY
he world of Lone 
Wolf has several 
projects on the go at 
the moment.


PROJECT AON
June this year saw Project Aon 
put online the last published 
Lone Wolf title: The Hunger of 
Sejanoz.


MANTIKORE-VERLAG
Book 20, The Curse of Naar, 
was published in June, 
while book 21, Voyage of the 
Moonstone, the first of the ‘New 
Order’ sequence, is currently 
scheduled for release on 
January 29th.


GREYWOOD
Greywood Publishing has 
teamed up with Gary Chalk 
to produce a Lone Wolf board 
game. The war game is set in 
the world of Magnamund and 


N T


WEDNESDAY 28
BOOK
n Bus Station: Unbound by 
Jenn Ashworth & Richard 
Hirst curious tales £4


date TBA
APP – Apple/Linux/PC*
n To Be or Not to Be by Ryan 
North tin man games price TBA


* Released on iOS and Android in 
February.


FEBRUARY


SUNDAY 1
BOOK – An Interactive Battlefield 
Adventure
n At Battle in World War II 
by Matt Doeden capstone press 
US$6.95


BOOK – An Interactive Battlefield 
Adventure
n At Battle in the Civil War 
by Allison Lassieur capstone 
press US$6.95


Out shortly is Bloodbones (see 
page 6) and following in the 
first half of the year is the 
highly anticipated The Warlock 
of Firetop Mountain. This title 
is currently being re-written 
by Jonathan Green and will 
incorporate new 3D dungeon 
mapping and inclusion of 
collectable 3D miniatures. 
The tentative date for Warlock 
on Apple/Linux/PC is May 
2015. An Android/iOS version 
will also be released, but as 
yet a release date hasn’t been 
settle on. Tin Man Games 
also plan on releasing a “retro 
version” of The Warlock of 
Firetop Mountain using their 
regular engine (as used on 
Caverns of the Snow Witch), but 
like the tablet version of the 
“enhanced” edition, not release 
date has been set. In addition 
to all of this, the next title after 
Warlock has been decided upon: 
Sword of the Samurai by Jamie 
Thomson and Mark Smith 
(originally published in 1986).


INKLE STUDIOS
Sorcery! 3 is nearing 
completion, according to Jon 
Ingold at inkle, and is reputed 
to feature an unusual new 
mechanic. Jon explains that 
this will “really make this 
adventure quite different to 
play.” The new mechanic is 
also the reason for the delay 
over the third installment. “It’s 
meant generating a lot of new 
content - we’re passed the size 
of Sorcery! 2 now, and we’re 
still growing,” enthuses Jon, 
“but also means we’ll need to 
balance it and play-test is quite 
carefully. The hope is to release 
in February next year, but that’s 
nowhere near final. And we’d 
like to apologise to everyone 
for being almost a year late.”
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Omens & auguries News
Teens!
n Surviving Middle School by 
Dave McGrail is a Kindle title 
available for US$6.99.


BFF betrayals, bullies, boys 
- YOU choose how it all 
goes down! Middle school 
isn’t easy. 
At every 
turn, 
you face 
another 
tough 
decision. 
Surviving 
Middle 
School lets 
you make 
your own choices and enjoy 
(or suffer) the consequences. 


Haunted!
n The Haunted Island 
is a gamebook by Kevin 
Middleton, who has 
written several books about 
education. The idea behind 
The Haunted Island is to 
get younger readers into 
gamebooks in order to help 
their eduction.
   You can buy The Haunted 
Island for Kindle for US$3.99.


Run!
n Two 
gamebooks 
based on 
the popular 
tablet app 
Temple 
Run were 
published 
in September under the series 
title Run for Your Life. Both by 
Chase Wilder, the two titles 
were Jungle Trek and Doom 
Lagoon. Both can be purchased 
for US$6.99.


Arctic!
n inkle Studios 80 Days app 
is now out for Android and 
Kindle Fire devices. The app 
has also been updated with a 
brand new Arctic journey.


BOOK – An Interactive Battlefield 
Adventure
n At Battle in World War I by 
Allison Lassieur capstone press 
US$6.95


BOOK – An Interactive Battlefield 
Adventure
n At Battle in the 
Revolutionary War by 
Elizabeth Raum capstone press 
US$6.95


BOOK – You Choose Stories
n Batman: Summer Freeze! 
by Brandon Terrell stone arch 
books US$6.95


BOOK – You Choose Stories
n Batman: Seed Bank Heist 
by J.E. Bright stone arch books 
US$6.95


BOOK – You Choose Stories
n Batman: The Riddler’s 
Ransom by Blake Hoena stone 
arch books US$6.95


BOOK – Temple Run: Run for Your 
Life
n Pyramid Peril by Chase 
Wilder egmontusa US$6.99


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


purchase via Steam. No word 
on a release date for this yet.
   See the foreign language section 
on page 14 for more on the French-
language news from Tin Man 
Games.


TIN MAN GAMES
in Man Games’ 
adaptation of The 
Sagas of Fire*Wolf 
is now out, but the 


team aren’t resting there with 
a series of new titles lined up 
for the first quarter of the new 
year.
   First up is the app version of 
Ryan North’s To Be or Not to Be 
which was originally funded 
on Kickstarter to the tune of 
US$500,000. The gamebook will 
debut as an app in January for 
Apple, Linux and PC computer 
formats before joining tables 
(Android & iOS) in February. 
This gamebook with use 
the same game engine as 
the recent Appointment with 
F.E.A.R. app.
   February sees two new 
titles in the tablet app format 
(Android & iOS). The first 
is The Gatekeeper’s Oath by 
Louisa Dent Pearce. This 
is the direct sequel to the 
earlier title The Forgotten 
Spell and is illustrated by 
Fighting Fantasy artist Tony 
Hough (some art to the 
right).
   The second February title 
is Chooseomatic: Thrusts of 
Justice by Matt Youngmark, 
which is a superhero 
gamebook in the same style 
as Zombocalypse Now. [Ed - 
You can read a review of one of 
Youngmark’s other books in the 
reviews section.]
   March sees the return of 
Tin Man Games’ own series, 
Gamebook Adventures. The 
tenth title in the series is 
Lords of Nurroth by Dylan 
Birtolo and is illutrated by 
Simon Lissaman.
   Meanwhile plans are 
afoot to see both Gamebook 
Adventures titles An Assassin 
in Orlandes and Curse of the 
Assassin become available to 


will feature Gary’s artwork 
throughout. The game was 
successfully at the start of 
December with delivery 
currently inked for sometime 
in 2015. A website has been 
set up for the game: www.
lonewolftheboardgame.com/.


FORGE REPLY
The Lone Wolf video game 
series from Forge Reply saw 
Act 4 released towards the 
end of November and the 
game is now available on 
Steam for both PC and Apple 
computers where it has been 
made available in a HD format. 
At the beginning of December 
Forge added the original 
soundtrack and a digital 
artbook for those purchasing 
the game via Steam.


nkle Studios have 
taken to adapting 
another gamebook, 
this time Down 


Among the Dead Men by Dave 
Morris. Released on September 
19th (International Talk Like 
a Pirate Day), this adaptation 
was first mooted back in 2012. 
Available for only 69p from the 
Apple App store.


T


i


BOOK – You Choose Stories
n Batman: The Joker’s Dozen 
by Laurie S. Sutton stone arch 
books US$6.95


TUESDAY 24
BOOK – Which Way, Dude?
n Lumpy Space Princess 
Saves the World by Tracey 
West price stern sloan US$4.99


BOOK – Temple Run: Run for Your 
Life
n Arctic Rescue by Chase 
Wilder egmontusa US$6.99



http://www.lonewolftheboardgame.com/

http://www.lonewolftheboardgame.com/
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Choices!
n More titles from Choice 
of Games LLC have been 
published as apps for Steam, 
Android, iOS, Chrome store 
and the Kindle since our 
roundup in the previous 
issue. All can be purchased 
for between US$1.99 and 
US$3.99 (except Creatures Such 
as We which can be played for 
free on their website: www.
choiceofgames.com), with the 
opportunity to play the first 
parts of each adventure for 
free as a taster.
   The new titles include:


NOLA is Burning by Claudia 
Starling


Your boss, The Bull, the 
most dangerous gangster in 
New Orleans, has a job for 
you. Rescue your kidnapped 
lover--officially The Bull’s 
lover, but unofficially yours-
-before dawn. Slaughter 
everyone who stands in 
your way, including other 
gangsters, cops, and the 
Triad, as you slink across the 
underbelly of New Orleans.


Neighbourhood Necromancer by 
Gavin Inglis


Command the undead to 
take revenge on the suburbs! 
Oh, everyone at school 
laughed at you, but no 
one will laugh when your 
minions seize control of 
critical local infrastructure. 
Perhaps you’ll start by 
taking over a convenience 
store.


Mecha Ace: Heroes of the 
Vedrian War by Paul Wang


Step into the cockpit of a 
giant robot in an interstellar 
civil war! Customize your 


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


DECEMBER
n A new title in the Atama-
ii series for reluctant readers 
is (#5) Hunter in the Darkness 
by Ramy Habeeb which is 
available on the Kindle for 
US$3.71.
n Choose Your Own Erotic 
Adventure: Fantasies for Men - In 
‘Da Club & Cuckold by N.C. East 
is available on the Kindle for 
US$3.39.
n Little Panda Saves Christmas 
by Kerry Amisse is aimed at 5-8 
years olds and can be found on 
the Kindle for US$3.32.
n Two titles from Nita 
Martin, as part of the Gruesome 
Gamebooks series: Snow White 
and Cinderella. Both can be 
purchased for £5.99.
n A Decide Your Destiny 
short adventure in The Kringle 
Murders by Martin Vorenkamp. 
US$0.98 on the Kindle.
n Buzzkill: A Branching Path 
Book of Blunders by Zach Allred 
can be purchased from Lulu for 
US$39.99.
n The Nevermen by Michael 
David Burgess can als be 
purchased from Lulu for 
US$16.53.


NOVEMBER
n Another Choose Your Own 
Erotic Adventure: Fantasies for 
Men title by N.C. East (Caveman 
Lust) is available on the Kindle 
for US$3.32.
n A different series of erotic 
fiction titles was also published. 
The three titles involved were: 
Holiday Cruise by Erzabet 
Bishop, Crisis of Love by Sheri 
Williams, and Wicked Wants 
by Cayla Kulver. Both are 
available on the Kindle for 
US$3.32.
n A further erotic title was 


Choices: A Select Your Own 
Seduction by Jamie Klaire, and 
is available in print (US$8.99) 
or on the Kindle (US$3.80).
n Trader’s Vengeance by 
Felbrigg Herriot can be 
purchased from Lulu for 
US$7.64.


OCTOBER
n Another title in the Atama-ii 
series was (#4) Backstage Pass 
by Lesley Ito. Available on the 
Kindle for US$3.71.
n More titles in the I, Hero 
range. This time Atlantis 
Quest books #3, Battle for the 
Seas and #4 Atlantis Assault, 
both by Steve Barlow and 
Steve Skidmore. The can be 
purchased as paperbacks 
(£5.84) or on the Kindle 
(US$8.83).
n Another title in the 
Interactive Survival series, Can 
You Survive the Titanic? by 
Allision Lassieur. Available in 
paperback for US$9.78.
n Sally and The Butterfly by 
Malaka Grant, described as 
A Choose Your Own Adventure 
Book, was published in print 
for US$5.38 of US$3.32 on the 
Kindle.


Amani, Land of the 
Enchanted is under attack! 
Wicked and selfish Orbeasts 
have invaded the land with 
one purpose: the steal all the 
light, joy and hope from the 
Animals of Amani. Ayla the 
Butterfly is the guardian of 
the Land. She has left through 
a secret passage in search of a 
very special girl to help save 
Amani. That girl’s name is 
Sally. What Sally decides to 
do is completely up to you! 
You must guide Sally through 
every decision. You decide if 
she goes to Amani or stays 
home. You decide if she must 
choose to be brave or give up 
when things get too hard.


n Westward Dystopia by 
Jeffrey Dean can be purchased 


date TBA
APP – Android/iOS
n Spellcaster 2 – The 
Gatekeeper’s Oath by Louisa 
Dent Pearce tin man games 
price TBA


date TBA
APP – Android/iOS
n Chooseomatic – Thrusts of 
Justice by Matt Youngmark tin 
man games price TBA


MARCH


date TBA
APP – Android/iOS
n Gamebook Adventures 
10 – Lords of Nurroth by 
Dylan Birtolo tin man games 
price TBA


APRIL


WEDNESDAY 15
BOOK – Can You Survive?
n The Grimms’ Fairy Tales 
Adventure by Deborah J. 
Peters lake 7 creative US$8.95


WEDNESDAY 29
BOOK – You Choose...
n Night of the Creepy 
Carnival by George Ivanoff 
random house australia 
US$11.60


BOOK – You Choose...
n Alien Invaders from 
Beyond the Stars by George 
Ivanoff random house 
australia US$11.60


THURSDAY 30
BOOK – Choose Your Own Adventure
n By Balloon to the Sahara by 
D. Terman chooseco US$3.72


BOOK – Choose Your Own Adventure
n Escape from the Haunted 
Warehouse by Anson 
Montgomery chooseco US$3.88


date TBA
BOOK – Your Inner Animal
n Eagle in the Sky by Ryan 
Jacobson lake 7 creative 
US$13.03



https://www.choiceofgames.com

https://www.choiceofgames.com
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Omens & auguries News
mecha to duel against enemy 
pilots with “monosaber” 
plasma swords. Find glory, 
disgrace, and even love.


Heroes Rise: HeroFall by 
Zachary Sergi


Would a hero like you 
assassinate the president of 
the United States to defend 
the right to be Powered? 
As the corrupt President 
Victon launches his 
oppressive campaign of 
Powered Regulation, your 
Legendary heroic rise 
transforms into something 
much more: you must 
become a political icon 
fighting to restore Powered 
rights in America. This new 
battle takes a twisted turn 
when your once-greatest 
enemy, Prodigal, tells you 
President Victon’s darkest 
secret...


Yeti’s Parole Officer by K.T. 
Bryski


The Yeti, Loch Ness Mon-
ster, Chupacabra, and Moth-
man are aliens, sentenced to 
prison on Earth by the Pan-
Galactic Prisons Bureau. As 
the Yeti’s parole officer, you 
must defend the galaxy from 
these convicts, unravel their 
criminal conspiracy, and 
bring them to justice!


Thieves’ Gambit: The Curse of 
the Black Cat by Dana Duffield


You’re the world’s greatest 
jewel thief! Well, second 
greatest. But if you and 
your team of talented crooks 
can steal the Black Cat, the 
world’s unluckiest diamond, 
you’ll be legendary!


Creatures Such as We by 
Lynnea Glasser


Tomorrow’s going to go 
great, and you’re finally 
off the clock. You look back 
one last time anyway. 
Time between tourist stays 
always make you nervous: 
it feels difficult justifying 
your non-existent workload 
while everyone else still has 
regular maintenance duties.


Psy High by Rebecca Slitt
When the kids at your high 
school start developing 
psychic powers, you and 
your friends must team up 
to stop the principal from 
taking over the world!


from Lulu for US$22.84.


SEPTEMBER
n Book #3 in the Chooseomatic 
series was released. Time Travel 
Dinosaur by Matt Youngmark 
can be purchased for US$14.95 
in paperback or US$3.99 on the 
Kindle.
   See the review on page 98.
n A Plot Your Own Course 
Through an Erotic SF Adventure 
title, What Do You Give the 
Alien Who Has Everything? 
by A. Regina Cantatis can 
be purchased for Kindle at 
US$3.75.
n From Choose Your Own 
Adventure comes some Choose 
Your Own Nightmare titles: 
Blood Island by Liz Windover 
and Eighth Grade 
Witch by C.E. 
Simpson. Both 
can be purchased 
for US$6.99.
n Book 1 in 
a new series 
called You are the 
Hero Adventures, 
The Keys by 
Balogun Ojetade, 
is available in 
paperback for 
US$14.99.


Pyramids – 
located all over 
the world, 
among different 
cultures and 
nations – are 
actually portals 
that allow 
teleportation 
between them. 
For thousands of 
years, there was 
peace between 
nations; there 
was exchange 
of knowledge 
and culture 
and all of the 
pyramid cultures 
worldwide 
advanced because 
of it. Two gods 
were placed 
into a deep 
sleep within 
the bloodlines 
of two warrior 
families from the 
great Oyo-Aztec 
Alliance. These 
gods, lying 
dormant within 
two unwitting 
teenagers known 
as The Keys, 


are to awaken only when 
the world – and the gods’ 
teenaged hosts – is ready.


AUGUST
n WitchLantern: A Cragrock 
Adventure by Garrett J. Lahey 
can be purchased for US$3.51 
on the Kindle.


You are the new girl in town. 
Cragrock is an amazing 
ocean-side vacation town, 
but as Autumn approaches, 
a mystery emerges from the 
dying shadows of summer. 
Cragrock is a strange place 
where legends are real and 
the boy who just asked you to 
the School Dance might be a 
witch, a ghost, or a merman 


from the sea. Now, 
an unwanted 
visitor stalks 
the streets and 
beaches. One 
thing is for 
certain, if you 
aren’t careful, 
you and your 
new friends will 
meet a terrible 
end. With wits 
and courage 
you can find 
love and save 
Cragrock from a 
most evil spirit 
in this tale of the 
supernatural 
where YOU 
ARE IN 
CONTROL 
OF EVERY 
TWISTED 
TURN.
n More Explore-
a-Quest from 
Anthony Lampe 
in the form of 
Hunk and the 
Hydra, available 
in paperback for 
US$5.99. Also 
released at the 
same time in the 
series is Missing 
Money of Altevia 
(A Mudskipper 
Mystery) by 
Timothy Lampe 
and Peacemaker: 
The Absorbing 
Rock by Sindri 
Valthorsson, both 
for purchase at 
US$5.99.
n The First 
in a Series of 
Unexpectedly 
Erotic Adventures 


by Victoria Bushfire is labelled 
as the first book in The 
Adventures of Lady Cecilia. It can 
be purchased for the Kindle for 
US$3.51.
n Butler to the Dark Lord (A 
Grim Choices Gamebook) by 
Sam Bowring is available for 
US$3.49 on the Kindle.


Looking after your master 
Malacandros is never easy. 
Like any good Dark Lord, 
he will just as soon fireball 
you to death as look at 
you - but this week things 
are particularly hectic. The 
Stygias ceremony is about 
to occur for the first time in 
a hundred years, the castle 
is bustling with treacherous 
nobility and unwelcome 
relatives, there’s a feast of live 
balfrog tadpoles to organise, 
and let’s not forget the 
sinister plot to murder your 
master that’s taking shape 
behind closed doors. Will you 
sleep with the virgin sacrifice 
before the ceremony? Will 
you sample too much in the 
wine cellar? Will you be able 
to teach the castle harpies the 
merits of personal hygiene? 
Most importantly, will dinner 
be served on time?


JULY
n If by Nicholas Bourbaki can 
be purchased in paperback for 
US$17.06 or Kindle for US$3.32.
   See the review on page 98.
n The Dangerous Worlds 
gamebook Restless Heart of Evil 
by Marc J. Wilson is available in 
print for US$12.99.
   See the review on page 99.


JUNE
n Two new You Choose 
titles by George Ivanoff were 
published: Maze of Doom and 
The Haunting of Spook House. 
Both are available on the 
Kindle for US$12.17.
n How Ice Cream Saved 
Missoula by Michael Orford can 
be purchased from Lulu for 
US$16.99.


MAY
n Summer Love by Jill 
Santopolo is a Follow Your Heart 
title that can be purchased for 
US$9.99 or US$7.68 via Kindle.
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A French tin man
n Le bundle dont vous êtes le 
héros is an iOS only bundle, 
collecting all 10 of Tin Man 
Games French gamebooks. 
Aimed at the French market, it 
is available on sale for €21,99 
now.


Competition
n The new terms of the 
main, amateur, librogame 
Italian competition have been 
announced:
   *no fan fiction
   *between 30 and 50 
paragraphs (75000 characters, 
including spaces)
   *theme: a Inn in the Mist
   The short gamebook entries 
must be in by April 12th, 
2015. The winner is decided 
by popular vote. All terms of 
participation are detailed here: 
www.librogame.net/index.
php/forum/topic?id=2807.
   This edition of the 
competition is sponsored by 
Origami Edizioni, who will 
give their gamebooks as a 
prize to the winner of the 
popular vote and will select at 
least one gamebook entry for 
extension and publication.


Gamebook creator
 n The new LGC3 
(LibroGameCreator 3) 
software for writing 
gamebooks has been released: 
librogamecreator.wordpress.
com.
   This new version allows the 
production of not only paper 
gamebooks, but also ebooks, 
apps etc. The software is 
donationware and therefore 
freely downloadable and there 
is also an English-language 
version.


French roundup
 n The translation of Act 4 of 
the Lone Wolf: Blood on the Snow 
game has been released.
 n Gallimard published new 
editions of books 11 and 12 of 
the Lone Wolf series in October.
 n The prequel to The 
Way of the Tiger series has 
been translated by Megara 
Entertainment and published 
in November.
 n Also at Megara, there 
is the Autumn Snow project, 
which appears to be going 
ahead even though the 
crowdfunding campaign 
failed.


he French-
speaking people of 
Scriptarium keep up 
the good work with 


their translation of Titan: The 
Fighting Fantasy 
World. Published 
last September 
and premiered 
at the Fighting 
Fantasy Fest in 
London.
   It follows the 
example set by 
their edition of 
the Advanced 
Fighting Fantasy 
core rule book 
by featuring 
a brand new 
campaign 
taking place 
in the plains of 
Lendleland.
   Scriptarium have 
also produced 
original goodies 
along the book: 
the Nécessaire de 
Magie, a set of 
illustrated cards 
recapitulating 
the various spells 
any spellcaster 
might want to cast 
during a game; an 
original figurine 
of Yaztromo with 


DÉFIS FANTASTIQUES


T
ublishers Les Six 
Brumes published 
on October 14th 
a homage to the 


gamebook genre entitled 6, 
chalet des brumes (6, Mists 
Cottage). The reader begins the 
book by going to their chalet 
and being invited by a neighbor 
for supper. The reader’s 
choices place them in one of six 
different stories, each written 
by a different author and taking 
place in a completely different 
genre ranging from low fantasy, 
dark fantasy, science-fiction, 
horror, crime, and the unknown.


SIX MISTS


P


ue out in January as 
an ebook is another 
novel use of the 
gamebook mechanic. 


Bus Station: Unbound by Jenn 
Ashworth & Richard Hirst 
(with photos by Helen Power) 
is explained by the publishers, 
Curious Tales, as “a site-specific 
interactive novel that explores 
the instability of memory, 
the terror of technology and 
the tyranny of choice. Set on 
one bleak winter night as 
a heavy snowstorm traps a 
lone traveller in one of the 
North’s most infamous and 
controversial buildings.”
   The building in question 
is the Preston bus station 
which was built in 1969. The 
station itself was described 
in The Independent newspaper 
by Martin Baker as having 
“a sticky, rubbertiled floor, 


NON-ENGLISH GAMEBOOK NEWS


D
and a smell 
that speaks 
of cheap 
deodorant 
fighting 
an endless 
battle with 
something 
nasty and 
nameless, 
and just out 
of sight. Yet 
it also has 
something 
of the heroic 
about it: a 
quality of 
gigantism 
that can 
instil a Hopper-like sense of 
loneliness, the insignificance in 
the individual in an engulfing 
environment.”
   Ashworth explains that for 
her, the experience of writing 


a gamebook 
has been 
“different: 
the process 
has involved 
committed, 
close and 
spontaneous 
collaboration 
from the 
outset, using 
a co-operative 
publishing 
model and 
experimenting 
with a form 
that relies on 
the reader to 


make choices 
– from character action to 
genre – that dictate what 
the book actually is. It has 
been incredibly freeing and 
an amazingly steep learning 
curve.”


his crow Vermithrax; and a 
beautiful set of maps including 
the three continents of Titan 
as well as a diagram showing 
where each gamebook in the 


line takes place.
   Scriptarium 
are intent on 
pursuing their 
work with a 
translation of Out 
of the Pit, due for 
release some time 
in 2015. More 
information (in 
French) can be 
found here: www.
defisfantastiques.
fr.



http://www.librogame.net/index.php/forum/topic?id=2807

http://www.librogame.net/index.php/forum/topic?id=2807

http://librogamecreator.wordpress.com

http://librogamecreator.wordpress.com

http://www.defisfantastiques.fr

http://www.defisfantastiques.fr

http://www.defisfantastiques.fr
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arc Gascoigne was a contributor to and then 
consultant editor of the Fighting Fantasy gamebook 
range, the writer now working in the capacity of 
running the Angry Robot science fiction imprint for 
Osprey Publishing as Publishing Director. The ever 


busy Marc was kind enough to squeeze his free time with a vice in 
order answer a few questions asked of him by Fighting Fantazine.


FIRST FANTASY WORLDS


What can you tell us about your background and 
childhood?
I was born in 1962 just outside Dover, Kent, in the south-
east of the UK, to a research chemist and a primary school 
teacher. We moved up the coast as the family grew, first an 
apartment, then a small new build house, then somewhere 
larger. For a time we lived on the North Foreland, in the 
shadow of an amazing lighthouse, in a house once owned 
by a wartime German spy, whose escape down a secret set of 
steps to a private beach and a waiting enemy U-boat inspired 
John Buchan’s Thirty-Nine Steps. We eventually settled in 
Cliftonville, a (marginally) posher suburb of the shabby 
seaside resort of Margate. I went to school, first in Cliftonville 
to a junior school next to an amazing Vicorian windmill 
that we all helped restore as part of our studies, and then to 
Chatham House Grammar School in nearby Ramsgate (alma 
mater of UK prime minister Edward Heath, humorist Frank 
Muir, a bunch of sporting stars, a member of the legendary 
sci-fi rock band Hawkwind, and more recently top YA 
fantasy novelist Dave Lee Stone).


Were you an aspiring writer as a child and was this 
something that was encouraged?
I was an early reader and wrote my own stories from pretty 
early on too. I was always happy to draw and make craft 
things too, and also build and paint plastic kits, especially 
tanks. I have a younger sister and brother, and they were 
best buddies, so I was pretty much left to make my own 
entertainment.
   At school I really wavered between arts and sciences. These 
days it’s obvious I’m a right brain creative type, but in my 
early teens I was doing all right at English and Art, but also 
languages, and also chemistry. My dad, who worked for 
pharmaceutical giants Pfizer, was perhaps most supportive 
of  the latter, but I wouldn’t say I was pushed into one or 
the other. For a long time, any discussion of future jobs 
plans was mostly about doing something with speaking and 
translating French but only because that was my best subject 
at the time.


With his name all over Out of the Pit and Titan, 
Marc Gascoigne is probably the third most 


recognisable name when talking about Fighting 
Fantasy. Fighting Fantazine catchs up with the 


man himself to chat about those heady days, 
gamebooks, and everything else.


Interview by ALEXANDER BALLINGALL


m


the editor strikes back
Opposite page: A couple of covers of the DragonLords fanzine.
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1973. We got talking about books and 
hobbies really early on, and as soon as the 
subject of The Lord of the Rings came up we 
realised we were kindred spirits. They ran 
the Swords & Sorcery Society, a club where 
they played the latest fantasy wargames, 
using the Mythical Earth figures made 
by UK toy soldier manufacturer Minifigs. 
These were figures rather heavily inspired, 
we shall say charitably, by Lord of the Rings. 
I was particularly into Orcs, and had 
several dozen that I’d bought (at a price 
he still chuckles about all these years later) 
from an older kid called Ian Marsh. The 
S&S Club guys had their own simple set 
of rules, and every Tuesday after school 
we gathered to play crude wargames 
with them. The collecting and painting 
was as much part of the club, but so was 
discussing fantasy fiction, chiefly Tolkien 
and Conan. (There was also much chat 
about prog rock, and the savage WWII 
novels of Sven Hassell – and later those 
first mindblowing imported copies of the 


hilarious Bored of the Rings, and the original 
Radio 4 broadcasts of The Hitch-Hiker’s 
Guide to the Galaxy.)
   In my fourth year at secondary school, 
we started to hear whispers of a new 
swathe of fantasy games from America, 
known as “role-playing games”. My mate 
Mike Lewis in the club had read an article 
on them, and once he had described it to us 
we were away - we’d imagined what such 
a game would be like and we were trying 
to create the games ourselves. Luckily, he’d 
also ordered something called Chivalry 
and Sorcery, all eight million interminable 
pages of it. When it turned up, we agreed 
that week’s S&S Club would be devoted to 
it. We all duly started to roll up characters, 
but had to stop halfway through that 
process as our ninety minutes of club time 
was up. Luckily, a few weeks later I mail-
ordered the first Dungeons & Dragons Basic 
Rulebook, produced in the UK under licence 
from TSR by a bunch of fanatical London 
gamers who now went under the name 


Games Workshop (GW). That was much 
clearer, faster to create characters and we 
even had a bit of a game of it. It was all 
incredibly exciting.
   I don’t think there was ever a schism, but 
our club did start to polarise into fantasy 
wargamers and the new roleplayers. 
Mike and I, plus another schoolmate Jeff 
Stygal, had started gaming together most 
weekends, eventually calling ourselves 
the Thanet Dragon Lords (that name 
was definitely Jeff’s idea - and I even 
remember the thinly-disguised Roger Dean 
knock-off he produced one day by way 
of a logo). We were now extremely mad 
keen on roleplaying games, eventually to 
the detriment in my case of my studies. 
Dungeons & Dragons was replaced with 
the more logical and less restrictive 
RuneQuest and the lame-but-it-was-all-us-
SF-geeks-really-had Traveller. We had also 
got heavily into gaming fanzines, where 
smart alecs just like us relayed their latest 
rules variations and adventures. It was 


a period of immense creativity, 
really. I rather cheekily told 
Kim Newman on a Radio 4 
programme he made a few 
years back about 30 years of 
Dungeons & Dragons that pretty 
much everyone who bought 
that D&D Basic Set went on to 
be a mover and shaker in the 
fantasy field, whether RPGs, 
fiction or computer games, 
just as everyone who saw the 
Sex Pistols play the 100 Club 
or Manchester Free Trade Hall 
went out and formed a band. 
Whether or not that was true, it 
certainly was the case that those 
early games were as notable for 
what they lacked as what they 
provided a new player - which 
immediately meant that creative 


types like us were put on the spot 
to come up with new rules and scenarios 
from the get-go.
   So fanzines became a huge part of our 
lives... and it was inevitable that we would 
start one ourselves. After close on six 
months of scribbling, typing and glueing, 
the first issue of DragonLords magazine 
appeared in late summer 1980, editors M 
Lewis and M Gascoigne. God knows why, 
but it seemed right from the off to be a far 
more sarcastic version of the format. From 
its cover strapline - “Yet Another Fantasy 
& SF Gaming Fanzine” - to its odd cartoon 
strip “The Pits”, about a crap Dungeons & 
Dragons monster that disguised itself as a 
stalactite to fall on people, meditating on 
life after it had missed its target and could 
not get itself back up on the dungeon 
ceiling, there was something different 
about it.
   For issue two, we had pretty much run 
out of cash to print it, but luckily knew 
a university student whose government 
study grant had just turned up (it was a 


Marc Gascoigne Interview
   By the final couple of years, though, it 
was obvious I was an English Language 
person. Over the summer holidays when 
I was 16 our homework was to fill an 
entire exercise book with creative writing, 
a novel (or so they called it, though it was 
probably barely 15-18,000 words). My 
own piece, Esgar, Child of Arrinath, was a 
thoroughly awful fantasy about a crippled 
teenager who sets off on a quest to kill 
the dragon that torched his family and 
indeed the whole city of Arrinath. With 
illustrations by the author... and at the 
back, the very obvious traces of a dozen or 
so torn-out pages when I realised I wasn’t 
going to fill the whole damn exercise book 
in time. I still have it, and I still get it out 
from time to time when I need a laugh.


Who would you cite as influential writers 
from your youth?
It all started at ten, when a supply teacher 
at school started reading us The Hobbit. 
The Lord of the Rings followed, and I kept 
on reading. In my teens, particularly, I 
read widely and precociously 
in SF and fantasy. I went 
through phases, really, 
when I’d devour all of 
Moorcock’s fantasies, or Fritz 
Leiber or Harlan Ellison. But 
at the same time as all the 
traditional stuff, I also found 
JG Ballard, Kurt Vonnegut, 


Angela Carter and William 
Burroughs, and then read back 
into the SF New Wave (I wrote 
a piece about all of this for the 
Angry Robot Books blog, here: 
angryrobotbooks.com/2010/11/
thank-you-nameless-librarian/)
   My favourites were Moorcock, 
for the romantic swagger of his 
doomed heroes (very teenage-
friendly), Poul Anderson’s rare 
but brilliant fantasies, and Fritz Leiber’s 
Llankhmar books for the cameraderie of 
the big warrior and the charming little 
thief. But really I was reading everything 
and anything, to and from school, late into 
the night, any chance I could.


Did you have an interest in fantasy fiction 
and RPGs before working for Games 
Workshop?
This is where is gets detailed, but I’ll try 
(unsuccessfully, it turns out) to keep it 
short. Because basically, as well as my 
academic progression at secondary school, 
there was a parallel track, of discovering 
fantasy, first fiction and then gaming, that 
directly led - in a way my studies didn’t 
- to first an deeply immersive hobby but 
ultimately a career.
   When I first went to Chatham House, I 
was friends with a trio of guys who were 
big fantasy fiction fans - I’d actually met 
them on my very first day, in September 
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was revived, in the form of GW’s semi-
legendary (and frankly hilarious) mail 
order fanzine Black Sun. It was a real fun 
time, with new projects turning up all 
the time, and all of the London GW crew 
bursting with creativity.


Were you a fan of the Fighting Fantasy 
range before becoming involved with it?
I had grabbed a copy of The Warlock of 
Firetop Mountain the first week it came 
out. Having already played several early 
Tunnels & Trolls and RuneQuest solo 
adventures, and homegrown British 
homages like Brian Astbury’s Solo 
Dungeon, I was a fan of the solo format. 
But this was genuinely a step forward - 
very handily packaged, bringing fantasy 
gaming to a mass market audience. In 
retrospect, it was obviously going to work. 
On the other hand, as an experienced 
gamer, I quickly found that while they 
were a fun distraction, their appeal became 
a little samey, so I stopped being quite such 
an avid purchaser after the first five or so.


WRITING LONELY PLANET GUIDES 
– OUT OF THE PIT AND TITAN: 
THE FIGHTING FANTASY WORLD


At which point do you recall the idea 
for compiling the monsters in a book 
becoming too obvious to pass up?
As Fighting Fantasy took off, other 
publishers quickly saw that there was a 
market for other gamebooks, and many 
other ranges were duly launched. We even 
saw the original 
Tunnels & Trolls 
snapped up for 
paperback editions. 
Steve and Ian were 
being approached 
all the time to write 
them, and were 
passing on these 
opportunities to GW 
creative staff - so 
pretty quickly the 
likes of Joe Dever, 
Jamie Thomson, Jon 
Sutherland, and very 
talented White Dwarf 
regular Dave Morris 
all had deals. Within 
Fighting Fantasy, 
too, the demand 
for gamebooks had 
outstripped Steve 
and Ian’s ability to 
write them all, so 
they’d recruited 
others for the 
“presents” titles. 
Now the Puffin guys 
were looking for 
someone to create a 
monster book.


long time ago). Thus Ian Marsh (re)joined 
our merry band, and we were off. I went 
off to university that year, and frankly 
spent three years helping take DragonLords 
to three “Best Fanzine” awards in a row, 
gaming, playing in bands and writing 
record reviews, and generally not actually 
doing my studies with the attention I 
should have done.


How did you come to work for Games 
Workshop?
So one of the schtick’s of DragonLords was 
that was a renegade gang, a thorn in the 
side of The Man. Which in UK gaming 
was always GW. So we went up and 
interviewed Ian Livingstone, except that 
our mate with the tape recorder forgot to 
bring it, so we made up all his answers. 
We had a long-running series of jokes 
at the expense of a GW store manager 
who’d refused to stock the early issues 
of DragonLords for a while. We presented 
Steve Jackson with a comedy coffin at a 
London Games Day event while he was 
being interviewed by the Mail on Sunday 
newspaper. In short, we were obnoxious 
tossers, but we did attract their attention. 
So when I popped out of university with 
an English degree, it was obvious I’d 
end up working there – Ian Marsh was 
already there working on their White Dwarf 
magazine, having graduated rapidly from 
the warehouse job he’d gone for once they 
found out who he was and what he could 
do.
   I went along for an interview for another 
one of those warehouse jobs, and was sat 
in reception filling in paperwork when Ian 
Livingstone walked by, and invited me 
into his office to talk about a very different 
job. RPGs were a rapidly growing business 
for GW, who made the big US titles under 
licence, and their stores were popping 
up in more and more towns. Now they 
wanted to move into making their own. He 
had me review a draft game system for a 
Judge Dredd RPG, written by Warhammer 
creator Rick Priestley, and my interview 
consisted entirely of me telling him how 
I’d work it up into a full game package. 
A week later, he pretended to toss a coin 
on the phone (probably well-deserved 
revenge for all those DragonLords gags) 
then told me I was in.


What was your primary job at Games 
Workshop?
I was their role-playing game developer, 
working under the late Albie Fiore who 
was developing all manner of boardgames. 
I’d succeeded Joe Dever, who’d just gone 
freelance full-time to develop Lone Wolf 
gamebooks. I greatly expanded and 
finished up the Judge Dredd RPG, and 
assisted Albie and the White Dwarf guys. 
When Warlock magazine was picked up 
by GW from Puffin, I helped the new guys 
who were tasked with keeping it going. 
And even the anarchic spirit of DragonLords 


How did you become to be involved in 
the writing and editing of the book?
It really was as simple as Ian calling me 
into his office one day, and asking if I 
wanted to get involved. The basic plan was 
to write up longer histories of the monsters 
from the gamebooks to date, and add 
many more to round out the book. I wrote 
up a bunch of sample monsters - which 
also became the “Out of the Pit” column in 
the next issue of Warlock - and that was it. 
I used the advance to go and buy a desk, 
chair and typewriter, and set to work.


What sort of selection process was there 
for the monsters?
I don’t really remember – well, it was 
nearly thirty years ago. Most monsters 
did make it in - there were only ten or 
so gamebooks plus Sorcery! at this point, 
including the SF title Starship Traveller, so 
there were precious few creatures to start 
with. A few were a bit one-dimensional 
and were omitted, and it may be that a 
few couldn’t be featured due to copyright 
issues, but I don’t remember any big 
decision to omit anything important. Far 
more pressing was inventing or adopting 
(from obscure corners of world mythology, 
chiefly) well over 100 new monsters. I 
learnt a lot writing that first book, that 
would stand me in good stead when it 
came to the far more challenging Titan.


Titan seems like a natural follow up to 
Out of the Pit. Was the commission to 
write just as easy?


As you say, it was 
a natural follow 
up. I’d fairly 
recently come off 
completing the Judge 
Dredd RPG, which 
included a hell of a 
lot of background 
information about 
Mega-City One, 
so I was definitely 
practiced at gleaning 
every last drop of 
pertinent information 
from disparate 
references. 
   The key challenges 
with Titan were 
twofold. Firstly, 
assimilating all of 
the lands from the 
various “presents” 
titles onto the world 
of Titan. Several 
of them had been 
written with no 
thought to them 
being part of the 
same world as The 
Warlock of Firetop 
Mountain et al. A few 
obviously couldn’t 
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be part, and we didn’t beat ourselves up 
about omitting them. Khul was created as 
the “presents” continent, with Allansia as 
the home of the original Fighting Fantasy 
books from Ian and sometimes Steve, 
and with the Sorcery! titles having their 
own continent. That said, after Titan came 
out, the “presents” titles made use of 
unexplored areas of Allansia too. Khul was 
a bit of a fudge, of course, cramming all 
those cultures and styles in, but so it goes.
   The biggest challenge, though, was of 
expansion. The needs of a character in 
a gamebook tend to be limited - some 
coinage, equipment, monsters, a little bit 
of architecture and magic, not much more. 
Turning those snippets into a properly 
encyclopaedic work required the invention 
of vast swathes of overview and detail. 
For this one, as with Out of the Pit, I was 
credited as editor, but all of the new stuff 
was mine, and there was a hell of a lot of 
it. Steve and Ian approved the suggested 
contents list but after that it was really just 
myself, guided by the expert judgement of 
Puffin’s editor Robin Waterfield. I hope it’s 
not too immodest to say that even now I 
think I surprised myself with what I came 
up with – things like the tree village, the 
city maps, the cosmology, that mad dwarf 
mountain-city with the gold peak, and so 
on. It’s great to hear, even all these years 
later, that it inspired a great many younger 
designers - I still get asked to sign copies 
and talk about it at the SF conventions I 
attend while promoting Angry Robot. All 
the way through I was also conscious that 
this was to be the setting for many more 
gamebooks to come, hopefully, so I made 
sure there were a great number of dangling 
threads left behind too.
   There was a third challenge, though 
- in the middle of writing I relocated to 
Nottingham as part of Citadel Miniatures’ 
buy out of Games Workshop. Getting 
settled in new job and new home made 
me late on the deadline for Titan, so the 
writing of the second half of the project 
ended up being very compressed and 
intense. For the final blast I took several 
days off work and wrote constantly, 
pulling 18 hour days till it was done. When 
I couldn’t think straight I retired to bed 
with pad and pencils, drawing roughs of 
the many maps and diagrams in the book 
– I remember waking up one morning 
with the rough sketch of the elf tree-village 
stuck to my face.


Was there anything cut from the final 
version for reasons of space or taste/
censorship?
Nothing of note as far as I recall. Also, I 
was writing with the hope that much of 
it would fall into discrete sections, and in 
some cases spreads – so the word count 
of each part was carefully governed. 
When Puffin came to resize the books for 
the everyday paperback editions we lost 
the colour plates, which was a shame, 
and some of the layout left something to 
be desired, but even there we got all the 


words in. And when we did the Fighting 
Fantasy Yearbook I managed to extend a few 
entries here and there – 
though perhaps the orc 
comedian’s jokes were a 
step too far?


Sales-wise, do you know 
how well Out of the Pit 
and later Titan did?
I can’t quote exact figures, 
but both books did very 
well indeed. Out of the Pit 
was #4 in the Children’s 
bestseller charts, Titan 
made #7. By the time I 
came to write Battleblade 
Warrior sales across the 
series weren’t quite so 
high, so those first two 
reference books remained 
my best sellers, and the 
most translated of my 
books.


Your two guidebooks 
were republished last 
year by Arion Games and 
the Advanced Fighting 
Fantasy system revised 
in a new book from 
Graham Bottley. Any 
thoughts/reactions to this 
development and is it a 
range you would want to 
write for?
Alas, the books were 
republished without 
Graham or any of 
his business partners 
contacting me beforehand. 
I did get paid, but no 
chance to correct any 
errors, nor even update 
the dedications. I just had 
one copy of each turn up 
in a battered Jiffy bag four 
months after they came 
out. Disappointing.


MAGAZINE MANIA – 
WARLOCK


You took over as editor 
of Warlock in about mid-
1986. How did you come 
to be in that position?
It seemed a natural 
appointment. The 
magazine went with 
the handful of GW 
guys who relocated to 
Nottingham following 
the buy out (others stayed 
in London and moved 
to new jobs elsewhere). I 
was the Fighting Fantasy 
encyclopaedist, had 
edited my own fanzine 
and had previously 
helped out the Warlock 
and White Dwarf guys The last four issues of Warlock...


when I shared an office with them in 
London and now in Nottingham – pretty 


obvious really. I loved 
running Warlock, I really 
did. It was such fun, and 
being left to get on with it 
while many of the game 
design team were eyeball 
deep in the first edition 
of Warhammer Roleplay 
we did come up with lots 
of fun ideas – the demon-
summoning boardgame 
still makes me chuckle.


Were you aware the end 
of the magazine was 
coming when you took 
the editor’s post?
Not at all. We were all 
keen to make it work. 
It was selling very well 
and growing every issue. 
The trouble was, the 
whole design studio was 
advancing on all fronts 
– Citadel’s miniatures 
and new wargames 
rules, our own RPGs and 
boardgames plus those we 
licensed-in from the US, 
White Dwarf magazine – 
just too much to squeeze 
through the pipe. Issue 
13 was all but done when 
we made the decision to 
drop it. And I trust you 
are aware that the version 
of the magazine licensed 
to Japan did not stop, but 
continued for many years 
(might even still be going 
today!).


Who were the team that 
you worked with on the 
magazine?
Initially, I helped the 
GW editorial team in 
the London office, Steve 
Williams and his assistant 
Paul Mason – advice, 
and a couple of actual 
columns. I’d worked with 
Steve on the mail order 
magazine Black Sun – a 
cute little expanded mail 
order catalogue that we 
filled with game parodies, 
irreverent reviews and the 
like. As for Paul, well, he’d 
been a friend from fanzine 
days, one of the brighter 
stars of the next generation 
that came through with 
their own gaming mags 
after DragonLords.
   When GW’s Citadel 
division bought out the 
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When Workshop took over Warlock with 
issue #6, there was a noticeable shift in 
content to a more general RPG magazine 
than specifically Fighting Fantasy. Do 
you think Warlock could have survived 
as a solely Fighting Fantasy mag? Do 
you think the change in emphasis was a 
success?
There was. Obviously GW are in the 
business of selling GW’s games. Fighting 
Fantasy was a great hook to bring in new 
proto-gamers, and GW were making 
various Fighting Fantasy tie-ins such as The 
Warlock of Firetop Mountain boardgame. 
With Steve and Ian’s blessing, the 
magazine’s scope broadened to become an 
introductory gaming experience, majoring 
on Fighting Fantasy still but with other 
games also being covered. 


In #10 Steve Jackson mentions in the 
editorial that you had lots of ideas to 
improve the magazine. Do you feel that in 
the time you had you achieved this?
Not wanting to be rude, but that sounds 
more like the sort of thing anyone 
says when a new broom comes in. The 
magazine was growing in confidence, that 
was the main “improvement”. Under my 
editorship it spoke directly to readers as 
though a cool kid talking with younger 
friends, which is a style I’ve tried to 
cultivate and use all my writing life.


What would you have liked to do with 
the magazine, but weren’t able to and 
why?
It was a shame that there wasn’t more time 
to explore and deepen its role as a truly 
introductory gaming magazine. There were 
also (very) vague plans to follow up on 
those ideas with introductory books and 
gaming product that I would have liked 
to have worked on with my fellow GW 
designers. But we were all so frantic, firing 
in so many directions at once, that I was 
certainly kept very busy.


Can you give a explanation of events as to 
why the magazine came to an end when 
it did?
Sales were down, there was pressure on 


the overstretched 
design team to work 
on more successful 
projects, and so 
it was wound 
down. It wouldn’t 
surprise me if there 
had been a feeling 
among some of the 
Nottingham crew 
that it had been 
inherited rather 
than demanded 
from the London 
operation, but 
didn’t really fit, and 
perhaps it wasn’t 


pulling its weight as this recruiting tool 
from the off. At the time, there was some 
suggestion that freeing me and the layout 
guys up would also help the GW Design 
Studio make more products, but that didn’t 
really happen.


TWO DICE, AN ERASER AND A 
PENCIL – BATTLEBLADE WARRIOR


What led to you finally submitting a 
Fighting Fantasy book after two years 
involvement on the periphery of the main 
series?
I’d been working at Games Workshop’s 
design studio in Nottingham in that time, 
so after Titan was published I didn’t have 
a lot of spare time. I was assisting with 
Warlock, which at the time was in-house, so 
I was keeping my hand in. When GW and 
I parted company (the first time) in Spring 
87, I had the ideal impetus to progress a 
gamebook proper.
 
Was Battleblade Warrior the first idea you 
submitted?
I submitted a few, each of which was 
based on a particular hanging thread I’d 
left in Titan, various events and locales 
that could be picked up for an adventure. 
The lizardman siege was my favourite 
and perhaps that shone through. It was 
originally called something far duller, The 
Sword of (Something) or The Siege of..., but 
Ian Livingstone suggested its present title.
 
Did you get any say in the artists 
involved in the book and what is your 
opinion on the finished art?
Not the best, but better than some. On a 
monthly schedule it’s inevitable that artists 
get rushed, or new artists get brought on 
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...and Marc as he appeared in the editorial of issue 11.


parent company and the business relocated 
to Nottingham I moved up, but Steve and 
Paul did not. As the in-house Fighting 
Fantasy expert it seemed sensible to expand 
my role to editor, as well as chief writer. 
Across my desk was the lovely Mike 
Brunton, at the time White Dwarf editor, 
and we served as each other’s assistant 
editors, helping each other, riffing ideas, 
etc.


How much involvement did Jackson and 
Livingstone have in the magazine?
With the London team, Ian kept a parental 
eye. When it was up in Nottingham, I 
guess I was seen as a safe pair of hands. 
Or perhaps it was just seen as a completely 
GW managed product by then. Certainly 
the remit widened a little – the move from 
Fighting Fantasy to general gamebook 
magazine had already happened in 
London; now the intention was to use 
it as a recruiter for more sophisticated 
gaming, a gateway to all the delights of 
full-on roleplaying games and fantasy 
boardgames. Hence various articles 
introducing fantasy games (written by 
the aforementioned Mike Brunton), and 
adventures which used both Fighting 
Fantasy and other RPG rules.
 
Given it was no longer a Penguin 
publication, what was the relationship 
between GW and Puffin like?
They were as helpful and lovely to work 
with as ever.


Given the lead in times, did you have 
any say in the mini Fighting Fantasy 
adventures presented in the last few 
issues?
Yes. Why? Sounds like a leading question.


Was the mini Fighting Fantasy slot filled 
by specifically chosen writers or on the 
basis of what was submitted on spec?
About half and half. Ruth Pracey was a 
safe pair of hands with adventures, as was 
Graeme Davis. In a couple of other cases, 
we went with what had been sent in, some 
from a ‘Write an Adventure’ competition 
and others just sent on spec.


What sort of things 
did you look for in 
the kind of mini 
Fighting Fantasy 
you wanted to 
present in Warlock?
Erm, the same thing 
one would want 
from any adventure 
– a new twist on 
setting or challenge, 
solid rule handling, 
good writing and 
gameplay.
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who aren’t given time to get up to fighting 
weight.
 
What was Greylight Industries plc from 
the dedication?
A private joke. Next!
 
Can you recall what the inspiration 
behind the adventure was and/or what 
the experience of writing the book was 
like?
See above for the inspiration. The sword 
also had echoes of The Sword of the Dawn 
from Michael Moorcock’s Hawkmoon 
books. The experience was great fun. For 
a lot of it I sat on my sofa, plotting out the 
different landscapes and settings, listening 
to Brian Eno’s On Land, a very spooky 
ambient record of wind and shadows, 
which I think informed some parts of the 
book. 
 
The Orc funeral is something of a popular 
sequence with readers. Do you feel the 
books need the occasional off-the-wall or 
humorous moments?
Of course. “Grimly humorous” is a very 
popular style of mine. Really, it’s horrific as 
well as funny – though I should add that in 
the original manuscript you had the choice 
of properly eating a bit of Orc body, but 
that was toned down. The trick is always 
to make it in character with the book, so for 
my personal taste, no puns or recognisable 
joke names from elsewhere. Others have 
their own style, of course, and fair play.


Looking back now, how do you feel about 
how the book turned out?
I haven’t opened it since I did the last 
proofread, sorry. My memory of it is 
that, despite the Orcs, 
it’s a bit serious and 
straightforward, with too 
much atmosphere and 
setting but lacking in 
tricksy game play.


THE WARLOCK 
OF THE BOOKS – 
CONSULTING EDITOR


You took over from Robin 
Waterfield as consultant 
editor on the books. 
How did you end up as 
consultant and what was 
the transition from Robin 
to yourself like?
I’d known Robin some years, having 
worked closely with him on the latter 
stages of Titan and Battleblade Warrior. I was 
also proofreading various Fighting Fantasy 
titles at that time. Occasionally he’d call up 
and ask a detailed query about an aspect 
of the setting. As I was now freelance, 
and Robin wanted to move on, it seemed 
sensible to at least talk to the chap who 
could answer such questions, had been a 
games designer and editor, knew Steve and 
Ian well, and had written in and around 
the range. I can’t remember much about 


the handover, save a great parcel of every 
Fighting Fantasy book turning up, as well as 
piles and piles of prospective gamebooks, a 
few of which made the grade.
 
What can you recall/say about your 
selection process for the gamebooks 
while consultant?
For me, there were several themes or 
styles in differing combinations at all 
times. There were straightahead adventure 
romps, clever uses of the setting, and the 
devious gameplay guys, whose every 
paragraph was shadowed by a second one 
that you could only get to by adding 3 or 
subtracting 5 because you had found the 
right item. Different authors would have 
their own favourite approach, so I tried to 
balance them across the schedule.
   Add to that, some authors who were 
becoming old hands at gamebook creation 
and who could hit deadlines with excellent 
clean manuscripts, together with various 
newcomers who were trying out for the 
first time and struggling more... and, well, 
it was just like every publishing schedule 
I’ve ever worked on.


It has been suggested by various readers 
that the later Fighting Fantasy gamebooks 
were much harder than earlier titles. Was 
this a deliberate editorial decision?
“Somewhat”, is the non-committal answer 
to that one. If anything, it was a struggle 
to ensure the writers weren’t making 
them even harder. As they became more 
practiced at plotting them, their skills 
at using the paragraph systems for very 
complicated puzzles and multi-strand 
paths meant that sometimes they got 
very tortuous. Meanwhile, let us also 


acknowledge everyone 
shouting over your 
shoulder “But Creature of 
Havoc... that wasn’t a late-
period one... and blimey!”
 
Sky Lord and Spectral 
Stalkers were the last 
titles with any non-
fantasy material. Were the 
non-fantasy titles phased 
out on purpose?
After the first few, the 
non-fantasy titles – and 
we’re really talking SF 
here – sold less well than 
their fellows. We didn’t 
deliberately phase out 


such subjects, but we were keen to get 
something extra-special on the SF side, 
but alas were never impressed enough 
by further proposals to commission 
something.


In 1992 Fighting Fantasy turned 10. To 
celebrate Puffin published the 10th 
Anniversary Yearbook for which you did 
most of the heavy lifting. What was the 
rationale behind the yearbook?
A bunch of other brands had had their 
own successful spin-off merchandising, 


so it was seen as a good way of making 
something for the Fighting Fantasy fan base, 
with one eye to making it an annual item 
if it sold well. It reused a Graeme Davis 
adventure from Warlock mag but other than 
that it was pretty much all original stuff, 
but mostly just a bit of fun. I still remember 
those Allansian dice games...


Whose idea was it for a sequel to The 
Warlock of Firetop Mountain?
I’m sure it came from chats between Puffin 
and Ian & Steve. Fifty is a great number to 
return to where it all started. It worked out 
well, I thought.


It is believed that the series was to be 
axed after book 50 (Return to Firetop 
Mountain). Is this true? If so, what stayed 
the axe?
I think that’s just idle speculation, 
unsurprising as the series matured and 
some of the heat went out of it. In actual 
fact we had to adjust the schedule to put 
in Return... as there were books pencilled 
for another year after #50 when it was 
confirmed. And no, I can’t remember what 
was the placeholder title originally in at 
#50.


WHY SHOULD KIDS HAVE ALL THE 
FUN? — ADVANCED FIGHTING 
FANTASY


The news section of Warlock #12 (late-
1986) announces Advanced Fighting 
Fantasy as coming mid-1987 as a 
hardback from GW (as apposed to the 
eventual 1989 paperback from Puffin). 
What happened to those original plans?
I don’t recall that at all, which is a little 
mad as I was probably the author of that 
news page. Sorry, I don’t remember.
 
Was the plan from the outset to always 
have a co-writer?
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Pete Tamlyn was a very old gaming friend 
of mine. He and I had worked on a draft 
set of rules and background that would 
have been the first cyberpunk RPG, Dark 
Future – the background would later be 
co-opted with my assistance for the car-
battling boardgame of the same name, and 
eventually inspire some great tie-in novels 
from Kim Newman, writing as Jack Yeovil 
(coincidentally, Pete and Kim went to the 
same school in Bridgwater). 


How did you go about writing with 
another author?
On Dark Future, Pete had concentrated 
upon the rules and I’d done the world-
building, but for Advanced Fighting Fantasy 
we switched. I’m not sure why to this 
day, but it seemed to work. Nailing the 
key ideas that we wanted the game to be 
playable by readers before any rules were 
even introduced, and the metaphor of the 
director, was key to getting started, and 
once that was done, Pete went off and 
wrote the adventures. I wrangled the rules. 
We playtested, and rewrote both parts, and 
then I expanded the rules with the more 
advanced skills and the GM resources. We 
got together every so often, usually down 
at his house in Aylesbury, but talked very 
frequently on the phone (how much easier 
it would be today with Google docs and 
email!). It all went very smoothly, and the 
second and third volumes worked equally 
well.


Were there plans for a fourth title after 
Allansia in 1994?
“Plans” is a bit strong, but we did prepare 
a short synopsis and section breakdown 
for a possible fourth volume, which would 


Marc Gascoigne Interview
have covered sea journeys, pirate actions 
and ship battles. It seemed the next logical 
expansion after the dungeon, city, and 
wilderness/battles themes.


THE WORK OF WORDSMITHS – 
THE FIGHTING FANTASY NOVELS


Was your solo Fighting Fantasy novel, 
Demonstealer, in the works before 
you became a consulting editor on the 
Fighting Fantasy range and how did you 
become picked to pen one of the novels?
I don’t remember much of the process, 
except that I was talking with Steve and 
Ian on various Fighting Fantasy business 
one day (so I guess I was consultant editor 
by this point), and the topic turned to The 
Trolltooth Wars. Ian mentioned that he had 
been commissioned to do a novel as well, 
but that it wasn’t progressing too far, and 
the suggestion was made that I write one 
as well. I’m not sure where the timing was 
compared to my becoming the editor.


Was Demonstealer the first idea you 
pitched for a Fighting Fantasy novel? If 
not, do you recall any of your other ideas?
There were minor chops and changes but 
no, I was given a very free range – trusted 
to make it slot in seamlessly with its 
predecessor I guess.


The novels actually credit you on the 
cover (as opposed to the gamebooks). 
What made the novels different from all 
other Fighting Fantasy output?
If I recall correctly, I just asked a little more 
firmly this time. After the guidebooks, my 
name was becoming more well-known, so 
Steve and Ian very graciously agreed.  


The ISBN for Shadowmaster suggests it 
was commissioned at around the same 
time as The Trolltooth Wars. Was it always 
planned as a collaboration between you 
and Ian, or, given the book was a long 
time in coming, did it need helping to the 
finish line from you?
As implied above, the latter. Once 
Demonstealer was done, it seemed sensible 
to help get Ian’s unfinished book motoring. 
Ian knew what he wanted from his 
plot, and had copious notes on plot and 
characters, but there wasn’t very much 
actual writing. In the end, it seemed a 
natural fit to get me to finish it. The cover 
from John Sibbick came in and provided a 
wonderful impetus.


Did you have any plans for another novel 
after Shadowmaster? If so, what can you 
recall of it?
Several were bandied out, but I wasn’t 
keen. I’m not a natural novelist, and in 
fact the whole experience with the Fighting 
Fantasy novels confirmed I was far happier 
being an editor and world-builder than 
a marathon-length writer, which has 
continued to this day, several decades later. 


The working title was Spiderbones, and it 
was about an isolated walled town that 
had been taken over by a demonic spider-
cult, which Darkmane of course has to 
defeat and banish. None of the novel itself 
was written.


How do you think your novels turned 
out?
You’d do better asking the people who 
read them. I’m very happy with some 
of the set-pieces, which I still recall now, 
despite not having opened my copies for 
many years.
 
What are your thoughts on the Fighting 
Fantasy novel range?
It would be fair to say they were an add-on 
to the range, and probably felt like that to 
the readers. The schedule was erratic too, 
so they didn’t get the best, most consistent 
launch... but as with everything with 
Fighting Fantasy, nothing was knocked out 
and everything done to as high a quality 
as we could make it, so maybe some folks 
remain very fond of them. We all have 
those early influences – having the first 
half of The Hobbit read to me at school as 
a 9 year-old formed my tastes for years. 
There may be people out there whose 
first fantasy novel was one of the Fighting 
Fantasy volumes, and why not?


GENERAL MAYHEM – THE END OF 
THE RANGE


Night of the Creature is a title attributed 
to a Fighting Fantasy gamebook you were 
supposedly going to write for publication 
in 1996 as book #61. What can you tell us 
about this adventure?
With the flippant working title Honey I 
Shrunk the Hero, it was a Fantastic Voyage-
style adventure, where to get inside a 
sorcerer’s trap-defended lair, you had to be 
shrunk down. You would travel through 
his garden, sewers and dungeons. Thing 
is, you couldn’t take on the wizard or the 
massive mutant beast he was creating 
while small, so you also had to find the 
right ingredients to make a second potion 
that would restore your size and strength. 
The overall plot was sketched and the 
first few dozen paragraphs drafted, but it 
was pushed down the schedule by other 
projects and my own busyness on other 
things, and then never commissioned.
 
Why did it take so long (almost a 
decade) for you to consider writing 
another Fighting Fantasy gamebook after 
Battleblade Warrior?
A bunch of reasons: it was proposed fairly 
early after Battleblade Warrior but kept 
slipping back because of busyness with 
other work, the needs of the range in terms 
of theme and approach, and of course the 
regular arrival of really good books of 
other, far more talented gamebook writers.
 







 
What are your abiding memories of 
working on the series?
Such great fun, a talented bunch of 
people doing some very peculiar things 
with flowcharts and paragraphs, a very 
supportive team at Puffin throughout, no 
matter how weird things got... and the 
floors of my lounge forever being covered 
by great sheets of paper covered in lines 
and panels.
 
What sort of lessons learnt have you 
taken away and used in later life from 
working on Fighting Fantasy?
I’ve been working as an editor of one sort 
or another for 30 years now. It’s all fed into 
my growth and added to my many skills, 
but I’m at the wrong end of the telescope 
now to identify exact moments where I 
learned something. 
   Oh, except that every time a new book 
comes across my desk here at Angry 
Robot, the first thing I always do is just 
flick through every page with my thumb, 
ensuring that all the page numbers are as 
they should be. We once had a seriously 
misbound Fighting Fantasy book (late 40s, I 
think, but couldn’t tell you the exact title) 
that I caught that way, just before it was 
due to be shipped to stores, and it’s become 
a habit over the decades...


Gamebooks are making something of a 
resurgence at the moment, what do you 
think is their appeal?
More than anything, with Fighting Fantasy, 
I’d have to say nostalgia for the things 
of childhood. Look at Kickstarter – full 
of many worthy new projects, but just as 
many attempts to get favourite old games, 
toys, movies and the like made once more, 
by going direct to those who loved them 
most and who now as mature adults have 


Bloodbones was scheduled for publication 
in 1996 and then was repeatedly delayed 
before being cancelled altogether. What 
was going on behind the scenes with 
the series at this time and why did the 
Fighting Fantasy range come to an end? 
It’s just what always happens with any 
long-running series. Gently declining 
sales; an ageing fanbase that wasn’t being 
refreshed; attempts to refresh the range 
didn’t turn anything around. There were 
longer periods between each book, but in 
the end the Penguin team decided it was 
time for Fighting Fantasy to stop... albeit 
only for a while, as it happens. Bloodbones 
was caught up in that, alas, and we should 
definitely acknowledge author Jonathan 
Green’s fortitude and professionalism 
while the changes were happening.


When you talk about attempts to “refresh 
the range” that didn’t work. What sort of 
approaches were tried?
Making the books easier and shorter (300 
entries) to appeal to younger readers. 
Trying the Zagor books likewise. Taking 
the numbers off the spines. Putting the 
numbers back on the spines... Ultimately, 
as the popularity faded, it was only 
slowing down the inevitable end.


Others have cited the rise of videogames 
for the decline of gamebooks in the 1990s. 
Do you see that as a contributing factor?
Maybe. What happened was that a craze 
– lovely new thing, lots of sales – slowly 
faded. Yes, other things took over, but then 
gamebooks were inspired by the early text 
adventures, so it all fed back round into 
itself. There was and is a rump of undying 
enthusiasts (hello, your lovely readers) but 
not enough. I suppose it was gratifying 
that Fighting Fantasy was among the last 
series to finish, and the first to be revived.


the disposable income to reinvest. I think 
this also applies to the conversion to apps – 
not sure at all how many of those snapping 
them up are brand new to Fighting Fantasy 
and game books, and there is plenty of 
apocryphal evidence in comments boxes 
beginning “Ahh, this takes me back...”. 
On the other hand, the reissued and new 
Fighting Fantasy books will have picked up 
some new fans – if you’re seven or eight 
and being given a bright shiny new The 
Warlock of Firetop Mountain you don’t care 
that’s it’s a reissue, you just dive in and 
have fun.  
 
If given the opportunity to write a new 
Fighting Fantasy gamebook now, would 
you want to?
Ah, I don’t see that haggard but 
determined messenger beating his path 


We once 
had a misbound 
Fighting 
Fantasy book 
that I caught 
just before 
it was due to 
be shipped to 
stores... ”


“
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through the intractable wilderness to my 
door, but one should never say never. I do 
quite fancy finishing that shrunken hero 
adventure one day…


BEING PART OF A TEAM – 
COLLABORATIONS WITH OTHER 
WRITERS


You worked with Carl Sargent (who wrote 
as Keith Martin for Fighting Fantasy) on 
some Shadowrun and Earthdawn books.  
Could you explain a little about what 
each series was and how the pair of you 
came to write for them?
I had a number of collaborators on 
different games (Pete T[amlyn] and I 
worked on some Paranoia and Call of 
Cthulhu stuff, for example, as well as 
Advanced Fighting Fantasy). I came to know 
Carl through his Fighting Fantasy work, but 
also because he was writing a fair amount 
of Warhammer FRP material, following his 
work on UK-sourced Dungeons & Dragons 
stuff for TSR. I can’t recall where the first 
Shadowrun work for FASA came from, but 
I think it was likely to be him asking me 
to assist with the Prime Runners book, then 
the massive London Sourcebook, I guess 
following the Dark Future work I’d done 
and general cyberpunk knowledge. The 
role-playing game was cyberpunk, with 
an added mix of reincarnated elves, trolls 
and the like; very popular in its time. We 
did an Irish sourcebook as well, and then 
some tie-in novels. With Carl the procedure 
was usually the same: we plotted, he wrote 
(he was a ferociously productive word-
machine) and then I edited/rewrote/
added. It meant that we were delivering 
very high quality, basically finished work, 
very fast, and that work led to more. 
Earthdawn was a fantasy roleplaying 
game, and we were associated fairly early 
because of the Shadowrun work. We co-
wrote the massive Skypoint set, a vast, vast 
city book in a box with maps, that FASA, in 
their infinite wisdom, credited only to Carl 
on the front cover. They ran out of money 
fairly soon after and I wouldn’t work for 
people who didn’t pay their bills. 


A further collaboration with Sargent, and 
fellow RPG-writer James Wallis, led to 
four Sonic the Hedgehog novels. How did 
you end up writing them?
I’ve known James for years, and he was 
more into videogames than myself. When 
Peter Darvill-Evans at Virgin asked about 
writing some Sonic books, he seemed 
a natural fit. We roped in Carl too as a 
wordsmith, as we were basically required 
to supply four novels in two months. We 
plotted, they wrote, I edited; bam, in on 
time. With Carl the method was the same 
as on the gaming material, albeit with 
the emphasis on cramming in even more 
jokes. With James, it was the other way: he 
overwrote massively, so it was more about 
taking material out. It wasn’t the best deal 


for us authors, and when the entire print 
run, pretty much, was sold to a schools 
book club for a few pennies over cost we 
knew we weren’t going to be seeing any 
royalties, but they were fun. I still think 
that the horror movie-themed book, Sonic 
in Castle Robotnik, is possible the finest 
book I ever contributed to, stupid joke 
layered upon stupid joke. We had a lovely 
note from the CEO of Virgin, saying how 
delighted he was with them – the blatant 
homage to the Kennedy Assassination in 
one of them had very much enlivened a 
dull bedtime reading session with his lad. 


You also teamed up with fellow Fighting 
Fantasy alumni Jonathan Green for two 
Sonic the Hedgehog gamebooks. Did these 
arise from working on the novels and 
how did you end up working with Jon?
Yes. James W[allis] wrote the first two for 
Puffin, which were fab, but then the next 
two were allocated to John Sutherland 
(another ex-GW chap) and Nigel Gross, 
who were after more gamebook work. I 
edited all of these as Puffin’s gamebook 
guy, and then collaborated with Jon Green 
on the last two. At the time or soon after 
he was also my lodger, having become 
mates through Fighting Fantasy and both 
freelancing on GW stuff. There were also 
two Robin of Sherwood gamebooks, based 
on the TV show created why Richard 
Carpenter, written with old fanzine friends 
Paul Mason (him again) and Graham 
Staplehurst; I sorted the deal and was due 
to write the third but the first two didn’t 
sell so well, so...


How well do you think these 
collaborations worked out and which one 
are you happiest with now looking back?
Ah, they were all fun. The key is often to 
find great people to work with, because 
the fun and the talent and the jokes and the 
creativity multiplies exponentially. Having 
said that, I did recently have cause to open 
up Titan again, and I was astonished by 
how all the detail and loving care and 
random little elements that I must have put 
into that beast. Must have been mad.


ROBOTS ABOUT TO REVOLT 
IN ANGER – EDITOR AT ANGRY 
ROBOT


What are the origins and guiding 
concepts of the Angry Robot label?
For readers, to offer lively, modern 
imaginative fiction that is not hidebound 
by tradition and is never afraid to pull 
in influences from wherever excites us. 
All wrapped up in some occasionally 
great covers. All available in all the major 
formats simultaneously, everywhere in the 
world. 
   For us as publishers, to question 
every aspect of traditional publishing 
methodology and intention, and if it’s no 
longer relevant junk it and try something 


different. A lot of what we were doing 
four years ago when we started is now 
commonplace for publishers big and small 
– which just inspires us to look further 
ahead of the pack again.
   Interestingly, some of this questioning 
had formed during my time with Black 
Library. I’d returned to Games Workshop 
in late 1997, after helping with freelance 
work over the previous couple of years. 
Initially working on the short story 
magazine Inferno, we expanded to 
encompass a comic and graphic novels, 
and from 1999 the Warhammer novel ranges 
that still go strong to this day. Working 
on BL books we were both connected to, 
but apart from, the regular book business, 
and that meant we developed different 
methods of talking to and with our readers 
– and it’s that dialogue with your most 
fanatical readers that is key.
   The Angry Robot imprint started under 
the aegis of HarperCollins. A couple of 
clever folks there had been keeping an 
eye on both Black Library and myself, 
so when I was looking for a new job 
following a particularly swingeing round 
of cost-cutting at GW, they swooped. 
In the months when I was creating the 
AR business plan for HarperCollins, 
I was also doing some work advising 
some acquaintances at Osprey about the 
best way of setting up a fiction line. We 
launched through HC, but our ideas were 
too radical and our methods too different. 
When the managing director who was 
our champion and protector there was 
let go, slowly but surely we were wound 
down. In the end I bought AR off them 
for a nominal sum and took it to, yup, 
Osprey, and we were back in business 
very rapidly, with a long-delayed US 
launch delivered too. Since our revival in 
October 2010, we’ve published a whole 
heap of great books in lovely packaging, 
pioneered ebook subscriptions and ebook 
bundling, signed a clutch of movie deals, 
and of course celebrated the Arthur C 
Clarke Award win (and a World Fantasy 
Award for me). We’ve dabbled with young 
adult genre fiction with Strange Chemistry 
and crime and mystery novels under the 
Exhibit A banner... with several other large 
plans taking shape beyond that. Well, I’d 
be bored otherwise.


Fighting Fantazine would again like to thank 
Marc Gascoigne for taking the time to answer 
the questions put to him by the magazine. l
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The Story So Far...


You are Dorst, retainer and personal guard 
to Baroness Coryene of Gadorvo, a city 
in the Republic of Palmyrion. You have 
faithfully served the Baroness and her 
family for twenty-seven years, ever since 
you were given shelter at their chateau one 
cold, rainy night in late autumn of the year 
MS 5050. You do not recall how long you 
had been wandering, for your memories 
of your life prior to that night are lost to 
you. According to the Baroness’ father, 
you were delirious with a high fever and 
babbling nonsense in a language he did 
not recognise. He kindly took you in and 
ensured you were well cared for as his staff 
nursed you back to health.
   Your chest swells with pride whenever 
you think of the aged Baron, for you owe 
him both your life and your livelihood. 
With nowhere to go and no memories of 
any family or friends, you were dreading 
the day when you would be declared fit 
again, for you feared being sent out into 
the wild world once more, to trek across 
Magnamund, homeless and shiftless. 
However, the Baron saw in you something 
that he admired and you found yourself 
at the centre of a whirlwind of activity as 
you approached full health once more. 
When the Baron offered you the post of 
guardian to his callow daughter, you 
graciously accepted, throwing yourself into 
training with sword, bow and pike. You 
even learned to shoot the strange muskets 
created by the Dwarves of Bor, weird 
contraptions that fire lead projectiles at 
high speed.
   Almost immediately, your latent skills 
came to the fore and many times the Baron 
asked where you received your training 
in the use of weapons; yet each time, you 
could only answer truthfully that you did 
not know. Perhaps you had been a soldier, 
a mercenary seeking fame and fortune 
in one of the incessant wars between 
the lands around the River Storn to the 
northeast. You have long believed this 
to be the case, since you took to combat 
as a storgh to water. Recently, though, 
something has been bothering you—
strange thoughts and feelings in the back of 
your mind, things long forgotten that may 
just be about to resurface once more.
   Although you visit the shrines to the 
Goddess Ishir along with the Baroness, 
who has grown from a gawky tomboy to 
a beautiful noblewoman while in your 
charge, you have never before partaken in 
any form of prayer, devotion, or worship 
to the Moon Queen. Yet just these past few 
weeks, you have found yourself waking in 
the night, restless, troubled by dreams you 
cannot recall, save for a pair of glowing red 
eyes that glare at you malevolently from 
a face covered by a metal helm. Several 
times now you have beseeched Ishir for 
her protection, yet she does not listen, 
despite the Baroness’ assurance that Ishir 
will never turn away the prayers of anyone 


DREAMS OF
DARKNESS


by S.P. OSBORNE
Illustrated by ROBERTSON SONDOH JR.


This material is not official Lone Wolf canon.
LONE WOLF is a registered trade mark owned by Joe Dever.


All rights reserved.


Map Illustration (back cover) by Jan Charvát. Giak Translations provided by 
Laurence O’Toole. Special Thanks to Francesco Pregliasco for his Giak font.


This adventure is based on a brief encounter with the Baroness Coryene and her 
retainer Dorst in the Lone Wolf gamebook Dawn of the Dragons by Joe Dever (1992). The 
encounter in the book begins in Section 135. You may find reading through those few 
sections useful in setting the scene for this adventure. The book is available to read 
online for free at the Project Aon site, and a special hardback Collector’s Edition can 
be purchased from the publisher, Mantikore-Verlag.







in need. Why would the kind Goddess 
abandon you after many years of faithful 
service to her worshippers?
   And yet, there is a reason, one that you 
cannot yet remember. For you are Dorst. 
But you are not Dorst…


The Game Rules


In training to be the main bodyguard of 
Baroness Coryene, you have developed 
your fighting ability—Combat skill—
and physical stamina—endurance. To 
determine how proficient and how strong 
you are, pick a number from the Random 
Number Table and add 10 to it. This 
resultant number, between 10 and 19, is 
your Combat skill. Note it in the relevant 
box on your Action Chart.
   Now pick another number and add 20 to 
it. This number, between 20 and 29, is your 
maximum endurance points score. Note 
it down in the relevant box on your Action 


Chart.
   Your current endurance points score will 
change frequently over the course of the 
adventure, but it may never exceed your 
maximum starting value. Should your 
endurance score ever drop to 0, you have 
died.
   (You may elect to use a ten-sided die 
instead of the Random Number Table.)


Special Skills


As part of your training, you have 
mastered two of the skills taught to 
Palmyrion retainers. Write these down 
on your Action Chart, along with any 
additional notes. Choose your skills with 
care, as correct use of these abilities could 
well save your life during your adventure.


Battle Tactics


It is said that anyone can pick up a 


club and swing it at his enemies. In the 
dangerous wilds of Magnamund, no 
man can rely solely on his wits and most 
children are taught to defend themselves 
with sword, pike or bow. Your skill with 
the sword is well known among the 
Coryene family’s retainers. Yet more is 
required to vanquish foes effectively. Those 
trained in the intricacies of Battle Tactics 
are as skilled in reading their opponents 
and anticipating their attacks as they are 
in wielding their own weapon. They are 
able to manoeuvre their opponents into 
tight, dangerous situations during combat, 
stymieing their attacks and making them 
less effective, turning their opponent’s 
strengths and tactics against them. This 
insight into fighting techniques gives 
one skilled in Battle Tactics a bonus of +2 
Combat skill when in combat.
   If you choose this Special Skill, write 
down ‘Battle Tactics: +2 Combat skill when 
in combat’ on your Action Chart.


qFighting Fantazine   27


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure


DREAMS OF DARKNESS
ACTION CHART


belt pouch


Containing Lune (max 200)


special items


meals


-3 EP if no Meal available when instructed to eat


items


Can be discarded or changed when not in combat


backpack (maximum 8 articles)


weapons (maximum 2 weapons)     If combat entered holding no weapon -4 combat skill


special skills             (Notes)


1


2


1


2


endurance points
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Dark Languages


There are many languages spoken and 
written in the world of Magnamund, and 
not all of them are used by the forces of 
Good. After many years of studying the 
languages of the enemy, with a view to 
flushing them out of their hiding holes 
and capturing them, one versed in Dark 
Languages is able to understand the 
foul Giak tongue—the lingua franca of 
those who once served the Darklords of 
Helgedad. Although the Darklords were 
wiped out some seven years ago by the 
Sommlending Lone Wolf, the Giak tongue 
continues to be spoken by the Giaks 
(sadistic servants of the Darklords) and 
evil humans such as the Hammerlanders 
and the brutal Drakkarim. Those who 
choose this Special Skill are able to read 
Giak proficiently and can speak it quite 
well. They will also have a rudimentary 
knowledge of the language of the vile 
Cener Druids of Ruel, the Assassins’ Cant 
as used by the Dark Brotherhood of Rhem 
and a smattering of the Vassagonian 
tongue, as spoken by the desert-dwellers 
far to the northeast.
   If you choose this Special Skill, write 
down ‘Dark Languages’ on your Action 
Chart.


Infiltration


While some choose to burst in through 
the main door to a castle, others would 
choose a less obvious approach, preferring 
to avoid detection and take their enemy by 
stealth. Those skilled in Infiltration are able 
to pass undetected in a crowd, to quickly 
effect the mien and stance of a particular 
individual or group, to pass themselves 
off as one of another race, even to imitate 
a particular individual well enough to 
pass a cursory inspection. While such a 
ruse would not pass any great level of 
scrutiny, it has helped many a Palmyrion 
agent escape with his life from Eldenoran 
invaders.
   If you choose this Special Skill, write 
down ‘Infiltration’ on your Action Chart.


Marksmanship


While hand-to-hand combat is taught to 
all Palmyrion retainers, only a few display 
an innate skill to attack using ranged 
weapons. Such inborn ability is rare and 
highly prized, though it takes many 
years and a great deal of effort to hone 
the raw talent to a consistently accurate 
attack. Many hours are spent firing 
arrow after arrow into archery butts, and 
many tournaments are held to discover 


the deadliest shot in the realm. Those 
skilled in Marksmanship are also able to 
maintain, repair and string a bow. They 
have also practised with more esoteric 
forms of missile weaponry, such as the 
thrown dagger with its specially weighted 
handle, and the terrifying Bor musket, a 
contraption as likely to blow up and hurt 
its wielder as pepper their target with lead 
shot!
   If you choose this Special Skill, write 
down ‘Marksmanship’ on your Action 
Chart.


The Way of the Wild


Over the years, many Herbwardens from 
the tiny country of Bautar have been given 
shelter at the Coryene Chateau. These 
men dedicate their lives to the study of 
all of Magnamund’s plants, cataloguing 
their properties. Those skilled in The 
Way of the Wild have spent many hours 
in the company of these humble men, 
talking with them and learning some of 
their extensive botanical lore, as well as 
techniques in outdoor living, hunting and 
finding water in the seemingly arid plains 
of Palmyrion. They can recognise the red-
leafed Laumspur plant, famed for its use in 
healing, as well as a number of other herbs, 
flowers and trees with unusual properties.
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yourself over the injustices of this mortal 
life as the barren, heather-covered hillsides 
around give way to towering pines and 
larch trees.
   The road crests a hill. You break through 
the canopy and are granted a sweeping 
vista over the Forest of Prume, a tract of 
thick coniferous forest that extends to the 
north and south of the road. It is notorious 
bandit country, for the trees hide craggy 
hills and steep-sided valleys—perfect 
hiding places for Palmyrion outlaws. You 
consider yesterday’s bandit encounter and 
Lone Wolf’s words of warning about the 
evil sorcerer who has taken over Castle 
Tranius. You are loath to lead the Baroness 
anywhere near that fortress, but you would 
pass very close to it should you continue 
with your original plan of reaching Kalma 
by the River Kinam and then following 
the road south, taking a lazy semicircular 
route back to the Coryene Chateau outside 
Gadorvo. As the horses draw the carriage 
level with your own mount, you call a halt 
to discuss alternative routes. Your plan is to 
make overland for the Vaderish Monastery 
to the south.
   Below, where the road reaches the bottom 
of the hill on which you now stand, a 
narrow valley leads off into the wooded 
hills to the south. The track is too boggy 
and narrow to allow for the carriage, so it 
would have to be left here, hidden as much 
as possible to put any chasing bandits 
off your trail. The Baroness is a skilled 
horsewoman and would be able to ride 
one of the horses currently hitched to the 
carriage. Of course, the danger is that your 
journey might come to the attention of any 
bandits currently hiding out in those hills.
   Alternatively, you could follow the road 
until it emerges from the forest about a 
half-day’s hard ride from here. From there, 
you could follow the perimeter of the forest 
to the south, across the Nahsor Plain. That 
route should make for an easier journey, 
for the grassy plain is rutted with many 
tracks made by the farmers who dwell in 
the isolated hamlets out there.


If you wish to head southwards 
through the Forest of Prume, turn to 
10.
If you would prefer to follow the road 
westwards through the forest and then 
cut southwards across the Nahsor 
Plain, turn to 20.


   If you choose this Special Skill, write 
down ‘The Way of the Wild’ on your Action 
Chart.


Equipment


You begin the adventure carrying a Sword 
(Weapon), some Portable Cooking Gear 
(Backpack Item) and some money. To find 
out how much is in your Belt Pouch, pick 
a number from the Random Number Table 
and add 50 to it. The resulting value is the 
number of Lune—the small silver coins 
that are the currency of Palmyrion—you 
are carrying. Add this number to your 
Action Chart.


How to Use Your Equipment


The maximum number of Weapons that 
you may carry is two. You may only wield 
one Weapon at a time in combat. Missile 
weapons (e.g. Bow) also count toward your 
limit of two Weapons, but they cannot be 
used in mêlée. If you enter combat without 
a hand weapon, you must deduct 4 Combat 
skill points for the duration of that battle 
and fight unarmed.
   The maximum number of Backpack Items 
that you can carry is eight. Unless you are 
told otherwise, all items that you pick up 
during the adventure will be carried in 
your Backpack. You may discard an item 
from your Backpack at any time.
   Special Items are not kept in the 
Backpack, but rather are stowed in the 
pockets of your tunic. There is no limit to 
the number of Special Items that you may 
carry. For the purposes of this adventure, 
you may not discard a Special Item from 
your possession unless you are explicitly 
told to do so in the text.
   Your Belt Pouch may hold a maximum of 
200 Lune.


Rules for Combat


There will be occasions when you will have 
to fight for your life. The aim is to reduce 
your enemy’s endurance score to 0 while 
losing as few points as possible yourself. 
This is done in the following way. Firstly, 
write both your own and your enemy’s 
endurance points scores in the relevant 
boxes on your Action Chart.
   Now deduct your enemy’s Combat skill 
from your own (remembering to take into 
account any bonuses or penalties to your 
Combat skill that you may receive from 
Special Skills or Weapons). This number 
should be written down as the Combat 
Ratio.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.
   Now consult the Combat Results Table. 
Find your Combat Ratio score along the 
top and cross-reference it with the Random 
Number you have just picked (these are 
down the side of the table). You will be 


given two numbers: one is the damage 
your opponent has inflicted upon you, 
the other is the damage you have inflicted 
upon your enemy. Deduct these values 
from the endurance values of yourself and 
your opponent. (D indicates damage taken 
by Dorst; E indicates damage taken by 
your enemy.)
   If your endurance has fallen to 0 (or 
below), then sadly you have died in 
pursuit of your quest. If your enemy’s 
endurance has been reduced to 0 (or 
below), then you have vanquished your foe 
and may continue your adventure. If both 
of you are still alive, pick another Random 
Number and continue the fight.


Evasion of Combat


Occasionally, you may be given the option 
to evade combat rather than having to 
continue the battle. To do this, calculate 
the combat round in the same manner as 
above, but only you lose endurance points 
for that round. If you are still alive, you 
escape the combat: follow the instructions 
in the numbered section.
   Remember: if your endurance score ever 
falls to 0 (or below), you are dead.


1
You glance behind you and see the green-
cloaked figure of the Sommlending Lone 
Wolf slowly disappear as you steer your 
mount along the road, the Baroness’ 
carriage trundling along behind you. 
Damn bandits! If they hadn’t slowed you 
down you would not have had to share 
your camp with that strange Northlander. 
Not that you have any reason to dislike the 
Sommlending; indeed, if rumour be true, 
it was Lone Wolf himself who infiltrated 
the accursed city of Helgedad and single-
handedly destroyed the Darklords. 
Nevertheless, there was just something 
about him that rubbed you up the wrong 
way. That distrust is probably why you had 
that dream again last night: the red eyes 
that seem to stare through you to your very 
soul, the metal helm covered in strange, 
runic letters, the feeling of sheer terror in 
the pit of your stomach that prevents any 
movement on your part.
   You woke early and unrefreshed, covered 
in a film of cold sweat. You found yourself 
moving mechanically, without thought, 
stoking the campfire to brew the bitter-
tasting huas well before dawn. Damn 
bandits. Damn Sommlending. You would 
wish a pox upon the Northlanders, except 
that you know them to be the Sun God 
Kai’s favoured pets. It would not be a 
good idea to find yourself in the glare of 
the ‘husband’ of the Moon Goddess Ishir, 
especially since it seems she already has 
something against you. Why don’t the 
Gods just appear and say what they mean? 
Why all these silly guessing games? You 
hunker down in the saddle and grumble to 
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2
You reach the edge of the camp without 
being detected and you congratulate 
yourself on your skills. Your smug self-
confidence is misplaced, however. As you 
creep past the first foul-smelling tent, a 
grey-skinned hand shoots from between 
the flaps, grabs hold of your throat and 
pulls you inside, throwing you to the 
ground. By the light of a solitary candle, 
you can see a stunted, misshapen creature, 
roughly five feet tall and covered in warts. 
Its grey skin and savage, inhuman features 
mark it as a Giak, humanoid creatures bred 
in vats and used as expendable troops in 
battle. This Giak sneers down at you.


“Dik!” he snarls. “Ok jek rogag eg gudjag-
nanrak hak okak.” He reaches for his 
sword, which lies upon a ramshackle 
wooden construction covered in the 
uncured hide of a Palmyrion deer. Kicking 
out at his leg, you trip him over and 
scramble over him to gain your advantage. 
He snarls at you, his festering breath 
making you feel nauseous, and throws a 
punch at your face.


Unarmed Giak: 
combat skill 8     endurance 16


   As you are fighting unarmed, you must 
deduct 4 from your combat skillL for the 
duration of this fight.


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
23.


3
The bandit falls beneath your sword and 
you immediately turn your attention to 
the remaining three attackers, but you are 
relieved to note that all have been defeated 
by your guardsmen. You pause to get your 
breathing back under control, your muscles 
slowly relaxing after the ambush. All 
around you is silent once more, the only 
sound being that of birds fluttering among 
the treetops above you. Once you are sure 
that there are no sounds of pursuit or of 
a second wave of ambushers, you turn to 
check on the Baroness. She is shaken, but 
gives you a smile and a genuine word of 
thanks for protecting her.
   You quickly rifle through the pockets of 
the corpse and turn up 27 Lune, which you 
drop into your Belt Pouch. The Baroness 
teasingly suggests that your wages should 
be docked that amount and you are 
gladdened to hear her quickly returning 
to her normal, playful self. One of the 
bandits also carried a Bow, which was not 
damaged in the mêlée, though you can 
only find one measly Arrow (Special Item) 
on the bodies of the men. You may elect to 
keep the Bow (Weapon) if you wish.
Returning to your horse, you remount and 
take up your position at the head once 
more, leading the way deeper into the 
forest.


Turn to 55.


4
You inform the Baroness that it is simply 
too risky to spend any time here, for the 
bandits could return at any moment. 
She glares at you petulantly and you are 
reminded of the times you were forced to 
scold her as a child, but the moment passes 
and she acquiesces to your leadership. 
Returning to your horses, you both 
remount and all four of you head back to 
the waiting party. Once rejoined, you take 
up your position at the head once more 
and lead the way deeper into the forest.


Turn to 55.


5
You leap from your horse, drawing 
your sword in one graceful motion, and 
charge after your prey. Unfortunately, 
his head start is such that you are unable 
to catch him before he crests the hill and 
disappears behind a large boulder. As you 
round it, you peripherally notice a canvas 
awning attached to the side of the boulder, 
forming a bivouac. The Giak must have 
been camping here for some time. Your 
quarry pulls a hunting horn from beneath 
an uncured pelt that served as a blanket, 
brings it to his lips and blows into it. A 
loud, discordant note blares out across 
the hills, echoing through the valleys, 
drawing the attention of all and sundry to 
your location. Filled with rage, you leap to 
attack him before he can sound the horn a 
second time.


Fierce Giak:
combat skill 14     endurance 12


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
22.


6
Your knowledge informs you that these 
hills are mostly uninhabited and that 
few travellers ever find themselves here. 
Since any bandits will know this too, they 
are unlikely to be on the lookout for any 
travellers. The high ground would make 
you more conspicuous, however, to anyone 
who happened to glance upwards. With 
that in mind, you decisively lead your 
party down into a narrow vale away from 
any prying eyes.
   Around noon, you reach a point where 
the valley is split into two by a steep-sided 
tor. Drawing upon your knowledge of 
Battle Tactics, you notice that the entrance 
to the route to the west appears to have 
been fortified by piles of rocks, seemingly 
placed at random, but to your trained 
eye their placement seems too orderly to 
be scree or simple rockfall. You would be 
forced to ride single file and slowly; it is the 
perfect place for an ambush. You quietly 
pass the word around to your men and 
make for the eastern route. Your hyper-
sensitive hearing picks up the sounds of 
your horses’ hooves, the croaks of the 
birds wheeling high above you, even the 
tinkling of the nearby brook, but there are 
no attacks, no ambush; you pass through 
undetected.
   You quicken your pace, yet remain alert 
and vigilant for any further signs of human 
activity. You see none and make good time, 
reaching the road from Scade to Yasaul in 
the late afternoon sunshine. By now you 
are feeling much more relaxed, and your 
men are smiling to each other and chatting 
about the recent tourney at the Chateau 
Coryene. You head west for several miles 
before turning off along a small but well-
maintained track to the south that leads to 
the Vaderish Monastery.


Turn to 75.


7
Your Arrow flies true and sinks into the 
Giak’s neck, slaying him instantly. His 
legs continue to pump for two more paces 
before he topples over and crashes to the 
ground. Three of your fellow guards have 
ridden up behind you for support, but 
fortunately you did not need them. After 
waiting a couple of minutes to make sure 
that the Giak truly is dead, you ride over 
to the body and dismount. Up ahead, you 
notice a canvas awning attached to the side 
of a large boulder, forming a bivouac. The 
Giak must have been camping here for 
some time. (Remember to erase the ‘Arrow’ 
from your Action Chart.)


Turn to 19.







plant or damage the red blooms. Many are 
the travellers who pass by this way who 
may at some future time have cause to 
bless your consideration. After wrapping 
the leaves carefully in a strip of cloth, you 
turn to see the guards looking at you in 
barely-restrained amusement. They clearly 
think you have been collecting flowers; 
gossip among the rumour-mongers of 
Chateau Coryene has it that you are sweet 
on the Baroness, despite your difference 
in ages and social status. You can see 
no reason to try to explain the value of 
Laumspur to these uneducated men, so 
you return to your horse and remount 
without a word before kicking its flanks 
and moving forward once again. (Record 
these on your Action Chart as ‘Laumspur 
Leaves: +4 endurance points when 
swallowed’. There is enough for one dose 
only.)


Turn to 24.


10
You announce to the guards and the 
Baroness that you feel it would be most 
prudent to take a direct route to the 
Vaderish Monastery to the south. The 
Baroness purses her lips in displeasure, 
but as a true blue-blooded Palmyrion 
noblewoman gives no word of 
disapprobation. Despite any discomfort 
on her part, she has grown to trust your 
judgement in such matters. She draws 
the blinds on the carriage and quickly 
changes from her dress into clothing 
more appropriate for horseback riding. 
After several minutes, she alights from 
the carriage as one of the men finishes 
unharnessing the horses leading it. Once 
unyoked, he leads one of the horses to her 
and she mounts expertly, pausing only to 
adjust her broad-brimmed hat trimmed 
with black corvayl fur, which she refuses 
to remove. Most of the luggage—chiefly 
the Baroness’ clothing—is redistributed 
across the burdens of all eight men, while 
the carriage and anything too big or heavy 
to carry is quickly pushed off the road 
and hidden in the mouth of a small cave 
facing away from the road. Now ready for 
the ride, you lead the party down into the 
darkness of the forest floor before turning 
abruptly to your left and following the 
boggy valley.
   Once you have passed between the hills, 
the valley opens out into a glade, the floor 
of which is covered in pine needles. You 
immediately detect signs of others having 
come this way recently, though you cannot 
tell which route they took. With a warning 
gesture for your men to be quiet, you lead 
them on as silently as possible.
Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–4, 
turn to 35.
If the number you have picked is 5–9, 
turn to 40.


8
You notice nothing unusual and ride ahead 
through the ashes and burnt rocks, seeking 
to reach the Vaderish Monastery before 
nightfall. Suddenly, you are brought to a 
halt by the sounds of several loud, guttural 
grunts followed by a high-pitched whine 
that resounds around the rocky sides of 
the canyon. Motioning for the guards to 
remain behind and protect the Baroness, 
you cautiously nudge your horse forward 
to investigate the sounds. As you reach 
the narrowest point of the valley, you are 
forced to dismount and lead your horse 
by the reins between two towering granite 
boulders. You look up as you hear the 
thumping sound of a charging animal 
heading directly for you. Coming your 
way at full tilt is a Palmyrion Elk, a bad-
tempered animal that favours a solitary 
existence. It is highly territorial and it sees 
you as a rival for this valley. Unable to 
turn your horse around quickly, you draw 


your sword and head toward the charging 
animal, hoping to distract it from your 
terrified mount. You duck and dodge to 
the side to avoid the impressive seven-foot 
antlers as the elk tosses its head in your 
direction, and then battle is joined.


Palmyrion Elk:
combat skill 15     endurance 21


If you manage to defeat the animal, 
turn to 39.


9
Your knowledge of herbalism allows 
you to immediately identify the plant as 
Laumspur, a herb with special healing 
properties. You dismount and move to 
inspect the plant further, leaving your 
well-trained mount behind to await your 
return. Carefully you pluck off several of 
the leaves, taking care not to decimate the 
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11
Through your knowledge and studies 
you recognise immediately that this is no 
ordinary creature of the world. It is an 
Agarashi, a creature spawned millennia 
ago in the black pits of the accursed plain 
of Naaros in Southern Magnamund. 
They were bred by the Champion of 
Evil, Agarash the Damned, as part of 
his megalomaniacal attempts to rule the 
world of Magnamund in the name of his 
master, the Dark God Naar. The creatures 
he spawned need neither food nor water, 
though they steer clear of the light of 
the sun, for they fear and hate the God 
Kai in equal measure. They are savage 
and wicked, having no sense of mercy or 
goodness in their foul, black hearts. As 
much as you want to pass the creature 
by, it is the law in Palmyrion that any 
Agarashi should be fought and destroyed. 
Fortunately for you, this spawn of Agarash 
appears to be on the weak side and as 
you draw your sword, you leap from the 
back of your horse to block the Agarashi’s 
path. You deliberately manoeuvre yourself 
into a shaft of sunlight as the Agarashi 
unwillingly moves to attack you, hissing 
savagely, its forked green tongue flicking 
this way and that to detect you now that its 
weak eyes are of no use to it.


Minor Agarashi (blinded):
combat skill 11     endurance 19


If you defeat this remnant of ancient 
days, turn to 45.


12
Part of your knowledge of Infiltration 
is how to maintain the attention of a 
person or persons while allowing others 
to perform a task unnoticed. While you 
would usually be comfortable taking 
such a course, you are unsure how well 
the creature will fall for your ruse. You 
quickly stamp on your misgivings; a loss 
of confidence is always noticeable by those 
being deceived. Drawing your sword, you 
swing it in the direction of the creature, 
which draws back and then swipes a paw 
at you angrily. With your other hand, 
you motion for the guards to ride past, 
drawing the carriage with them. The sound 
of the wheels on the roadway draws the 
creature’s attention, so you slash at it once 
more. Its attention fixed firmly upon you, 
you urge your mount to perform a side 
pass, where the horse walks sideways in 
a ‘dancing’ movement while remaining 
facing front. Your ploy works and the 
ancient horror has eyes only for you as the 
retinue move past behind you as quietly 
and inconspicuously as possible.
   Without warning, the beast leaps at you 
again, but you are aware of its ability and 
are able to dodge out of the way, sending 
the creature head first into a tree. Now that 
the Baroness and her retinue have passed 
a sufficient distance along the road, you 
urge your horse between the trees and up 


into the rocky hills to the north of the road. 
The incessant angry hissing and heavy 
thumping upon the ground behind you 
encourages you to move forward, though 
your eyes are fixed firmly ahead to avoid 
obstacles such as low-hanging branches 
and loose rocks. You are forced to move 
more rapidly than you would like, slowing 
down every now and then to make sure 
you are being pursued, but keeping far 
enough ahead that you won’t be taken by a 
surprise attack.
   Once you are sure that your party will 
have travelled far enough along the road 
that this reptilian monster will not be able 
to catch up, you spur your horse to move 
faster, rounding fallen boulders and trees 
as you move in a lazy semicircle until you 
are heading southwards, back through the 
trees and rocks to the roadway. You stop 
here and listen intently, but there are no 
sounds of pursuit and you breathe a sigh 
of relief. Back on flat ground, you turn to 
the right and gallop off after the Baroness’ 
retinue, which you catch up to no more 
than an hour later.


Turn to 24.


13
The thought occurs to you that the 
Agarashi must have a lair somewhere 
nearby. After Agarash was defeated, his 
foul minions retreated below the ground 
in fear of Kai and his own champions of 
Good. You do not know how long this 
Agarashi has been preying upon unwary 
travellers, but you have heard no stories 
or legends about monsters on the Prume 
Road, so it must have tunnelled its way out 
from the earth only recently. You motion 
for the guards to move on, calling to them 
that you will catch up to them later. The 
carriage will arrest their progress enough 
that there should be no problem with your 
rendezvousing with them shortly.
   Careful inspection of the pine needles 
covering the ground gives a clear 
indication of the direction from whence 
the Agarashi came, and you follow them 
away from the road and up into the craggy 
hills to the north. You lose the track a 
couple of times, but you eventually come 
to the mouth of a cave. Emanating from 
within is the most repugnant stench you 
have ever smelled: the rotting, putrefying 
flesh of animals and men. Ignoring your 
horse’s evident distress at being here, you 
dismount and enter the cave with sword 
drawn—after all, you do not know if the 
Agarashi was alone or if it hunted as part 
of a pack. Inside the cave it is even darker 
than it is beneath the trees, but your eyes 
have become accustomed to the low light 
and you are able to make out several items 
within the rent flesh of the Agarashi’s 
recent kills.


Throwing Knife (Weapon) 
Tinderbox
2 Flasks of Oil


   You may take any or all of these items if 
you wish. Each Flask of Oil takes up one 
space in your Backpack.
   With no reason to linger, you exit the 
cave quickly, gulping in the sweet, pure air 
of the forest in order to stave off retching. 
Remounting, you guide your horse 
southwards, back through the trees and 
rocks to the roadway. Once again on flat 
ground, you turn to the right and gallop off 
after the Baroness’ retinue, which you catch 
up to no more than an hour later.


Turn to 24.


14
The figure is illuminated by the small 
lantern he holds aloft in his left hand. He 
is dressed in a flowing scarlet robe with 
a wide hood that is pulled up to hide his 
features. He stands silently, offering no 
greeting as he faces you.
   Guardedly, you motion for the rest of the 
party to continue, hoping that the darkness 
will help to conceal the Baroness: a party 
of men could be serving as scouts for the 
enemy encampment, but the presence of 
a Palmyrion noblewoman would be very 
difficult to explain. To distract him, you 
slide from the saddle and approach to 
within a few yards, ensuring that his eyes 
are fixed on you, though you make no 
overtly aggressive move. Your comrades 
ride off into the darkness as you remain 
stationary before the half-hidden person. 
The flickering light from the lantern casts 
shadows upon the robe like the very fires 
of Hell.
   Once the rest of your men are out of 
sight, the figure draws back his hood to 
reveal a pock-marked face beneath a shock 
of white hair. His sunken cheeks betray 
his emaciation, well hidden beneath his 
thick robe. His eyes are black dots that 
shimmer with malevolence. Your blood 
runs cold in your veins: never have you 
before been so close to a Cener Druid, one 
of a race of evil herbmasters who once 
held the whole of Magnamund in their 
evil grasp. These servants of the Dark God 
Naar delight in cruelty and torment; they 
take great pleasure in inflicting plagues, 
pestilences and blights upon the world. 
Their stronghold, the city of Mogaruith, 
lies at the centre of a dense forest twisted 
by the cancerous will of the Cenerese. Few 
have ever entered and returned alive.
   The Cener gazes at you dispassionately, 
sizing you up, looking through to your 
very soul. Without warning, he casts the 
lantern aside and brings his hands together 
before him as he begins chanting in his 
sinister tongue.


If you possess Marksmanship and a 
Throwing Dagger, and you wish to use 
it, turn to 52.
Otherwise, turn to 43.
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15
You ride to within ten paces of the 
guards before they raise their pikes in a 
threatening manner and call for you to halt 
and dismount. You do so slowly, holding 
up your hands in a non-threatening 
manner.
   “State your business!” snarls the taller 
of the guards in the Giak language. He is 
dressed in a jumble of furs held together 
by twine and by his brutish features 
you take him to be a Hammerlander. 
These savage clansmen are servants of 
the Dark God Naar and have often been 
used by him to attack the free peoples of 
Magnamund—when they are not busy 
fighting internecine wars between their 
various tribes, that is. You notice that his 
smaller companion is skulking behind him, 
trying to remain inconspicuous.
   With as much bravado as you can muster, 
you tell him that you have been sent on 
a reconnaissance mission to survey the 
surrounding area. You casually let slip that 
there might be some civilian activity along 
the road to the north. The Hammerlander’s 
eyes narrow. He tells you that he does not 
recognise you and asks to see your badge. 
Feigning anger, you demand to see his 
and he immediately loses his supercilious 
attitude. Reaching into a grotty satchel 
hung over his shoulder, he brings forth a 
small vellum scroll and holds it out to you.
   “New orders,” he tells you with 
disinterest. “I’ll tell the chief about your 
suspicions. You better be gone when I get 
back.” He turns and strides off towards 
the main tent, his shorter friend scurrying 
behind, trying desperately to keep up. 
You shake your head at the serendipitous 
events that have just occurred. Perhaps the 
Gods are on your side after all. (Record this 
‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action Chart.)
   Having hopefully thrown these 
interlopers off the scent, you return to the 
horse and remount feeling surprisingly 
fortunate and yet also eager to leave this 
place as soon as possible.


Turn to 100.


16
The Baroness kneels down, closes her 
eyes and begins to intone a prayer to the 
Moon Goddess, asking her to receive 
kindly the souls of those slain travellers. 
Her lips move delicately as she recites the 
well-worn phrases, yet she makes nary 
a sound, leaving the clearing as silent as 
the grave it has become. Not wishing to 
intrude upon the Baroness’ communion 
with her Goddess, you move around to 
investigate the ruined cottage. As quietly 
as you can, you push past the rotted door 
hanging off its hinges and enter what was 
once the main room. The moss-covered 
flagstones are slippery underfoot and 
bugs of every shape and size scurry away 
as you walk around. You are about to 
leave when you step on something lying 


18
You quickly unshoulder your Bow and 
nock the solitary Arrow in place. The 
height afforded by your seated position 
atop your horse gives you good visibility 
and the Giak is running full pelt in a 
straight line, making targeting him easy. 
Your blood rushes noisily in your ears as 
your arms strain to keep the Arrow pointed 
on target. You wait three heartbeats and 
then loose it at the fleeing Giak’s back.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table. If you possess Marksmanship, add 3.


If your score is now 0–3, turn to 41.
If it is 4 or higher, turn to 7.


19
You turn out the pockets of the Giak. He 
isn’t carrying much, though you scrape 
together 14 Lune, no doubt taken from 
unwary travellers. You turn your attention 
to the Giak’s camp and find an Ivory 
Hunting Horn squirreled away beneath 
an uncured pelt that served as the Giak’s 
blanket. He was running away to call for 
help. The thought makes you shudder and 
you wonder how and why such a creature 
should be in the wilds of Palmyrion. You 
must get the Baroness to a place of safety.
   As you are thinking of her, her horse 
crests the crown of the hill and she rides 
up to you, her face marred by an anxious 
expression. On seeing that you are well, 
she lets loose a breath she has been holding 
and dismounts to check you for injuries. 
At her request, your party spends a few 
minutes upwind of the foul-smelling 
camp, drinking water from your skins 
and nibbling at the stale bread in your 
packs. No one speaks, but all exhibit clear 
worry that such a foul creature should be 
wandering around freely in your country. 
Soon it is time to mount up once more. 
(Restore up to 2 endurance points for your 
rest, if you are able.)
   You quicken your pace, yet remain alert 
and vigilant for any further signs of Giak 
activity. You see none and make good time, 
riding down a final crest to meet the road 
from Scade to Yasaul in the late-afternoon 
sunshine. By now you are feeling much 
more relaxed, and your men are smiling to 
each other and chatting about the recent 
tourney at the Chateau Coryene. You head 
west for a dozen or so miles before turning 
off along a small but well-maintained track 
to the south that leads to the Vaderish 
Monastery.


Turn to 75.
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on the floor. Clearing away the soggy 
moss, you uncover a small leather sheath 
holding a perfectly-weighted Throwing 
Dagger, the blade of which is untarnished. 
It was probably dropped here by one of 
the bandits. You may take the Throwing 
Dagger (Weapon) if you wish.
   Leaving the ruins, you wait patiently for 
several more minutes until the Baroness 
stands and raises her outspread arms aloft 
to beseech the Goddess to hear her prayer. 
Only then does she finally open her eyes 
and turn in your direction. She nods her 
thanks to you. Returning to your horses, 
you both remount and all four of you head 
back to the waiting party. Once rejoined, 
you take up your position at the head once 
more and lead the way deeper into the 
forest.


Turn to 55.


17
Remembering your training in 
manoeuvring and troop deployment, you 
lie convincingly, describing completely 
bogus troop deployments out along 
the road from Castle Grale to Vanamor, 
adding that you have heard that the 
troops garrisoned in Castle Novanya 
have also been mobilised and many 
are currently billeted in the towns and 
villages of Famdor, Tryda, and Yasaul. The 
commandant frowns, deep in thought.
   “That would explain why we haven’t 
received word from Famdor in several 
days,” he muses to himself. Turning back 
to you, he fixes you with his piercing, 
almost hypnotic gaze. “Well, turncoat, you 
can be of some use to us after all. Since you 
are so good at avoiding the patrols of your 
fellow countrymen, you can put your skills 
to the test in delivering a letter for me.” He 
nods to the Drakkar, who reluctantly pulls 
a small vellum scroll from a satchel hung 
over his shoulder.
   “In here is a vital message that must 
reach the town of Famdor in two days. You 
are to deliver it there.” You ask who you 
should seek out to deliver the message, but 
the commandant laughs harshly at you. 
“You will not need to find them; they will 
find you,” he assures you, threat dripping 
from every word. You pocket the scroll 
and give a Palmyrion salute before being 
dismissed by the commandant, who turns 
back to his strategy maps. (Record this 
‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action Chart.)
   You are led back outside by the Drakkar, 
who is treating you with undisguised 
contempt. “I wouldn’t give an easy 
delivery job to a turncoat,” he growls at 
you. “I don’t trust you as far as I can spit.”
Ignoring him, you snatch the reins of your 
horse from the hands of the Hammerlander 
and climb back into the saddle.


Turn to 100.







20
The rocky hills encroach upon you to either 
side and the well-maintained road snakes 
between them. You are glad to find it in a 
good state of repair, for you have no desire 
to linger amid the forested knolls. These 
towering pines reach high above you as if 
vying with each other for prominence; the 
light of the sun does not penetrate except 
in isolated shafts, leaving the roadway in a 
deep gloom. You remain vigilant, for you 
know that bandits have been known to lie 
in ambush along this route. Behind you, 
the carriage is trundling along at a slower 
pace than you would like, though faster 
than it would normally travel. It shakes 
and rolls from side to side, and you cannot 
but hope that the Baroness isn’t getting too 
jostled within. After a couple of hours, you 
spot something unusual ahead.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–6, 
turn to 42.
If it is 7–9, turn to 33.


21
Allied to your knowledge of the Giak 
language, your ability to adapt to a 
situation and blend in seamlessly is a 
positive boon. “I’m on a reconnaissance 
mission from the east,” you tell him 
breathlessly. “I’ve been sent to inform the 
men here of an imminent threat!”
   Your bluster brings momentary doubt 
to the features of the rat-like Drakkar and 
he lowers his pike. Almost immediately, 
however, his sneer returns and he grabs 
your arm with his gnarled hand. “We’d 
better go and see the commandant, then!” 
he crows, still suspicious as to your real 
identity. His larger colleague steps behind 
you, blocking off your escape. You realise 
you had better think up a supposed threat 
quickly.
   “Bring my horse!” you say to the taller 
guard, a Hammerland clansman. Taken 
aback by your temerity, he grabs hold of 
the reins and walks it into the camp behind 
you as though he were your servant. Many 
of the grubby, smelly tents are occupied 
with sleeping irregulars—Drakkarim, 
Hammerlanders, even one or two Giaks—
while others are currently empty. You are 
dragged past the scattered tents and into 


the wide space surrounding the main 
campfire. Several soldiers sit facing the 
fire, swapping war stories as they sip a 
foul-looking brew from pewter tankards. 
They barely notice you as you are led 
past them. You glance back to see your 
Hammerlander escort tying your horse to 
a hitching post before the Drakkar throws 
open the tent flap and pulls you inside.


Turn to 36.


22
As the Giak falls beneath your onslaught, 
two of the guards ride up, leading your 
horse by its reins. You call back to the rest 
of your party to ride on as you leap into 
the saddle and urge your horse on to a 
defensive position at the head of the group. 
Below you in the valley to your left, you 
can see squat figures rushing to and fro. 
The thought makes you sick with dread, 
for you have stumbled upon an army of 
Giaks hidden in the Tryda Hills. You must 
get the Baroness to a place of safety.
   As you are thinking of her, her horse 
crests the crown of the hill and she rides 
up to you, her face marred by an anxious 
expression. On seeing that you are well, 
she lets loose a breath she has been holding 
and moves to dismount to check you for 
injuries, but you motion for her to remain 
in the saddle and call to the guards to 
form a phalanx around her. You then turn 
and lead the party away along the ridge 
as quickly as you are able, looking for a 
way down into the valley on the far side 
from the Giak battalion. Your heart beats 
nineteen to the dozen in your chest and 
your brow prickles with cold sweat. Half a 
mile further on you detect a narrow track 
leading down into the valley and you 
lead the descent, desperate to put distance 
between yourselves and the enemy.
   For the next few hours you ride hard, 
not daring to stop for rest or succour. Your 
men remain vigilant and watchful, but by 
mid-afternoon you have seen no signs of 
pursuit. It seems you have lost them. Even 
so, you have been forced some miles off 
course and you dare not linger, for you 
now feel you must reach the Vaderish 


Monastery by nightfall. Eventually you 
discover a way between the hills that is 
heading in a southerly direction and you 
head off along it, eager to leave these 
haunted hills.
   You see no further signs of Giak activity 
and you make good time, riding down a 
final crest to meet the road from Scade to 
Yasaul in the late-afternoon sunshine. By 
now you are feeling much more relaxed 
and your men are smiling to each other 
and chatting about the recent tourney at 
the Chateau Coryene. You head west for a 
dozen or so miles before turning off along 
a small but well-maintained track to the 
south that leads to the Vaderish Monastery. 
(Deduct 3 endrurance points as you have 
not rested today.)


Turn to 75.


23
Your hands are covered in the thin ichor 
that serves as blood for the Giaks. Wiping 
your hands on the deerskin, you quickly 
search through the tent and find a potion 
of Laumspur and 43 Lune. The Laumspur 
is a healing concoction that will restore 4 
endurance points when imbibed. It may 
be drunk at any time, except when you are 
engaged in combat.
   You also turn up something of interest 
in the form of a small vellum scroll. A 
cursory glance at its contents reveals some 
writing and a diagram of what looks like 
troop movements, probably relating to the 
purpose of this encampment. You stow 
it away in your Backpack for perusal at a 
later, more opportune time. (Record the 
‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action Chart.)
   By now you are feeling physically sick 
from the rank stench that permeates this 
tent and you are forced to retreat back out 
into the open air, where you take deep 
breaths to cleanse your nose and lungs.
   Having encountered servants of Naar in 
the camp, you now know that you must 
be away from here as quickly as possible 
and inform the authorities. You encounter 
no one as you wander back to the camp’s 
northern boundary and vanish back into 
the night. Back at the bramble thicket, you 
find your horse and climb back into the 
saddle, eager to be away from here.


Turn to 100.
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bumps and rolls, jostling the Baroness 
around like a rag doll. You chance a look 
backwards and you can see the fearsome 
creature waddling after you, but it is 
rapidly becoming smaller to your sight, 
until eventually it stops following you 
altogether and wanders off the road. 
Breathing a sigh of relief, you call to the 
men to slow down to a less frenetic pace. 
You knock on the window of the carriage 
and enquire of the Baroness if she has been 
hurt in any way.
   “Only my pride,” she responds 
sardonically, rubbing her bruised arm. 
You apologise for her discomfort, but she 
waves away your words saying she saw 
the creature attacking you earlier as she 
was driven past. She adds that she is glad 
you are alright. You nod phlegmatically 
and take your leave, returning to the head 
of the party.


Turn to 24.


26
You decisively lead the party down into 
the valley. There is no clear route down the 
side of the hill, and the horses are forced 
to pick their way slowly and deliberately. 
Soon enough, though, you are down in the 
depths of the valley, following a rushing 
stream as it wends its way between the 
towering hills. You make good time and 
stop before noon at a point where the 
valley is split into two by a steep-sided tor. 
The route to the west is partially blocked 
by fallen rocks, and you would be forced to 
slow down and ride single file to enter the 
valley. On the other hand, such a barrier 
would be ideal protection against attack 
from the rear. Without giving it too much 
thought, you lead on through the gap. 
Beyond the narrow valley mouth you see 
evidence of human activity—it seems that 
fires have been set across the valley quite 
recently.


If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
turn to 53.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 8.


24
You have no further encounters along 
the forest road. Even so, the oppressive 
nature of the gloom-laden forest weighs 
heavily upon you and your companions. 
Conversation is brief and to the point, 
and most of the journey is conducted in 
complete silence, with only the whistle 
of the breeze through the treetops to 
break the silence. The loneliness of these 
wooded hills is like nothing you have ever 
experienced.
   By mid-afternoon you reach a fork 
where a road branches off to the northwest 
toward the city of Nahsor, but you stick to 
the westward spur, confident in your route. 
Beyond the fork, the hills quickly become 
less craggy and soon the pines are growing 
from the sides of grassy downs. Eventually, 
as the sun begins to sink below the western 
horizon, the trees thin out until the road 
emerges from the woodlands onto gently 
undulating grassland, dotted here and 
there in the distance with small spots of 
light marking the dwellings of farmers and 
homesteaders. Leading your party off the 
road to the south, you quickly indicate to 
the guards to set up camp as you conduct a 
brief reconnaissance.


   You ride up a ridge to the south of your 
camp and spot something that disturbs 
you greatly. Between two long ridges that 
extend westward from the forest you spot 
what seems to be an encampment, judging 
by the number of fires burning and the 
tents that are illuminated by them. While 
it could be troops from the garrison at 
Nahsor out on manoeuvres, you doubt 
it very much. The Nahsor Plain is large 
enough that there is no reason to march 
the men all the way over to the Forest of 
Prume to march up and down and dig 
trenches. Your brow breaks out into a cold 
sweat as you realise that this is probably 
connected to Lone Wolf’s encounter 
at Castle Tranius: these are probably 
infiltrators working for Prince Lutha of 
Eldenora, a sworn enemy of your country.
   You return to the camp with the bad 
news. Initially, you suggest riding back 
into the forest, but the Baroness vetoes the 
idea. She recognises the danger everyone 
is in and wants to get to a place of safety 
as quickly as possible, which means riding 
south past the encampment. You try to 
deter her from this risky course, but she 
sets her jaw and you realise her mind is 


made up. Retiring to her carriage, she soon 
reappears dressed in riding gear and a 
dark cowl draped around her shoulders 
that can be pulled up to cover her head.
   One of the guards unyokes the horses 
from the carriage, one of which will serve 
as the Baroness’ mount from now on. 
Most of the luggage—chiefly the Baroness’ 
clothing—is redistributed across the 
burdens of all eight men, while the carriage 
and anything too big or heavy to carry is 
quickly pushed back toward the nearby 
trees and you hide it as best you can with 
branches and logs. You notice with a 
grin that the Baroness stows her broad-
brimmed hat trimmed with black corvayl 
fur in her saddlebag, trying not to crush 
it. Having done this, she mounts expertly, 
the riding lessons you gave her as a child 
paying dividends. She looks at you and 
tells you that everyone will defer to you 
as you lead the way past the camp. Your 
plan is to lead everyone past the long ridge 
to the south of the encampment and then 
follow that ridge back to the east and camp 
under the eaves of the trees at the forest’s 
edge.
   Now that the sun has set and the plains 
are shrouded in shadows, you have a good 
chance to skirt past the camp without 
being detected. Nevertheless, you are 
curious as to what exactly is going on here. 
As you lead the party to the southeast, 
giving the encampment a wide berth, you 
are tempted to ride closer to see if you can 
gain any information.


If you possess Dark Languages and 
wish to use it, turn to 61.
If you possess Infiltration and wish to 
use it, turn to 51.
If you possess neither of these Special 
Skills, or if you choose not to use either 
of them, turn to 71.


25
You back off from the brutish creature and 
urge your mount to turn and head along 
the road, galloping after the rest of your 
party. It does not take long to reach them 
and you goad the men to move faster, 
spurring them on even as the carriage 


qFighting Fantazine   35


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure







27
One of the guards volunteers to accompany 
you. Despite your emotionless exterior, 
your gut churns at the thought of entering 
the tent and you are grateful for his loyalty. 
You dismount and approach the tent, 
pushing aside the flaps at the entrance and 
stooping slightly to enter.
   The interior of the tent is cool and you 
shiver involuntarily. Upon the floor lies the 
pelt of a tiger, its head toward the entrance, 
its eyes seeming to dance by the light of 
the sun that now penetrates the darkness. 
Behind the tiger skin, directly facing the 
entrance, is a wooden altar. It is about four 
feet high by two feet deep by three feet 
wide. It seems to have been constructed 
from a very dark wood—perhaps ebony or 
black teak. You do not see any handles or 
openings in the altar, so it may be a solid 
block. Rising up from the rear of the altar is 
a reredos, a thin section of wood about four 
feet high and as wide as the altar itself. 
It towers over the supplicant, reminding 
them of their insignificance, while also 
having the practical use of preventing 
anything from slipping down behind the 
altar. Upon the reredos is painted a bizarre 
array of shapes and lines that seem to 
move or bend if looked at too intently. 
They make you dizzy and you are forced 
to avert your eyes. Upon the altar are a 
number of flat metal tablets about the size 
of your palm, as well as a couple of plain 
jars.


If you wish to pray at the altar, turn 
to 67.
If you wish to investigate the objects 
upon the altar, turn to 87.
If you would rather leave well alone, 
turn to 98.


28
At the last possible second, your horse 
rears up, knocking the ferocious creature 
to the side and protecting you from the 
attack. The creature rolls over and comes 
to a stop, its whole body quivering as it 
inhales in large gulps, its red eyes ever 
fixed upon you. It hisses angrily that its 
attack has been thwarted. You must make a 
split-second decision.


If you possess Infiltration and wish to 
attempt to lead the creature away from 
the road, turn to 12.
If you do not possess this Special Skill 
or choose not to use it, you unsheathe 
your sword and prepare for battle. 
Turn to 48.


29
Beside the ford there grows a solitary yew 
tree, its branches spreading out to give 
shade and provide shelter. Something 
catches your expert eye and you move 
to inspect the tree more closely, to the 
amusement of your fellow guards. They 
are no more bemused than you, though, 
when you discover a yew bow hidden 
in the tangled, knotty trunk. It has been 


expertly fashioned with the heartwood 
on the inside of the bow and the sapwood 
on the outside. However, whoever hid 
the bow did not manage to finish their 
bowyery, for although exquisitely carved, 
it is unstrung. (You may take the Unstrung 
Yew Bow with you, should you wish to 
do so. It will take up one of your Weapon 
slots, though it cannot be used in its 
current incomplete state.)
   Beyond the ford, you make excellent time 
across the grassy Nahsor Plain and by late 
afternoon you meet the road from Scade 
to Yasaul, just where it forks southwards 
toward Semel Vader. By now you are 
feeling much more relaxed, though the 
urgency of your message precludes your 
letting down your guard. As your men are 
smiling to each other and chatting about 
the recent tourney at the Chateau Coryene, 


you scan the horizon, looking for evidence 
of enemy troops, though you see none. 
Turning onto the road, you head east for a 
dozen or so miles before turning off along 
a small but well-maintained track to the 
south that leads to the Vaderish Monastery.


Turn to 75.


30
Rasbarin’s comments seem eminently 
plausible and his light words lay your fears 
to rest. As you go on to tell the old monk 
of your exploits, you happen to mention 
the Jade Frog figurine that you found in 
the forest. He indicates an interest in seeing 
the object, so you dig it from your pocket 
and hold it out to him. You are shocked to 
see him sway back in his chair away from 
your hand as though he has been slapped. 
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His genial expression immediately darkens 
and he glares at you angrily.
   “Why did you come here?” he snarls. 
“How dare you bring such an object of 
jealousy into a House of Ishir!”
   Amazed at this transformation from 
friendly to antagonistic, you stutter out 
that you do not know what the monk is 
talking about. His scowl eases, but his 
expression remains suspicious.
   “This is a token of Ishir’s enmity. Rarely 
does she bestow such a sign upon those 
believing upon her. It is reserved for the 
worst type of hypocrite, the sort that mixes 
worship of Naar with goodly rites to the 
Moon Goddess. Now I ask you again: Why 
have you brought this into Ishir’s house?”
   You are trembling with an unnatural fear. 
The old man has no obvious strength and 
you could strike him down easily. Yet he 
is just an old man devoted to his Goddess; 
what do you have to fear from him? 
Nevertheless, his zealous anger is filling 
you with an unearthly dread. Perhaps the 
Goddess herself is imbuing him with some 
supernatural power. Returning the figurine 
to your pocket in the hope of calming 
him, you relate to him honestly your 
feelings of rejection by the Goddess, how 
you have never felt an affinity with her as 
those of the Coryene household always 
have. Rasbarin listens to you in silence. 
As you finish laying bare your theological 
quandary, he leans forward once more, 
staring directly into your eyes.
   “What crimes did you commit, Dorst?” 
he asks quietly. “What reason does the 
Goddess have for disowning you?”
   You sit immobile, unable to break from 
his gaze. You struggle to make your lips 
move as you force yourself to say that 
you do not know what crimes you have 
committed against the Goddess. As far 
as you know, you have always led an 
honourable, if not overtly pious, life. 
Without his asking, you blurt out that you 
have no recollection of your life before MS 
5050, that your amnesia is total. The only 
life you remember is that of a retainer for 
the Coryene family, a position in which 
you take the utmost pride. Rasbarin holds 
your gaze for several further heartbeats 
before he leans back and you are once more 
free to move. He nods tiredly.
   “I believe you,” he says quietly, sinking 
back into his chair. “There are no lies in 
your eyes, Dorst. Whatever the Goddess 
has against you is not known to you.”
   You are thankful that Rasbarin believes 
you, yet at the same time fearful that 
Ishir’s attitude toward you may be placing 
the Baroness and her family in danger. 
You reach over the table and grab the old 
monk’s right hand, clasping it between 
both of your own.
   “Please,” you beg of him, “intercede 
with the Goddess on my behalf. I will do 
whatever I can to make things right, if not 
for my sake then for the Coryene family. 
They took me in when I was lost; they are 


the only family that I know!”
   Your impassioned plea touches 
Rasbarin’s heart. He nods decisively and 
asks you to give him the frog figurine. You 
are wary, since the last time you offered it 
to the monk he became enraged, but this 
time he smiles at you in a grandfatherly 
way. Taking a deep breath, you bring forth 
the ugly carving from your pocket and 
place it on the table. A wind begins to whip 
through the room, causing the flames to 
roar loudly in the fireplace. Rasbarin does 
not touch the figurine, but it begins to 
crumble to dust before your eyes. In less 
than a minute, the figurine is no more; 
even its dust has been blown into the fire. 
You glance around, but no one else in the 
room, not the monks nor the remaining 
guards, has noticed a thing. You turn back 
to the aged monk and he nods at you.
   “To take is to give,” he tells you and picks 
up a silver fork that you used when eating 
your meal. You accept it in replacement of 
the item that was taken, though in truth 
you held no great love for the bizarre 
figurine. You stow the fork away in your 
pocket. (Record the ‘Silver Fork’ on your 
Action Chart as a Special Item.)
Exhausted, you ask Rasbarin to guide you 
to your room.


Turn to 50.


31
You reach the edge of the camp without 
being detected and you congratulate 
yourself on your skills. Your stealthy 
approach has not been noted and you 
creep past the first foul-smelling tent, 
hearing the slobbering sounds of eating 
coming from within. Altering your course 
slightly, you give the tent a wide berth and 
walk further into the camp.
   You pass several tents, listening at each 
and hearing the sounds of snoring or 
coughing as the soldiers attempt to rest. 
About fifty feet beyond the perimeter, 
however, you come to a larger pavilion 
from which spills the light of many 
candles. Cautiously you push aside the 
tent flaps and enter. Inside is a wizened 
Drakkar, one of the race of evil humans 
from the northwest of Magnamund. He sits 
at a well-lit desk, a quill pen in his hand 
and pince-nez glasses perched precariously 
upon his bulbous nose. He is laboriously 
copying the written contents of one scroll 
onto a blank sheet.
   Although he does not look around at 
the sound of your entrance, he snorts 
derisively and jabs his finger toward 
to a satchel sitting on the floor at his 
feet. You approach and get a quick peek 
at the scroll he is copying; it seems 
to be several paragraphs of writing 
followed by a diagram of what must be 
troop movements. The Drakkar points 
impatiently at the satchel once more, 
though his eyes do not deviate from his 
work.


   Peering down, you look inside the 
mouldy bag to find maybe a dozen vellum 
scrolls, each secured with a wax seal. 
Thinking quickly, you pick up the satchel 
and salute him before you turn to leave. 
The Drakkar does not stop you; he is too 
busy with his work to notice that you are 
not the usual messenger.
   Once outside, you stow the satchel 
behind one of the tents and turn to make 
your escape, making sure to take one of 
the scrolls with you for further perusal 
at a more opportune time. (Record the 
‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action Chart.) You 
encounter no one as you wander back to 
the camp’s northern boundary and vanish 
back into the night. Back at the bramble 
thicket, you find your horse and climb 
back into the saddle, eager to be away from 
here.


Turn to 100.


32
Leading your horse by the reins, you creep 
as close as you dare, sufficiently hidden 
by the deepening gloom of night. About 
a hundred feet away you stop, straining 
your ears and eyes for any clue as to how 
to get past this band of miscreants. From 
here, the taller figure of the Cener Druid 
is easier to spot—in truth it would be 
difficult to miss him. He is corpulently 
obese, his robe straining to fit around his 
blubbery paunch. He is constantly issuing 
commands to the Vazhag, the rat-men 
running here and there in an attempt to 
fulfil his unremitting slew of demands. 
This gives you an idea, for each command 
from the Cener is met by a hissed word of 
acquiescence by the servile Vazhag. After 
listening to the Cener for some time, you 
get to recognise what must be the Cenerese 
words for left and right, since each time 
he utters them, the congregated Vazhag 
scuttle off to either side of the path. The 
Cener is taking huge delight in ordering 
the Vazhag around, and is oblivious to all 
else.
   Taking a deep breath to calm your 
heart, you shout loudly to the Vazhag to 
go to the left, approximating the Cener’s 
slobbery voice as best you can. They 
immediately race to that side of the road 
and you are about to mount up when your 
horse whinnies in terror and rips itself 
free of your grip on the reins, turning and 
bolting back up the road into the darkness. 
Cursing, you repeat yourself, sending the 
Vazhag further over while the real Cener 
Druid curses them viciously. This is your 
best chance and you break cover, sprinting 
toward the barricade at full tilt, hurdling it 
with consummate ease.
   Behind you, the Cener Druid realises 
what has happened and he screams at 
the Vazhag, who chase after you into the 
grounds of the manor house, fearful of the 
consequences should they let you escape. 
You race along the hard-baked clay leading 
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to the main door of the manor, your 
panting accompanied by the sounds of the 
flapping of leathery feet upon the roadway 
behind you as the Vazhag pursue you. 
Looking ahead, you see that the main door 
to the house is already half-open—have the 
Vazhag already slaughtered its inhabitants 
and secured the manor? When the main 
door is no more than five yards ahead, you 
hear a click coming from inside.


If you possess Marksmanship, turn to 
58.
If you do not possess this Special 
Skill, pick a number from the Random 
Number Table.
If it is 0–4, turn to 76.
If it is 5–9, turn to 88.


33
To the side of the road you spot a creature 
the like of which you have never before 
seen. It has the appearance of a fat, stunted 
snake, though it waddles along on four 
short, spindly legs that end in wicked-
looking talons. It must be about five feet 
long and you note that it sports several 
rows of barbed spines that travel the length 
of its back, while its belly is held close 
to the ground. The rest of the creature, 
from its distended snout to the tip of its 
short, stubby tail, seems to be covered in 
chitinous scales. Its bulbous red eyes gaze 
at you balefully and it opens its mouth to 
hiss at you angrily, revealing sharp teeth 
ideal for rending meat from bones.


If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
turn to 11.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 49.


34
Whatever it is that the Vazhag are arguing 
about, they are right outside the closet 
and you fear for your safety in case they 
have discovered you and are calling for 
reinforcements. With a mighty heave, 
you throw open the door, catching one 
of the Vazhag full in the face, sending 
blood and teeth flying in all directions. 
His companion turns to run, but you catch 
hold of him and drag him back along the 
hallway. He hisses and spits at you in rage 
and fear, and his vigorous writhing soon 
causes you to lose your grip of him. He 
spins around to face you, snarling angrily, 
knowing that he cannot escape. Further 
back along the corridor, Chevail puts paid 
to the concussed Vazhag beside the linen 
closet.


Cowardly Vazhag:
combat skill 13     endurance 12


If you manage to defeat this Cenerese 
abomination, turn to 63.


35
The more solid ground rises and falls 
steadily beneath the hooves of your mount, 
but the noise of your passage is thankfully 
deadened by the heavy mattress of pine 
needles. Without warning, one of your 
men speeds up to ride alongside you. In a 
low whisper, he tells you that he has seen 
something through the trees and he thinks 
you should investigate. Drawing to a halt, 
you signal for two of the men to follow 
you. The Baroness also decides to spur her 
horse on. As she draws close, she gives you 
an impish grin and then proceeds to ignore 
you, daring you to disagree with her. You 
sigh as you wend your way through the 
trees, wanting to keep her as far from 
danger as possible.
   Behind the trees lie the ruins of a 
cottage, much dilapidated and long since 
abandoned. The roof has collapsed and 
the walls are only half as high as they once 
were. In front of this ruin lie the shattered 
remains of a once-grand travelling caravan. 
You quickly dismount and approach, 
hearing the Baroness doing the same 
behind you. As you near the splintered 
shell, swarms of flies take to the air. The 
stench of death is all around here and you 
know that those who owned and drove this 
caravan are dead, their bodies left here to 
rot. You are convinced that this is the work 
of the bandits who waylaid you yesterday. 
Perhaps you are near to their hideout.
   In a low tone, you quickly convey your 
findings and worries to the Baroness. 
Her pained expression tugs at your heart, 
for you have always known her to be a 
kindly woman; her father always kept her 
somewhat distanced from the true horrors 
of the world and from man’s inhumanities 
to his fellow man. She struggles to school 
her features into a stoic mask; control has 
ever been highly considered by nobles.
   “We cannot leave them here,” she says 
softly. “They deserve a decent burial.”
   “What they deserve and what we can do 
are two different things,” you inform her. 
“Disturbing the bodies could bring the 
murdering bandits down on us. We may 
also become bitten or infected with some 
pustulant disease by those grave files. 
Even setting a fire to the remains would 
bring any bandits down upon us for miles 
around.”
   The Baroness’ jaw sets and her lips 
turn down into an angry expression, 
but she sees the logic in your decision. 
Nevertheless, perhaps out of compassion 
for the slain, or perhaps to remind you of 
your subservience to her, she insists that 
she be allowed to pray to Ishir to receive 
the souls of these murdered travellers.


If you wish to allow her to pray, turn 
to 16.
If you wish to join her in committing 
their souls to Ishir, turn to 46.
If you do not wish to allow the 
Baroness to pray here, turn to 4.


36
You blink in the light of two dozen candles 
that are placed in various sconces and 
nooks around the interior of the canvas 
tent. Your escort drags you to a tall man in 
black armour poring over a wooden table, 
upon which sits a map of Palmyrion.
   “Someone to see you, sir,” snaps your 
companion in the language of Palmyrion. 
“He claims to know something that’s 
happening in the east that’s of interest to 
our mission.” The tall man raises himself 
up to his full height, towering over you by 
a full head. He glances at you with a look 
of disdain. In the local language he asks 
you what news you have from the east.


If you possess Battle Tactics, turn to 17.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 84.


37
You leap from your horse, drawing your 
sword in one graceful motion, and charge 
after your prey. Your surefootedness rivals 
that of the Giak and with your longer 
stride you catch up to him just as he is 
about to round a large boulder. With a 
hefty swing, you force him to dodge to 
the side to avoid being skewered on your 
blade. You nimbly sidestep in front of 
him to block off his route to the boulder. 
Peripherally, you note a canvas awning has 
been attached to the side of the boulder, 
forming a bivouac. The Giak must have 
been camping here for some time. Cut off 
from his camp, your opponent snarls an 
oath at you in his vile tongue as he draws 
his wicked-looking sword of black metal, 
its vicious serrated edge glistening in the 
sunlight.


Fierce Giak:
combat skill 14     endurance 12


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
19.


38
The figure is carrying a long pike which 
it brings to bear, pointing it directly at 
you. You motion for the rest of the party 
to continue, hoping that the darkness 
will help to conceal the Baroness: a party 
of men could be acting as scouts for the 
enemy encampment, but the presence of 
a Palmyrion noblewoman would be very 
difficult to explain. They ride off into the 
darkness as you remain stationary before 
the half-hidden person, who remains 
shrouded in darkness.
   A lantern appears in the figure’s hands 
and your eyes water at the sudden 
brightness. Through squinted eyes, you 
get a clear view of your antagonist. He is 
almost seven feet tall and has the brutish 
features marking him as a Hammerlander, 
a member of one of the Hammerdath clans 
that dwell in the wild lands to the north 
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from him into you. The muscles in your 
arms and legs immediately cramp and 
you feel as though you have been running 
for many miles. He hisses in pleasure as 
you struggle to bring your sword back to 
protect you from his attacks. Your limbs 
are screaming and your chest is tight, 
your heart thumping painfully in your 
chest. (Deduct 4 endurance points.) The 
Cener sneers at you in undisguised mirth, 
taking unholy pleasure in the effects of his 
curse. Bringing your weapon to bear, you 
struggle to master your pain and weariness 
as he moves to attack you with a wickedly 
sharp sickle in the shape of a half-moon.


Cener Druid (with Cener Sickle):
combat skill 12     endurance 15


   Due to the strength-sapping effects of 
the Cener’s evil magic, you must deduct 
2 from your combat skill for the duration 
of this fight, as the sword seems slow and 
heavy in your hands.


If you manage to defeat this emissary 
of Ruel, turn to 66.


44
Since a high vantage point will give you 
a good view of the surrounding area, you 
decide to keep to the tops of the hills. 
Decisively, you lead the party on, your 
horses picking their way along the narrow 
shoulder until it reaches a high ridge 
that joins several hills together. You find 
your path does not follow a southward 
course, but frequently heads to the east, 
which is away from where you wish to go. 
Nevertheless, you are making good time.
   Around midmorning, you are riding 
point when you spot something ahead 
of you that makes your blood run cold 
in your veins. A squat, grey-skinned 
humanoid creature dressed in mismatched 
armour is sitting on the ridge ahead of you, 
looking out expectantly over the valley. 
On hearing your horse’s approach, it 


of the mountains of Bor. They were once 
allied to the Darklords, but with their 
demise the inbred Hammerlanders have 
fallen to warring amongst themselves, 
clan against clan. The more intelligent 
Hammerlanders become mercenaries 
and fight for the Drakkarim—that at 
least guarantees them food and money. It 
would seem that this Hammerlander has 
enlisted with the nearby troops, for he 
wears mismatched pieces of leather armour 
stamped with a black wolf’s head against a 
silvered full moon.


If you possess Dark Languages, turn 
to 69.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 62.


39
The Palmyrion Elk lies dead at your feet, 
but you bear the scars from the battle. You 
notice beside the corpse that a length of 
about two feet of the impressive antler 
has broken off and lies in the mud. (You 
may take this Palmyrion Elk Antler if you 
wish.) Returning to the bottleneck, you are 
pleased to see that your horse, although 
unnerved by the elk’s attack, stood his 
ground as he has been trained to do since 
a yearling. Guiding him through past 
the boulders, you quickly mount up and 
then wave back for the rest of your party 
to follow. Hopefully, there should be no 
other surprises for you along this stretch of 
lowland, for the Palmyrion Elk is notorious 
for attacking travellers.
   Once all have passed through between 
the boulders, you quicken your pace 
and make good time, reaching the road 
from Scade to Yasaul in the late afternoon 
sunshine. By now you are feeling much 
more relaxed, and your men are smiling to 
each other and chatting about the recent 
tourney at the Chateau Coryene. You head 
west for several miles before turning off 
along a small but well-maintained track 
to the south that leads to the Vaderish 
Monastery.


Turn to 75.


40
A rustle in the trees to your left gives you 
scant warning as several men suddenly 
leap from hiding to attack your party with 
swords and axes. As you are at the head 
of the party you are bypassed, but one of 
the greasy men makes a beeline straight 
for the Baroness! Filled with anger, you 
wheel your horse around and attempt to 
run him down, but he dodges and grabs 
hold of the Baroness’ blouse, trying to 
pull her from the horse. Without a second 
thought you leap from your horse, draw 
your sword and charge at him. He senses 
your approach and lets go of the Baroness, 
who quickly manoeuvres her steed behind 
you, putting you between her and her 
attacker. The man grins savagely, showing 
his brown and broken teeth, the glint of 
madness in his eyes.


Half-mad Bandit:
combat skill 12     endurance 14


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 3.


41
Your Arrow almost strikes its target, but 
at the last possible moment the Giak 
stumbles, ducking his head, and your 
missile flies over him to strike one of the 
many stone outcrops, shattering on impact. 
(Erase the ‘Arrow’ from your Action Chart.)
   Cursing your bad luck, you leap from 
your horse, drawing your sword in one 
graceful motion, and charge after your 
prey. At the very crown of the hill, the 
Giak ducks behind a large boulder. As you 
round it, you peripherally notice a canvas 
awning attached to the side of the boulder, 
forming a bivouac. The Giak must have 
been camping here for some time. Your 
quarry pulls a hunting horn from beneath 
an uncured pelt that serves as a blanket, 
brings it to his lips and blows into it. A 
loud, discordant note blares out across 
the hills, echoing through the valleys, 
drawing the attention of all and sundry to 
your location. Filled with rage, you leap to 
attack him before he can sound the horn a 
second time.


Fierce Giak:
combat skill 14     endurance 12


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
22.


42
Beside the road, lying in a shaft of light 
from the sun, you spot a strange spreading 
plant with red flowers. The splash of 
vibrant colour seems incongruous amid the 
deep gloom of the forest floor and you feel 
strangely drawn to it.


If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
turn to 9.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
you decide ride on. Turn to 24.


43
You draw your sword and step forward 
with intent to harm, but the Cener moves 
to the side with a level of finesse you 
would think impossible: his skeletal 
frame belies his skill and power. With a 
gleeful cry he speaks the final syllable of 
his pernicious curse. Everything seems 
to slow down around you and you are 
unable to return to a defensive position as 
he reaches out to touch the skin of your 
arm, overextended by your thoughtless 
attack. As his fingers rake the back of 
your wrist, you feel a jolt of power travel 
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leaps up and turns to face you, bearing its 
yellowed teeth. “Orgadak!” it snarls in its 
vile tongue. The Giak turns and lopes off 
toward the crest of the hill.


If you possess a Bow, turn to 18.
Otherwise, turn to 57.


45
The foul aberration gives vent to one final 
gurgling hiss before it collapses to the 
floor. Death has finally caught up with 
this pestilential creature from a bygone 
age. Not taking any chances, you viciously 
hack the head from the shoulders of the 
corpse, making sure to drop it in a shaft 
of light many yards away from the rest of 
its body. It quickly begins to shrivel and 
decompose as time finally catches up with 
it. As you retreat, you notice that one of the 
Agarashi’s teeth is lying on the ground and 
you pick it up, stowing it in your pocket 
as a memento of your battle. (Record the 
‘Agarashi’s Tooth’ on your Action Chart as 
a Special Item.)
   The guardsmen are looking at you with 
renewed respect; not one of them dared 
to approach and help you in the combat, 
doubtless due to the superstition that 
the soul of anyone slain by an Agarashi 
is damned forever. You are angered by 
their lack of help, but that is tempered by 
their having drawn up in protection of 
the carriage and the Baroness within. You 
nod to them tersely, acknowledging their 
loyalty if not their cowardice. You turn and 
head back towards your faithful mount, 
which is still standing patiently in the 
middle of the road awaiting your return.


If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
turn to 13.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 24.


46
You kneel down in genuflection and begin 
to recite the words you learned from 
the Baroness many years ago, asking for 
favour from the Moon Goddess. Yet, as 
ever before, you feel a barrier, as though 
She will not even countenance to hear 
your words, let alone act upon them. Your 
mind wanders and your irritation grows. 
You have never blasphemed the Goddess, 
nor mistreated her servants. Why is she 
ignoring you?
   Frustrated, you stand up and begin to 
pace around the clearing in front of the 
ruined cottage, waiting for the Baroness 
to finish. As you approach the caravan, 


something catches your eye and you drop 
to your knees. Hidden beneath the remains 
of the twisted metal yoke at the head of 
the caravan you see a small carved trinket. 
Taking it in your hand, you hold it up to 
the light and see that it has been fashioned 
in the shape of a frog, its four limbs spread 
wide as it sits upon a water lily. It is quite 
ugly, yet you place it in your pocket for 
inspection at a more convenient time. 
(Record the ‘Jade Frog’ on your Action 
Chart as a Special Item.)
   A sound from behind you draws you 
back to reality and you turn to see the 
Baroness stand and raise her spread arms 
aloft to beseech the Goddess to hear her 
prayer. Only then does she finally open 
her eyes and turn in your direction. She 
nods her thanks to you. Returning to your 
horses, you both remount and all four of 
you head back to the waiting party. Once 
rejoined, you take up your position at the 
head once more and lead the way deeper 
into the forest.


Turn to 55.


47
You ride to within ten paces of the 
guards before they raise their pikes in a 
threatening manner and call for you to halt 
and dismount. You do so slowly, holding 
up your hands as a show of peace.
   “What is your business here?” demands 
the shorter of the guards in the Giak 
language. You take him to be a Drakkar, 
an evil human formerly allied to the 
Darklords. He is wearing ill-fitting leather 
armour dyed black and sports on his 
breast a small emblem of a black wolf’s 
head against a pale full moon. His murine 
features are offset by a scar that runs 
from temple to chin along the length of 
the left-hand side of his face. His eyes 
twinkle with malevolence. When you do 
not immediately answer, he adds, “I know 
each and every one of the men in this 
camp, and I’m sure I don’t recognise you 


at all.” His face twists into a sneer as he 
suspects your identity.


If you possess Infiltration, turn to 21.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 78.


48
The creature pulls back its lips and 
snarls at you, displaying its razor-sharp 
teeth, daring you to attack. Despite your 
precarious position in the saddle, your 
mount is a trained Palmyrion warhorse 
and will aid your attack with its iron-shod 
hooves.


Minor Agarashi:
combat skill 13     endurance 19


   As you fight, the guardsmen and the 
carriage carrying the Baroness move past 
you and head off along the roadway as 
quickly as they are able.


You may evade combat after at least 
two rounds by turning to 25.
If you defeat this fiendish creature, 
turn to 56.


49
You are intrigued and repulsed in equal 
measure by the slow-moving creature with 
its shambling gait. It waddles onto the 
roadway and stops, turning to face you 
directly, blocking your path. Motioning 
for the guards to stay back and protect the 
Baroness, you carefully urge your mount 
onward in the hope of forcing the creature 
off the road. As you approach to within 
three yards of the creature, its muscular 
legs tense for a split second and then it 
leaps into the air at you with preternatural 
speed, intent on knocking you from your 
horse.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table. If you possess Battle Tactics, add 2 to 
the number you have picked.


If your score is now 0–3, turn to 59.
If it is 4 or higher, turn to 28.
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50
You take just a few minutes to wash 
your face and neck with water from a 
bowl beside the cot before disrobing 
and crawling beneath the threadbare 
blanket. Although the cot is hard and 
uncomfortable, you drift off into the arms 
of sleep, your hunger and thirst fully 
sated for the first time in days. (Restore 6 
endurance points.)
   Somehow, you become aware that you 
are dreaming. You slowly turn you head 
from side to side and see that you are in 
a great hall, a fire blazing in the hearth. 
Around you are perhaps a half-dozen men, 
maybe more, with coarse features and 
wearing angular black armour. Each one 
carries a sheathed sword at his side. At 
first you panic, expecting this nightmare 
to end with your savage death at the 


hands of these men, yet they do not seem 
inclined to attack you; rather, they seem to 
be regarding you with some pride, for each 
lowers his eyes in deference as you focus 
your gaze upon him.
   Your musings are interrupted by a 
clamour behind you and you turn to see 
another man striding into the hall. He 
is taller than the rest and struts with the 
hauteur of a high-ranking officer. He 
reaches up to remove the black helm that 
covers his features and reveals a face 
crisscrossed with scars. His lips curl into 
a sneering smile as he catches sight of you 
and he strides confidently over to where 
you are standing.


If you possess Dark Languages, turn 
to 60.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 70.


51
Having approached to within two hundred 
yards of the camp, you tie your horse to 
the trunk of a toa tree that grows beside a 
bramble thicket in the hope that the jumble 
of leaves and stems will hide your mount. 
You wait for several seconds, straining 
your ears for any approach, but all is silent. 
Drawing the hood of your cloak up over 
your head, you approach toward the camp 
on foot. Wary of the inevitable pickets who 
will be on guard duty, you endeavour to 
keep under the cover of any streambeds, 
ditches, or the sparse dotting of solitary 
trees that grow on the Nahsor Plain. You 
catch sight of two sentries—a tall behemoth 
and his shorter comrade—and wait for 
them to continue their patrol to the south. 
Confident you have evaded them, you 
head in the opposite direction, intent on 
entering the camp unseen from the north.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–2, 
turn to 2.
If it is 3–9, turn to 31.


52
With a fluid grace you did not know you 
possessed you pull the Throwing Dagger 
from your belt, spin it in the palm of your 
hand to grab hold of the blade and toss 
it at the chanting Cener. His mind fixed 
on his sinister incantation, he offers no 
defence as your weapon flies true, lodging 
itself in his throat with a sickening squelch. 
His eyes bulge and blood gushes from his 
lips as he claws at the offending weapon, 
but the damage is already done. You have 
destroyed his larynx, preventing him from 
continuing his curse and the vile powers 
that he invoked swirl around him like a 
swarm of angry bees. Blackness enfolds the 
Cener and all you can hear are his choked 
gasps as the evil magics come home to 
roost, obliterating his very soul. When the 
blackness finally dissipates, all that is left is 
a skeleton, picked clean of all flesh yet still 
wearing the scarlet robes. Lying beside the 
vertebrae of the skeleton’s neck is the hilt 
of the Throwing Dagger, its blade having 
been obliterated by the dark powers that 
consumed the Cener. You let out a breath 
that you did not know you were holding. 
You are trembling uncontrollably at the 
forces the Ceners presume to tamper with 
and you know that the memory of this 
will remain with you until your dying day. 
(Deduct 2 endurance points due to your 
state of shock and erase the ‘Throwing 
Dagger’ from your Action Chart.)
   Confident that there will be no 
reinforcements coming to check up on the 
Cener Druid, you quickly rifle through the 
pockets of the scarlet robe the Cener was 
wearing by the fading light of the flickering 
lantern, the glass of which was smashed 
by its impact upon the ground. As the light 
grows dim, you discover an inner pocket 
cunningly hidden in the robe’s lining and 
reach inside to draw out a small vellum 
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scroll. A cursory glance at its contents 
reveals some writing and a diagram of 
what looks like troop movements. You 
stow it away in your Backpack for perusal 
at a later, more opportune time. You climb 
back into the saddle, eager to be gone lest 
someone discover the Cener’s corpse.
   (Record the ‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action 
Chart.)


Turn to 100.


53
In the mossy carpet that is slowly growing 
back across the valley floor you notice 
some strange tracks. These are not those 
of horses, for they are cloven and unshod, 
being about five inches in length and four 
inches wide. Your skill as a tracker allows 
you to identify these as the spoor of a 
Palmyrion Elk, a solitary and territorial 
animal known to attack humans. If this 
valley is its hunting ground, it is no 
wonder that bandits set a wall of fire 
across it, hoping to keep it at bay. You have 
no wish to run into such a notoriously 
aggressive ruminant, so you regretfully 
turn your party around and lead them back 
to the mouth of the valley, quietly passing 
the message around that you will have to 
take the alternate route. Fortunately, you 
track back beyond the piles of rocks—
which were probably also dumped there 
by bandits to keep the elk penned in—
without sight or sound of pursuit, and 
leave the vale.
   Having lost time due to your sojourn 
into the elk’s valley, you quicken your pace 
as you turn toward the other spur of the 
valley, yet you remain alert and vigilant 
for any further signs of human activity. 
You see none and you make good time, 
reaching the road from Scade to Yasaul in 
the late afternoon sunshine. By now you 
are feeling much more relaxed and your 
men are smiling to each other and chatting 
about the recent tourney at the Chateau 
Coryene. You head west for several miles 
before turning off along a small but well-
maintained track to the south that leads to 
the Vaderish Monastery.


Turn to 75.


54
Rasbarin’s comments seem eminently 
plausible and his light words lay your fears 
to rest. You talk with the aged monk about 
your eventful journey here. You confide 
that you are looking forward to returning 
to the chateau, if only for a good night’s 
sleep in a comfortable bed. Rasbarin 
apologises to you that the cots in the 
monks’ cells are probably less comfortable 
than sleeping rough, though his eyes are 
twinkling with mirth. Eventually, you find 
yourself beginning to nod and you ask 
Rasbarin to guide you to your room.


Turn to 50.


55
You remain vigilant for the rest of the day 
as you ride through the forested hills. 
Several times you call the party to a halt 
having heard the thumping of hooves 
behind you, but each time silence descends 
like a stultifying blanket upon you and no 
matter how hard you strain your senses, 
you are unable to detect any pursuit. Your 
imaginings weigh heavily upon your mind 
and your naturally dour personality comes 
to the fore. Your answers to any questions 
are soon monosyllabic, if not outright rude. 
No one takes offence, though, as all are 
feeling the oppressive atmosphere of these 
bandit-ridden woods.
   As evening falls, you call a halt and begin 
to set up camp as quietly as possible. It 
would simply be too dangerous to try to 
continue riding at night, with the jutting 
rocky outcrops and gnarled, twisted 
roots forming obstacles at every turn. 
Your decision not to set a fire brings 
consternation from the guards and even 
the Baroness looks as though she will 
overrule you, but eventually the precarious 
nature of your predicament causes good 
sense to prevail and you spend a cold, 
miserable night in the forest, though 
the pine needles do form a comfortable 
impromptu mattress.
   You are awake before dawn and get all of 
the men up and ready to move, watering 
the horses at a nearby stream. Lastly, just 
after the sun has risen, you shake the 
Baroness awake and hand her a mug of 
fresh water and some slices of two-day-
old bread. Despite the uncomfortable 
night, she still looks as fresh as a daisy and 
thanks you for your leadership thus far. 
You are glad she isn’t angry at you. Despite 
her cheerful demeanour she has the mind 
of a fiend when it comes to getting even 
after a perceived wrong. You mount up 
and are back at the head of the party as you 
lead them away from the camp, shivering 
and tired. (You may restore 2 endurance 
points for your overnight rest if you have 
lost any so far on your adventure.)
   After an hour or so, the trees begin to thin 
out and soon you emerge from the gloom 
of the forest into the harsh light of the sun. 
Before you lie the Tryda Hills, where the 
soil is too rocky to support the majestic 
pines of the forest. Little grows here save 
for the purple heather that covers the 
crests and sides of the sheer-sided mounds 
that rise high and drop steeply in rocky 
escarpments into deep, dark valleys. This 
is still prime bandit country and you will 
need your wits about you.


If you possess Battle Tactics, turn to 6.
If you wish to keep to the high ground, 
turn to 44.
If you would prefer to keep to the 
valleys, turn to 26.


56
With one final hiss, the light in the baleful 
red eyes dims as the aberrant creature 
finally succumbs to death. You wait for 
several heartbeats to ensure it is not a 
trick before darting in close and hacking 
the head from its body. Now you are sure 
that it is dead. The tension ebbs from your 
aching muscles and you wearily sheathe 
your sword, after first wiping your blade of 
the Agarashi’s black blood. As you turn to 
leave, you notice that one of the Agarashi’s 
teeth is lying on the ground and you pick it 
up, stowing it in your pocket as a memento 
of your battle. (Record the ‘Agarashi’s 
Tooth’ on your Action Chart as a Special 
Item.)
   You can see the guards and the Baroness’ 
carriage disappearing over a rise further 
along the road. Remounting, you turn your 
horse about and prepare to ride after the 
rest of your party.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–2, 
turn to 13.
If it is 3–9, turn to 24.


57
You are not surprised that the Giak is 
running from you, for they are cowardly 
creatures. You cannot spur your horse to 
the gallop, however, for no matter how 
sure-footed it is, the narrow, rocky ridge 
makes it too dangerous. You will have to 
chase him on foot.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table. If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
add 2 to the number. If you possess Battle 
Tactics, add 1.


If your score is now 0–2, turn to 5.
If it is 3 or more, turn to 37.


58
That is no random sound emanating from 
the doorway: it is the telltale noise of a 
Bor musket about to be fired! You throw 
yourself down to the floor as a flash of 
light and a thunderous crash explode 
from the dim interior of the house. You 
only just manage to act in time as half a 
dozen round metal projectiles fly over 
your prone form to batter against your 
pursuers, knocking the nearest one 
over onto its back where it lies, keening 
piteously. The remaining Vazhag scream 
and rush away into the night, though the 
harsh, commanding voice of the Cener 
can be heard on the night air, presumably 
demanding that they return to chasing you. 
Temporarily safe, you take the opportunity 
to run toward the manor house.


Turn to 85.
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savage wounds. The officer brings the 
dagger to bear and swipes it across the 
old man’s throat. The prisoner gasps and 
chokes as his lifeblood pours from him. 
Those of you in the hall merely stand and 
watch as his life ebbs from him and he 
eventually succumbs to the cold embrace 
of death.
   The officer stoops low and drags his 
fingers through the blood pooling around 
the corpse. He beckons you closer and 
as you stop before him, he stands once 
more and presses two fingers against your 
forehead, dragging two streaks of blood 
diagonally across your temple to your 
eyebrow. Coming back to yourself, you 
realise the significance of this: You have 
just been ‘blooded’ after your first hunt. 
The prey you had been hunting was not 
beast or fowl—it was man.
   Fear and revulsion explode within you 
and you wake gasping for breath, your 
heart beating nineteen to the dozen, your 
sheets covered with cold sweat as you 
tremble to get warm. Through a narrow 
slit that passes for a window you see the 
lightening skies as dawn approaches. It 
is too late to return to sleep, so you go 
about your morning ablutions with the 
remainder of the water in the bowl and 
quickly dress in preparation for the day’s 
events.


If you possess a Vellum Scroll, turn to 
90.
If you do not, turn to 80.


61
A wild idea suddenly occurs to you that 
you are unable to dismiss. You inform the 
nearest guard to follow through with the 
agreed plan to make camp beyond the far 
ridge, telling him that you will find them 
later. Without waiting for his response, you 
kick your spurs into the side of your mount 
and wheel away to the left, heading in the 
direction of the encampment.
   As you approach, the light from several 
roaring campfires illuminates a group of 
maybe thirty tents and bivouacs of varying 
sizes scattered haphazardly around a large 
circular tent placed at the very centre. 
Before this main tent burns the largest of 
the fires that you saw from a distance; the 
rest of them seem to be burning in braziers 
to warm the guards who desultorily 
perform patrols along the perimeter. You 
are spotted by a pair of these guards from 
far off and they watch with ill-disguised 
disinterest as you ride toward them.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–4, 
turn to 47.
If it is 5–9, turn to 15.


59
Unluckily for you, one of its clawed feet 
catches in your tunic, pulling you from the 
saddle and sending you tumbling to the 
ground where you lie winded. Your side 
sports three wide bloody stripes where you 
have been caught by its talons. (Deduct 
3 endurance points.) You struggle to 
unsheathe your sword and only do so just 
in time to ward off its first attack.


Minor Agarashi:
combat skill 13     endurance 19


   You must deduct 2 from your combat 
skill for the duration of the combat as you 
are fighting prone.


If you manage to defeat this fiend, turn 
to 45.


60
“Congratulations on the hunt!” he barks 
in Giak, pride evident in his voice. “I have 
seen many brave hunters, but I have not 
seen your equal. You are unique.”
   You feel inordinately pleased that this 
strange man, probably a Drakkar, has 
deigned to praise you so highly before 
your peers. You stand up straighter under 
his scrutiny, though you are unable to 
match his gaze, your eyes focussing on the 
floor at his feet.
   “I have plans for you,” he says more 
gently, his rasping voice no less guttural for 
the softness with which he is attempting 
to imbue his words. “The Darklords 
themselves will sing songs of our names!”
   You are confused at his words, but you 
dare not gainsay him. Something in his 
manner makes you fearful of his capricious 
moods and you imagine that you would be 
just as likely to end up with your head on 
a pike as to be on the receiving end of his 
praise. You stand silent before him, waiting 
for him to speak again. Fortunately, he 
turns from you and bellows to some 
unseen servants to bring in the hunt. You 
are confused when a bedraggled old man 
with a bushy beard is brought in before the 
amassed Drakkarim and thrown roughly to 
the floor. His hands and legs are manacled 
together, giving him only very limited 
movement. He is bloody and bruised, 
yet despite his mistreatment, he wriggles 
himself onto his side and pushes himself 
up into a kneeling position, his hands 
behind his back. He glares at you with 
undisguised contempt as you idly wonder 
where the prey is that you caught. In your 
arrogance, you wish to show it off to those 
others in the hall, to show them that you 
are better than they are.
   The tall officer approaches the old man 
without a word and steps behind him. 
Grabbing a handful of the lank hair, he 
pulls the old man’s head back harshly, 
drawing a pained moan from him. The 
officer sneers down at the old man for 
several seconds and then draws a vicious-
looking dagger from his belt. The blade is 
of black metal and is serrated for inflicting 


62
“An der ta. Teg narg lendaz okak ta. 
Nanzik tagog!” the Hammerlander snaps 
angrily as he one-handedly waves the 
pike threateningly in your direction. 
Thrown by his use of a strange tongue, 
you are unable to bluff your way past him 
and he quickly realises that you cannot 
understand him. Without warning, he casts 
the lantern aside, grabs the pike in both 
hands and thrusts it toward you, causing 
you to duck to the side to avoid his attack. 
Unfortunately for you, the barbed head of 
the pike has multiple uses and as he draws 
it back towards him, he drops it so that a 
hook catches in your clothing. With a hard 
yank, he pulls you from the horse, sending 
you tumbling to the ground and knocking 
the wind out of you. (Deduct 2 endurance 
points.) Drawing your sword, you gasp to 
your party to ride past while you deal with 
this enemy.


Hammerlander Irregular:
combat skill 15     endurance 19


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
89.


63
With Chevail’s help, both Vazhag lie dead 
at your feet, their stinking carcasses a new 
addition to the carpeted hallway of the 
upper storey of the manor house. You both 
stay still, straining every one of your senses 
in case you are about to be overwhelmed 
by a Vazhag ambush, but it seems the 
Cener has led his troops off chasing after 
you in another direction. You cannot help 
but breathe a sigh of relief.
   You turn your attention to the still forms 
of the Vazhag. Their hairy, pox-covered 
flesh reeks of filth and decay, and you are 
forced to cover your nose as you grab the 
small bag one was carrying and upend its 
contents onto the floor. It appears to be 
empty, save for a scroll which you eagerly 
unfurl. Part of it is written in a language 
you do not recognise, but at the bottom 
is a message in the common tongue of 
Palmyrion. It fills you with dread. (Record 
the ‘Cener Scroll’ on your Action Chart as a 
Backpack Item. You may read it at any time 
by turning to 179, but remember to note 
down your current section number as you 
will not be told where to turn back to.)
   Telling Chevail to follow you, you creep 
down the stairs and through the house to 
the rear tradesman’s entrance. Behind the 
manor is an expanse of cultivated gardens 
surrounded on all sides by a tall hedgerow. 
You ask Chevail where he can hide out for 
a few days and he mentions that there is 
a small house that he rents to crofters just 
beyond the hedge. It is currently deserted, 
the previous tenants having moved into the 
town of Famdor to join the Guild there.
   Keeping as low to the ground as possible, 
though making allowance for Chevail’s 
age, you scurry through the gardens to 
the hedge. Eventually, after much cursing, 
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67
Dropping to your knees, you close your 
eyes and begin to pray silently to the God 
to whom this shrine is dedicated. The 
guardsman with you stands at a respectful 
distance, not disturbing you. Your prayer 
is brief and to the point: you praise the 
God of the shrine, asking for his help in 
reaching your destination. A coldness 
washes over you, seeming to numb your 
very bones, but then it is gone as quickly as 
it came. Coming to your senses once more, 
you stand and turn to take your leave.
   From behind you on the altar there 
comes a click followed by a light rumbling 
sound. Turning about, you see a secret 
compartment has opened up in the base of 
the altar. With trepidation, you reach your 
hand into a narrow opening and grasp 
something cold and unyielding. Drawing 
out your boon, you examine it by the 
light streaming in through the entrance in 
the pavilion’s side. It is a block of amber 
fashioned expertly into the shape of an 
eye and painted to represent such. As you 
stare at it, it almost seems to gaze back at 
you hypnotically and it takes effort to look 
away and place it in your pocket. (Record 
the ‘Amber Eye’ on your Action Chart as a 
Special Item.)
   Your mood changes and you feel an 
irrational anger close around your heart. 
The Goddess Ishir has never listened to 
you, blocking all your pleas to her, and 
yet this unknown God responded to your 
act of worship immediately. You stumble 
past the guardsman, who looks at you 
disapprovingly, and out into the warm 
sunlight of the plain.


Turn to 73.


68
You turn to Chevail and tell him to follow 
you. You lead him through the house and 
out through the rear tradesman’s entrance. 
Behind the manor is an expanse of 
cultivated gardens surrounded on all sides 
by a tall hedgerow. You ask Chevail where 
he can hide out for a few days and he 
mentions that there is a small house that he 
rents to crofters just beyond the hedge. It 
is currently deserted, the previous tenants 
having moved into the town of Famdor to 
join the Guild there.
   Keeping as low to the ground as possible, 
though making allowance for Chevail’s 
age, you scurry through the gardens 
towards the hedge.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–4, 
turn to 136.
If it is 5–9, turn to 95.


you manage to locate the small, overgrown 
gateway that leads out toward the croft. 
You go through first to see if anything 
untoward awaits you beyond, but all is 
silent. Quickly locating the small dwelling, 
you wait until Chevail is safely ensconced 
there before heading off into the night in 
the direction of the Cursed Plain, knowing 
that you cannot afford to linger. After 
several hours you have travelled maybe 
ten miles and exhaustion is creeping up on 
you.


If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


64
You warn the guardsman of your 
intentions and he looks at you as though 
you have gone mad. Without a word, he 
flees from the tent toward the horses, his 
actions making it clear that he wishes no 
part in your sacrilegious act. You leave 
at a more sedate pace, your heart and 
mind made up on what you must do. 
Once outside, you splash the oil liberally 
on the canvas sides of the black pavilion, 
before lighting it with a spark from your 
Tinderbox. It catches light immediately and 
you just have time to scramble back before 
the whole tent suddenly roars into flames 
with the whooshing sound of a gale. Your 
overactive imagination also seems to detect 
an unhappy wail beneath the sounds of the 
flames, though you quickly dismiss this 
notion as foolishness.
   A pall of thick black smoke is now rising 
into the air, visible for miles around. You 
will probably be caught if you do not move 
on immediately. Nevertheless, you are 
satisfied that you have sent a message to 
those servants of Naar who are planning to 
attack your adopted homeland: the people 
of Palmyrion will fight tooth and nail to 
retain their freedom. (Remember to erase 
the ‘Flask of Oil’ from your Action Chart.)
   As you are walking back to your horse, 
you notice something glinting in the 
scraggly plains grass. Stooping down, you 
discover a Silver Pin lying on the ground, 
no doubt lost and forgotten by whoever 
once owned it. For some reason, you 
decide to pick it up and take it with you. 
(Record the ‘Silver Pin’ as a Special Item on 
your Action Chart.)


Mount your horse and turn to 73.


65
Unfortunately, you are not well versed in 
the newfangled weaponry that is currently 
sweeping across Magnamund, otherwise 
you would have recognised the telltale 
noise of a Bor musket about to be fired. 
From inside the doorway there is flash 
of light and a thunderous crash, and a 
half-dozen round metal projectiles come 
flying through the air toward you. It is too 
late to dodge and all six batter into your 
unprotected body, some lodging deep in 
your belly and chest, while one lodges 
itself in your eye socket. Filled with an 
overwhelming instant of pain, your body 
shuts down and you collapse to the ground 
unmoving. Although you are still alive 
when the Vazhag reach your prone form, 
it is but a few seconds later that your life is 
snuffed out forever.
   Tragically, your life and your quest for 
the Baroness end here in the grounds of her 
uncle’s manor house near Famdor.


66
With a skilful manoeuvre you swing your 
sword in a deadly arc, connecting with the 
Cener’s neck and slicing his head clean 
from his shoulders. His lips draw up into 
a hateful sneer and for a split second you 
worry that he is protected by some sort of 
unearthly death-ward; but your fears abate 
as you see the eyes become glassy and the 
muscles relax. His body collapses to the 
ground and convulses twice before lying 
still. You have visited death upon this foul 
servant of the Dark Gods.
   For two-dozen heartbeats you stand 
stock still, stretching out your senses 
in all directions, straining to hear any 
sounds of reinforcements. There are none. 
Silence has descended across this section 
of the Nahsor Plain. With much distaste, 
you quickly rifle through the pockets of 
the scarlet robe the Cener was wearing, 
your unpleasant task made all the more 
disturbing by the unnerving shadows cast 
by the fading light of flickering lantern, the 
glass of which was smashed by its impact 
upon the ground. As the light grows dim, 
you discover an inner pocket cunningly 
hidden in the robe’s lining and reach 
inside to draw out a small vellum scroll. A 
cursory glance at its contents reveals some 
writing and a diagram of what looks like 
troop movements. You stow it away in 
your Backpack for perusal at a later, more 
opportune time. You feel your strength 
returning as you climb back into the 
saddle. Pleased that the Cener’s spell has 
worn off, you are now eager to be gone lest 
someone discover the Cener’s corpse.
(Record the ‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action 
Chart.)


Turn to 100.
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69
“Who goes there? What is your name? 
Speak quickly!” the Hammerlander snaps 
angrily in the Giak language as he one-
handedly waves the pike threateningly in 
your direction. You steel your resolve and 
reply to him that you are on reconnaissance 
and have come from a camp to the east 
beyond the forest. At first he is suspicious, 
but your knowledge of the road through 
the forest convinces him that you are 
performing a vital service on behalf of the 
garrison to which he is attached. He asks 
you if you have received the latest orders 
and you tell him that your orders were to 
patrol, so you have not yet contacted the 
encampment. He reaches into a satchel 
slung over his shoulder and for a second 
you fear that he has seen through your 
ruse; but instead of drawing a weapon or a 
means to attract his comrades, he pulls out 
a small vellum scroll and hands it to you.
   “New orders,” he tells you officiously. 
“The attack has been brought forward, so 
be prepared for battle in three days. We 
don’t want you cowardly sneaks to stay 
hidden and take credit for our work!” You 
thank him and pocket the scroll. (Record 
the ‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action Chart.)
   As you turn to leave, the Hammerlander 
takes a small metal flask from his pocket 
and swigs a mouthful of acrid-smelling 
liquor. Your eyes are watering at its 
potency, even from a distance of several 
paces. He grins wolfishly and holds the 
flask out to you. Politely you decline, citing 
your unruly posse as being likely to get 
themselves into trouble without your lead. 
He shrugs, takes a second swig and stows 
the flask away again.
   Now disinterested in you, the 
Hammerlander turns about and goes 
back to his hiding place in the thicket. You 
remount quickly, eager to put plenty of 
distance between yourself and the enemy 
guard post.


Turn to 100.


70
“Naog-zut-jegka tor kon!” he barks at you 
in a language you cannot understand. 
“Ok zee rannad konkora kez taglik, ka ok 
naog-zee rannad negdak okak. Okak narg 
ganzak.”
Unable to understand him, you begin to 
fidget under his scrutiny and you return 
his gaze with no little confusion. Without 
warning, he cuffs you across the face with 
his fist. “Lizdik naog-enzog!” he snarls, 
before breaking into harsh laughter. He 
slaps you across the back in a more friendly 
gesture.
   “Ok jokog tor okak tujaa,” he says more 
gently, his rasping voice no less guttural for 
the softness with which he is attempting 
to imbue his words. “Nadoknara doka 
klagzon rogag jizkaka kor lendaza oka!”
   You are most desirous of understanding 
him. Something about his manner calls 
to you from the recesses of your mind, 
but each time you think you are about to 


grasp hold of the fleeting thought it slips 
from your grasp. You stand silent before 
him, waiting for him to speak again. 
Fortunately, he turns from you and bellows 
something to the passageway beyond the 
hall from whence he entered. A bedraggled 
old man with a bushy beard is brought in 
before you and thrown roughly to the floor. 
His hands and legs are manacled together, 
giving him only very limited movement. 
He is bloody and bruised, yet despite his 
mistreatment, he wriggles himself onto his 
side and pushes himself up into a kneeling 
position, his hands behind his back. He 
glares at you with undisguised contempt.
   The tall, armoured man approaches the 
prisoner without a word and steps behind 
him. Grabbing a handful of the lank hair, 
he pulls the old man’s head back harshly, 
drawing a pained moan from him. He 
sneers down at the old man for several 
seconds and then draws a vicious-looking 
dagger from his belt. The blade is of black 
metal and is serrated for inflicting savage 
wounds. The officer brings the dagger to 
bear and swipes it across the old man’s 
throat. The prisoner gasps and chokes as 
his lifeblood pours from him. You cannot 
believe what you are seeing here—you 
are shocked and appalled at this callous 
disregard for human life. And yet you do 
nothing. You merely stand and watch as 
his life ebbs from him and he eventually 
succumbs to the cold embrace of death.
   The armoured man stoops low and drags 
his fingers through the blood pooling 
around the corpse. He beckons you closer, 
and as you stop before him, he stands once 
more and presses two fingers against your 
forehead, dragging two streaks of blood 
diagonally across your temple to your 
eyebrow.
   Fear and revulsion explode within you 
and you wake gasping for breath, your 
heart beating nineteen to the dozen, your 
sheets covered with cold sweat as you 
tremble to get warm. Through a narrow 
slit that passes for a window you see the 
lightening skies as dawn approaches. It 
is too late to return to sleep, so you go 
about your morning ablutions with the 
remainder of the water in the bowl and 
quickly dress in preparation for the day’s 
events.


If you possess a Vellum Scroll, turn to 
90.
If you do not, turn to 80.


71
You ignore your gut instincts and settle for 
a course of avoidance. The gloom of dusk 
has rapidly descended into the darkness 
of night and clouds obscure much of the 
light of the moon. Even so, the silvery 
radiance that does occasionally break 
through to illuminate the barren grassland 
reminds you of the Moon Goddess who 
dispassionately looks on. You hope that she 
will be with your party, for the Baroness’ 
sake if not for your own.
   You shake yourself from your reverie and 


bring yourself back to full alertness. Ahead 
and to your right is a small spinney of trees 
and brambles, cut off from the main forest. 
As you ride closer, a figure emerges from 
the trees.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–4, 
turn to 14.
If it is 5–9, turn to 38.


72
The concussive boom that accompanies 
the shot spits black smoke and soot back 
into your eyes—surely an oversight on 
the part of the Bor weaponsmiths who 
built it! The lead projectiles are propelled 
through the air at some speed, passing over 
the cowering Vazhag who has dropped 
to the floor, whining like a frightened cur, 
to batter against the robed Cener Druid. 
Unfortunately, you pulled the trigger a 
split second too late and he was able to 
jump backwards to avoid the worst of it, 
but you could not completely miss his 
corpulent form and blood is pouring from 
three or four deep and painful wounds. 
He spits out a curse and draws his sickle 
from his belt. Realising that the cowardly 
Vazhag has been too frightened by the 
sounds of the musket, you ignore him and 
climb to your feet, drawing your sword 
and charging at the Cener before he has 
time to call upon his unholy sorcery.


Wounded Cener Druid:
combat skill 12     endurance 9


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
83.


73
You are anxious to be away from this eerie 
place, and doubly so, for the Baroness 
would be in deadly peril should any of 
the hidden camps of troops catch sight of 
your party out in the open. Once again you 
ride in advance of the guards, spurring 
your trusty mount on to a gallop. You 
give the eaves of the forest a wide berth, 
staying at least a half-mile from the trees. 
Despite your vigilance, you are unable to 
catch sight of any of the troops who are 
supposedly hiding out in this area.
   The rest of the day plays out in a similar 
vein, your paranoia causing you to push 
the guards and the Baroness to ride at 
speed. By evening, when you arrive at 
the banks of the River Nursar, the horses 
are exhausted and simply must rest. The 
forest has been thinning beside you for 
the last several miles and the trees have 
given way to rocky hills where the Nursar 
flows out onto the plain. Remembering 
your geography, you follow it upstream 
for about a mile into the hills where there 
is a stony ford, which your mounts may 
easily cross. On the far side of the river 
you make your camp for the night, posting 
two guards on each two-hour watch. Your 
sleep is troubled with anxiety dreams, but 
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you manage to get some rest (restore 2 
endurance points).
   You allow the Baroness to sleep later 
than usual this morning: the events of 
the past two days have been hard on 
her. Eventually she awakes, looking 
around in confusion before remembering 
your current predicament. She sighs 
expansively, but offers no word of 
complaint as you hand her fresh water and 
the last of the dried rations. Soon, you are 
all ready to mount up and ride on.


If you possess Marksmanship, turn to 
29.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 93.


74
Drawing forth the Throwing Dagger from 
your belt, you do not hesitate in taking aim 
and hurling it at the Cener. Unfortunately, 
he sees it coming and dodges to the side, 
leaving the dagger to fly harmlessly past 
him, disappearing into the darkness. 
However, you have disrupted his magic 
and he gives vent to an animalistic snarl 
as he throws his vast bulk at you with 
unnatural force. Drawing your sword, you 
square off against him. (Remember to erase 
the ‘Throwing Dagger’ from your Action 
Chart.)


Cener Druid:
combat skill 17     endurance 16


   For the duration of this battle, increase 
your combat skill by 2 to reflect Chevail’s 
attempts to help you defeat the Cener 
Druid.


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 92.


75
As you ride, the downy hairs on your nape 
prickle; you have the distinct feeling of 
being watched. Casually looking to the left 
and right of the track as though merely 
enjoying your ride, you notice things that 
are out of place—tracks across the mossy 
ground to the side of the trail that seem 
to have been made by hobnailed boots; 
bushes that seem to move slightly despite 
there being no wind; and are those voices 
that you can hear from the far side of a 
small hillock? It seems to you that it is too 
quiet, even for these rocky hills. There is a 
presence here that is decidedly unfriendly 
towards you, probably even hostile. You 
spur your horse on to a canter, just in case 
you should be waylaid on your journey, 
but the owners of the hate-filled stares that 
you can feel burning into your skin remain 
hidden and no one attempts to arrest your 
progress.
   The track winds between lightly wooded 
hills until it reaches a steep incline. The 
horses are tired after three days of constant 
flight and you all wearily dismount, taking 
the reins in hand to lead your mounts up 
the rough pathway of granite chips. Above 


you loom the low walls of a chateau built 
atop the highest of these hills. By now 
night has fallen and you can see torches 
burning at intervals along the walls, 
while the tall wooden gates stand open to 
welcome travellers even at this late hour.
   As you approach the gates, a short, 
rotund man with a ruddy complexion 
steps from the shadows and hails you. 
You tell him your name and that you are 
the retainer of the Baroness Coryene of 
Lucia Province, seeking shelter for the 
night. On learning of your noble travelling 
companion, the monk claps his hands in 
glee and hurriedly ushers you all through 
the gates and into a wide courtyard 
dominated by the tall bell tower. Quickly 
your horses are led away to stables at the 
rear by a half-dozen of the more sprightly 
monks and you are taken into a well-
appointed refectory where you are briefly 
left to your own devices.
   You first ensure that the Baroness is 
comfortable before collapsing onto a 
wooden chair beside a low table. Over 
on one side, a fire roars in the hearth and 
the leeching cold of the night is soon 
banished. But a scant few minutes have 
elapsed before an elderly monk sweeps 
into the room at the head of a seemingly 
endless procession of men clad in brown 
robes, each of whom brings a platter of 
fruits, vegetables and cold meat cuts. As 
is customary, you first taste some of the 
Baroness’ food, as she looks on in fond 
amusement, before you push the platter in 
front of her and urge her to eat. She needs 
no second invitation. Mugs of water and 
beer are also graciously provided, though 
the head monk cautions your men to be 
careful with the ale, which they brew to 
a secret recipe which results in a strong, 
nutty beer that is liable to give a man a 
painful hangover should he be foolish 
enough to overindulge. Despite their desire 
to make merry, your glowering in their 
direction cowers the guards, who guzzle 
instead their water between sips of their 
ale.
   As you are slowly working your way 
through the food, the elderly monk sits 
down beside you at the table you are 
sharing with the Baroness. He gives his 
name as Rasbarin, the de facto abbot of 
the Vaderish Brethren, though they are 
nominally equals. The Baroness thanks him 
with many kind words and you chip in 
with some yourself, though you add your 
worries about the presence of a woman 
in the monastery. Fortunately, Rasbarin 
chuckles good-naturedly.
   “Have no fear for your charge, good 
retainer,” he tells you. “The men of this 
monastery are devoted to but one woman, 
the Goddess Ishir, whose beauty eclipses 
even that of the Baroness—but only 
slightly,” he adds with a wink, causing 
the Baroness to blush and giggle like a 
schoolgirl. Despite his flirtatious words, 
Rasbarin is old enough to be the Baroness’ 


grandfather and the way he interacts with 
her reminds you of the Baroness’ uncle 
Chevail, a spry old man who lives in a 
manor house some miles from the town 
of Famdor. You have always enjoyed 
accompanying the Baroness on her visits to 
see him, for he eats and drinks and laughs 
better than anyone you know.
   Soon the Baroness is having trouble 
keeping her eyes open and Rasbarin asks 
for her to be escorted to his personal 
quarters, while he will share a room with 
you this night. You thank him profusely for 
his hospitality and you cannot be sure that 
the strong Vaderish brew has not already 
gone to your head. You find yourself 
smiling for the first time in several days 
and, at Rasbarin’s prompt, you begin to 
explain why you are here, so far off the 
route you were originally intending to 
make. At your mention of your encounter 
with Lone Wolf, Rasbarin nods sagely.
   “A stern warrior, to be sure, that one,” he 
says. “But not too bad for a Northlander.”
   “You should have seen him when he met 
the Baroness,” you quip back, “stuttering 
and stumbling over his words like a callow 
youth!”
   Rasbarin laughs a little at this and you 
ponder all that has befallen you since 
parting ways with the Kai Lord in the 
comfortable silence that descends between 
yourself and the monk. Hesitantly, you 
voice your suspicions of hostile forces that 
you think you spotted in the hills nearby, 
but Rasbarin waves you off. “There is no 
reason for any enemies to be here,” he tells 
you calmly, as though chiding a child with 
an overactive imagination.


If you possess a Vellum Scroll, turn to 
99.
If you possess a Jade Frog and wish to 
show it to the monk, turn to 30.
Otherwise, turn to 54.


76
A flash of light and a thunderous crash 
explode from the dim interior of the house. 
You attempt to dodge and throw yourself 
to the ground, but you do not act quickly 
enough to save yourself from harm as half 
a dozen metal balls come speeding from 
the dimly-lit interior of the manor house. 
Five fly past you to batter against your 
pursuers, knocking the nearest Vazhag 
over onto its back where it lies, keening 
piteously. Unfortunately, one strikes you, 
lodging deeply in your belly, and you 
cannot keep yourself from crying out 
in agony as the heated projectile passes 
through you, clipping your kidney and 
leaving every nerve ending of your body 
screaming in pain. (Deduct 6 endurance 
points.)
   The remaining Vazhag scream and rush 
away into the night, though the harsh, 
commanding voice of the Cener can 
be heard on the night air, presumable 
demanding that they return to chasing 
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you. Temporarily safe, you drag yourself 
to your feet and head toward the manor 
house, each footstep jarring your wound.


Turn to 85.


77
You charge at the fleshy herbmaster, but 
he completes his unholy intonation before 
you can reach him. An ephemeral hand 
seems to reach out and touch you, sapping 
your strength, leaving you weak and 
tired. Behind you, Chevail collapses to the 
ground under the power of the Cener’s 
evil spell, leaving you to face this servant 
of Naar alone. You move to a defensive 
stance, projecting a confidence that you no 
longer feel.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table (in this instance, 0 = 10) and halve it, 
rounding fractions up. You must deduct 
this number of endurance points from 
your total due to the enervating effects of 
the Cener’s sorcery. You must also add this 
number to the Cener’s endurance score at 
the start of the battle, as he has stolen some 
of your power.


Cener Druid:
combat skill 17     endurance 16*


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
86.


78
Your attempts to bluff only serve to 
antagonise the rat-faced Drakkar. He 
glances at his tall comrade and gestures 
with his head in your direction. The 
tall guard, a clansman from the lawless 
Hammerlands, draws steel and steps 
toward you.
   “You are either a spy or a deserter from 
the Palmyrion army!” the Drakkar spits in 
anger. “Let’s see how you bear up under 
test!” Without warning, the Hammerlander 
swings his sword in a lazy arc, aiming 
to strike your head from your shoulders. 
Ducking beneath the attack, you draw your 
own sword and defend yourself.


Hammerlander:
combat skill 15     endurance 21


If you survive two rounds, turn 
immediately to 96.


79
Although your knowledge of Cenerese 
is rudimentary at best, the Vazhag speak 
quite slowly, stumbling to form the words 
with their distended jaws.
   “The stink here is bad!” snarls one.
   “I cannot track them through this 
stench!” agrees his companion.
   You realise that the clean scent of freshly-
washed linen scattered with rose petals is 
noisome to the foul rat men, who are much 
more used to dwelling in the foetid, rotting 
woodland of Ruel. After a short time, you 
hear them scampering away, their outsized 


feet flapping on the carpeted hallway 
before they descend the stairs. You wonder 
idly what the Cener Druid will say to them 
when he learns they have lost track of you, 
though truthfully, you do not care one iota.
   Pushing open the door to the linen closet, 
you discover a scroll lying at the top of the 
stairs. It must have been dropped by one of 
the Vazhag. You approach it cautiously in 
case it is a trap, but there is no sign of the 
Vazhag who followed you into the house. 
Unfurling the scroll, you see that part 
of it is written in a language you do not 
recognise, but at the bottom is a message 
in the common tongue of Palmyrion. It fills 
you with dread. (Record the ‘Cener Scroll’ 
on your Action Chart as a Backpack Item. 
You may read it at any time by turning 
to 179, but remember to note down your 
current section number as you will not be 
told where to turn back to.)
   Telling Chevail to follow you, you creep 
down the stairs and through the house to 
the rear tradesman’s entrance. Behind the 
manor is an expanse of cultivated gardens 
surrounded on all sides by a tall hedgerow. 
You ask Chevail where he can hide out for 
a few days and he mentions that there is 
a small house that he rents to crofters just 
beyond the hedge. It is currently deserted, 
the previous tenants having moved into the 
town of Famdor to join the Guild there.
   Keeping as low to the ground as possible, 
though making allowance for Chevail’s 
age, you scurry through the gardens to 
the hedge. Eventually, after much cursing, 
you manage to locate the small, overgrown 
gateway that leads out toward the croft. 
You go through first to see if anything 
untoward awaits you beyond, but all is 
silent. Quickly locating the small dwelling, 
you wait until Chevail is safely ensconced 
there before heading off into the night in 
the direction of the Cursed Plain, knowing 
that you cannot afford to linger. After 
several hours you have travelled maybe 
ten miles and exhaustion is creeping up on 
you.


If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


80
Discomfited from your disturbing dream, 
you walk the hallway back to the refectory 
where you find a bustle of monks setting 
out platters of cold food as they prepare 
to break their fasts. As you step into the 
kitchen, the cook nods in your direction 
and points with a knife to several packages 
lying on the table. Each package is a self-
contained Meal and you may take as many 
as you wish. (Record each Meal that you 
take on your Action Chart. You may discard 
any Backpack Items in favour of Meals, but 
remember that your Backpack can hold a 
maximum of eight items.)
   You thank the cook and turn to leave, 
having snagged some cold cuts of chicken 


for your first meal of the day. You quite 
literally bump into the Baroness in the 
refectory as she is elegantly making 
her way to a chair beside Rasbarin. She 
motions for you to join them and, between 
dainty bites, explains that she and Rasbarin 
have been conspiring behind your back.
   “The wilds are becoming increasingly 
dangerous,” she tells you. “While I have 
implicit trust in your ability to protect me, 
Dorst, I would like to remain here at the 
monastery for a few days to commune with 
Ishir and rest up. The past few days have 
been rather stressful.”
   You deign to keep to yourself that the 
stresses of the journey have been chiefly 
your own, for you know that the Baroness 
means well. You call to mind that her Uncle 
Chevail lives in a manor house not far from 
the town of Famdor and you offer to take 
word to him on her behalf. The Baroness 
readily agrees to this, asking that you 
return within a week to escort her back to 
the Coryene Chateau outside Gadorvo. You 
also insist that the guards remain with her 
and Rasbarin nods his approval.
   “We can make use of some strong men in 
the fields and the brewery,” he says, and 
you get the impression that you may have 
been handed the short straw by agreeing to 
leave so readily. No matter, you will do the 
Baroness’ bidding as you have done as far 
back as you can remember. In less than an 
hour you are saddled and riding through 
the arched gateway back down to the road.
   The day passes swiftly and with a 
well-maintained road beneath his hooves, 
your mount positively eats up the miles. 
An hour before noon and you are riding 
around the town of Yasaul. The farmers 
tending the fields salute you as you pass, 
probably mistaking you for an official 
messenger. Just a couple of hours later and 
you ride through Tryda, mostly deserted at 
this hour as the villagers busy themselves 
in the fields or indoors. Only the children 
playing in the streets stop to gawk and 
point as you gallop past them. (During 
your journey, you must eat a Meal or lose 3 
endurance points.)
   It is mid-afternoon when you sight 
Famdor in the distance. Carts and wagons 
are heading into and out from the town, 
carrying tree trunks for the sawmills, as 
well as other miscellaneous wooden and 
metal merchandise. The town has grown 
fat on trade and industry, it seems. When 
last you visited Famdor, not two years 
since, there were many derelict houses and 
starving children begging in the streets; it 
seems as though there has been some sort 
of economic turnaround, for which you are 
pleased.
   You always struggle to find the 
overgrown lane that wends between tall 
hedges leading to the Manor de Coryene 
where the Baroness’ uncle dwells and after 
numerous wrong turns, it is dusk by the 
time you are riding along the cobbled path 
toward the manor house.
   Sounds ahead make you rein your horse 
to a stop. It is unusual for the servants 


q48        Fighting Fantazine







to be working outside this late at night. 
Dismounting, you lead your horse forward 
slowly, taking every opportunity to remain 
in the deepest shadows. Something is not 
right here; you can feel it in your bones. 
Peering ahead through the darkness, 
you can make out figures moving at the 
gateway to the grounds surrounding the 
manor house. A humanoid is speaking, 
though he is too far away for you to hear 
what he is saying. Smaller humanoids 
scurry around, apparently doing its 
bidding. As the gloom deepens, they begin 
to light torches and you are forced to 
stifle your shock: the short humanoids are 
Vazhag, rat-men created in the laboratories 
of Mogaruith by the grotesque Cener 
Druids. The Vazhag act as servants and 
troops at the beck and call of their Cener 
masters and they often carry out raids 
against the neighbouring Freeland nations. 
Their presence here means that the taller 
humanoid, whose features you have not 
been able to spot, must be a Cener Druid. 
But why are they yet to attack the manor? 
Are they waiting for someone? You hope 
that Chevail is safe inside the house, but 
you must warn him of the impending 
attack. 


If you possess Infiltration and wish to 
use it, turn to 32.
If you possess Battle Tactics and wish 
to draw upon your knowledge, turn 
to 130.
If you possess neither of these Special 
Skills, or if you wish to make use of 
neither of them, turn to 170.


81
A wild thought crosses your mind, one so 
crazy that it might just work. Snatching 
up the Bor musket from the floor, you call 
to Chevail, asking him where the lead 
projectiles are. He puts his hand into his 
pocket and draws forth a dozen or so balls, 
each about a quarter of an inch in diameter, 
and hands them to you along with a small 
powder flask carved from the ivory tusk 
of a walrus. Wasting no time, you liberally 
pour the black powder into the six separate 
barrels, drop the lead balls in and use 
the ramrod (held in the central seventh 
barrel) to firmly ram them down into the 
breeches. You retreat into the entrance hall, 
then drop to your belly, the barrels of the 
musket aimed out through the half-open 
door. Your finger itches as it rests on the 
trigger mechanism, ready to bring the 
flintlock to bear as soon as your enemy 
enters your line of sight. Without warning, 
the door swings fully open and a Vazhag 
charges into the hallway at you, followed 
more sedately by the robed figure of a 
Cener Druid, his face covered by warts and 
scabs. Without conscious thought, you pull 
the trigger and let them have it.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–3, 


turn to 72.
If it is 4–9, turn to 91.


82
Not wishing to incur the wrath of the 
Gods, your decision to leave the altar 
alone relieves the guardsman who entered 
with you. As you turn your back upon the 
ebon construction, you think you hear the 
faint sounds of mocking laughter ringing 
in your ears, though it is probably your 
overactive imagination—you have not 
slept well these past few days.
   Exiting the black tent, you feel the 
warmth of the sun softly caress your face 
and you are instantly glad to be out from 
the depths of the shrine. After taking a few 
moments to relish the warmth, you stride 
over to your horse and prepare to leave.


Mount your horse and turn to 73.


83
On seeing that his master is dead, the 
Vazhag turns tail and runs out into 
the night, chittering and calling in the 
Cenerese language. You turn your attention 
to the still, blubbery form of the Cener. 
His pale flesh is covered in a sheen of oily 
sweat, which seems to ooze from every 
pore of his skin. You find a scroll in his 
pocket, which you unfurl. Part of it is 
written in a language you do not recognise, 
but at the bottom is a message in the 
common tongue of Palmyrion. It fills you 
with dread. (Record the ‘Cener Scroll’ on 
your Action Chart as a Backpack Item. You 
may read it at any time by turning to 179, 
but remember to note down your current 
section number as you will not be told 
where to turn back to.)
   You turn to Chevail and tell him to follow 
you. You lead him through the house and 
out through the rear tradesman’s entrance. 
Behind the manor is an expanse of 
cultivated gardens surrounded on all sides 
by a tall hedgerow. You ask Chevail where 
he can hide out for a few days and he 
mentions that there is a small house that he 
rents to crofters just beyond the hedge. It 
is currently deserted, the previous tenants 
having moved into the town of Famdor to 
join the Guild there.
   Keeping as low to the ground as possible, 
though making allowance for Chevail’s 
age, you scurry through the gardens to 
the hedge. Eventually, after much cursing, 
you manage to locate the small, overgrown 
gateway that leads out toward the croft. 
You go through first to see if anything 
untoward awaits you beyond, but all is 
silent. With the death of their master, it 
would appear that the Vazhag have fled. 
Quickly locating the small dwelling, you 
wait until Chevail is safely ensconced there 
before heading off into the night in the 
direction of the Cursed Plain, knowing that 
you cannot afford to linger. After several 
hours you have travelled maybe ten miles 


and exhaustion is creeping up on you.
If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


84
You start to weave an elaborate lie about 
your garrison and troop deployments 
to the east. The commandant listens to 
you in silence, not disputing a thing, 
and you begin to imagine that you have 
successfully bluffed your way out of 
trouble. Unfortunately for you, he has seen 
straight through your lies. As you cease 
speaking, hoping to be dismissed, he nods 
toward the Drakkar who stands behind 
you and before you can react he lashes 
out with his fist, aiming directly at your 
unprotected right kidney. The pain that 
explodes in your side is excruciating and 
you double over, wrapping your hands 
around you for protection. Your distraction 
allows the commandant to launch his knee 
straight at your face and you are lucky 
that he catches you on the cheek rather 
than directly on the nose. You turn to get 
away, but the Drakkar kicks out his leg and 
trips you over, leaving you prone, before 
landing two more kicks, one in your ribs 
and one in your side.
   You lie insensate on the floor of the tent 
as the commandant aims one final kick at 
your midriff, knocking the air from your 
lungs and leaving you gasping. (Pick a 
number from the Random Number Table. If 
the number you have picked is odd, deduct 
4 endurance points due to your savage 
beating; otherwise, deduct 6 endurance 
points.)
   The commandant returns to studying his 
strategy map stretched across the wooden 
table, ignoring you completely. He calls 
over the rat-faced Drakkar and begins 
to question him in Giak, gesticulating to 
various positions on the map. As he turns, 
you see that lying on the floor where he 
stood previously is a small scroll. You 
painfully crawl over to where it lies, 
pocketing it in case it contains any vital 
information. (Record this ‘Vellum Scroll’ on 
your Action Chart.)
   You glance back to the commandant and 
see that he and his underling are engrossed 
in conversation. Unnoticed by them both, 
you slip away through the entrance and 
out into the night. You immediately spot 
your horse tied to a hitching post and 
stagger over to him. No one halts you 
or impedes your progress; indeed, save 
for the inebriate men sitting beside the 
campfire, there is no one around at all. 
Untying your horse, you pull yourself into 
the saddle, wincing in pain as you do so.


Turn to 100.
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85
You stagger through into the lantern-lit 
interior of the entrance hall. Lying on his 
back, his face, arms, and clothing covered 
in black soot, is the sprightly sexagenarian 
Chevail, uncle of your dear Baroness and 
all-round black sheep of the Coryene 
family. He grins up at you, his eyes 
unfocussed with maniacal exhilaration. 
His prized possession, a specially-designed 
six-shooter musket from the Dwarf realm 
of Bor, lies beside him, all six chambers 
having been emptied at once, most of 
which having somehow struck the Vazhag 
attacking you.
   “Boom!” he rumbles, his voice filled with 
childlike glee.
   You lean down and help him to his feet, 
surprised at how much weight the old man 
has lost in recent years. His wide girth has 
shrunk to a much more fitting waistline 
and then some, leaving him looking rather 
bony and emaciated. You ask him what has 
been happening and he responds loudly, 
the explosion from the Bor musket still 
ringing in his ears.
   “They’ve been lurking around for a day 
or two,” he shouts. “I sent all the servants 
away by the back door. No sense in 
getting them involved. I thought it might 
be that damn Famdor Guild lot after me 
for winning some of their men at Taluka. 
I’m just better at cheatin’ than they are, 
that’s all!” Taluka is a card game played 
in Palmyrion, the rules of which allow for 
cheating. It is one of your favourite ways 
to pass an hour or so enjoying a drink 
at the local taproom, though in all your 
attempts, you have never yet managed to 
beat Chevail at it. You are good, but he is a 
master.
   You explain to Chevail that it is not 
guildsmen arrayed outside, but a Cener 
Druid and a pack of Vazhag. He narrows 
his eyes for a moment, but your serious 
expression counters his disbelief and he 
grimaces. You briefly fill him in on the 
details of your journey; that you have left 
his niece with the monks of the Vaderish 
Monastery and that she requested that you 
look in on him. As you explain this to him, 
you quickly check through your Backpack 
and Weapons, only to curse as you 
discover that in your flight to the house, 
one of your possessions has been badly 
damaged beyond repair. (If you possessed 
a ‘Bow’, it has been broken during your 
flight to the house and you must erase it 
from your Action Chart. If you did not own 
a Bow, you must instead erase a Backpack 
Item of your choice.)
   You venture a glance around the heavy 
door and see figures prowling across 
the grounds, hidden effectively by the 
darkness. The fear the Vazhag have for 
their Cener master has overcome their fear 
of the explosive Bor musket, it would seem.


If you possess Battle Tactics, turn to 94.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
you may flee through the back door by 
turning to 68.


Alternatively, you may run upstairs by 
turning to 97.


86
With one final blow you bring an end 
to the Cener’s miserable existence. On 
sensing that their master is dead, the 
Vazhag around the manor turn tail and run 
out into the night, chittering and calling in 
the Cenerese language. 
   Sadly, your victory has come at a high 
price, for Chevail, uncle of your dear 
Baroness, took the brunt of the Cener’s 
sorcery and he now lies still; he will never 
wake again. It is a bitter blow and you 
cannot but feel responsible for the death 
of this scion of the Coryene family. Beside 
his still-warm body you discover a tiny 
gemstone that he must have dropped. It 
is difficult to see in the gloom, but you 
hazard that it is merely a semiprecious 


stone, not a jewel of high value. (Record 
the ‘Small Amethyst’ as a Special Item on 
your Action Chart.)
   You angrily turn your attention to the 
still, blubbery form of the Cener. His pale 
flesh is covered in a sheen of oily sweat, 
which seems to ooze from every pore of 
his skin. You find a scroll in his pocket, 
which you unfurl. Part of it is written in 
a language you do not recognise, but at 
the bottom is a message in the common 
tongue of Palmyrion. It fills you with 
dread. (Record the ‘Cener Scroll’ on your 
Action Chart as a Backpack Item. You may 
read it at any time by turning to 179, but 
remember to note down your current 
section number as you will not be told 
where to turn back to.)
   You dare not even linger long enough 
to afford Chevail a decent burial, for you 
know that your life is in danger. Shedding 
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a few tears, you salute the old rogue and 
flee toward the small, overgrown gateway 
that leads out toward the croft. Passing 
by the small dwelling, you head off into 
the night in the direction of the Cursed 
Plain, knowing that you cannot afford 
to linger. After several hours you have 
travelled maybe ten miles and exhaustion 
is creeping up on you.


If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


87
The guardsman does not look happy at 
your desecrating the shrine and he moves 
to stand by the entrance, ready for a quick 
getaway. The metal tablets are probably 
‘curse tablets’, offerings to the God of the 
shrine by devotees. Your understanding 
is that these are normally in the form 
of requesting hardship or death upon a 
rival person or family. Such practises are 
forbidden in Palmyrion and you are sure 
that neither Ishir nor Kai would listen to 
such pleas anyway. Moving these petty 
requests aside, you do discover, hidden in 
an earthen jar, a purse containing 17 Lune 
and a brooch fashioned from a strange 
black metal. You take the money and 
examine the brooch more closely, noting 
the intricate carving of a full-face helm 
above some characters which may or may 
not be letters in a language you do not 
recognise. You feel quite possessive of the 
brooch and pocket it before your fellow 
guard spots it in your hand. (Record the 
‘Black Metal Brooch’ on your Action Chart 
as a Special Item.)
   Confident that you have missed nothing 
of value, you stride past the guardsman, 
who looks at you disapprovingly, and out 
into the warm sunlight of the plain.


Turn to 73.


88
A flash of light and a thunderous crash 
explode from the dim interior of the house. 
You attempt to dodge and throw yourself 
to the ground, but you do not act quickly 
enough to save yourself from harm as half 
a dozen metal balls come speeding from 
the dimly-lit interior of the manor house. 
Five fly past you to batter against your 
pursuers, knocking the nearest Vazhag 
over onto its back where it lies, keening 
piteously. Unfortunately, one strikes you, 
glancing painfully along your ribs and 
leaving a furrow of cauterised skin. You 
cry out in pain as you land heavily, jarring 
your wound. (Deduct 3 endurance points.)
   The remaining Vazhag scream and rush 
away into the night, though the harsh, 
commanding voice of the Cener can 
be heard on the night air, presumably 
demanding that they return to chasing 
you. Temporarily safe, you drag yourself 


to your feet and head toward the manor 
house, each footstep jarring your wound.


Turn to 85.


89
With one final blow, you ensure a swift 
death for this evil human. He falls to 
the ground and convulses several times 
before finally lying still, the life having 
left his body. You remain motionless for 
two-dozen heartbeats, stretching out your 
senses in all directions, straining to hear 
any sounds of reinforcements. There are 
none. Silence had descended across this 
section of the Nahsor Plain. You quickly 
rifle through the pockets of the dead 
Hammerlander, though the stench of his 
unwashed body makes you feel nauseous. 
However, in a mouldy leather satchel slung 
over his shoulder, you find a small scroll 
that looks interesting. Unfurling it, you see 
some writing and a diagram of what looks 
like troop movements. You stow it away 
in your Backpack for perusal at a later, 
more opportune time. You climb back into 
the saddle, eager to be gone lest someone 
discovers the guard’s corpse.
   (Record the ‘Vellum Scroll’ on your Action 
Chart.)


Turn to 100.


90
Discomfited from your disturbing dream, 
you walk the hallway back to the refectory 
where you find a bustle of monks setting 
out platters of cold food as they prepare 
to break their fasts. As you step into the 
kitchen, the cook nods in your direction 
and points with a knife to several packages 
lying on the table. Each package is a self-
contained Meal and you may take as many 
as you wish. (Record each Meal that you 
take on your Action Chart. You may discard 
any Backpack Items in favour of Meals, 
but remember that your Backpack can only 
hold a maximum of eight items.)
   You thank the cook and turn to leave, 
having snagged some cold cuts of chicken 
for your first meal of the day. You quite 
literally bump into the Baroness in the 
refectory as she is elegantly making 
her way to a chair beside Rasbarin. She 
motions for you to join them and, between 
dainty bites, explains that Rasbarin has 
explained to her the contents of the scroll 
and that she agrees the safest place for her 
to be right now is within the walls of the 
monastery.
   “If Ishir will not protect her own house, 
what chance do I have trying to make 
it back to the Coryene Estate?” she asks 
rhetorically.
   You mumble your agreement, though 
deep down you worry that the Baroness’ 
faith may be misplaced. Can these walls 
really withstand attack by Drakkarim and 
Cener forces? At least the attackers seem 
to be undermanned and forced to act 
before they are ready, but even so small a 


battalion could surely breach these walls. 
Before you can dwell on such thoughts, she 
brings up the matter of the spy in Famdor.
   “You must flush him out, Dorst. If 
enemies are in our very towns and cities, 
what safety is there for the people of 
Palmyrion?” Again, while you broadly 
agree, you cannot help but wonder how 
many other infiltrators and turncoats 
there are in responsible positions across 
the country. Nevertheless, despite your 
misgivings, it is clear that this traitor is 
highly placed and instrumental to any 
invasion plans, he being mentioned in 
enemy dispatches. You vow to flush 
the traitor out and bring him to justice 
before the week is out. The Baroness 
smiles beatifically at you and praises your 
courage, sentiments echoed by Rasbarin. 
However, you turn down the Baroness’ 
offer of taking some of the guards with 
you, saying that you prefer she be 
protected against the coming attack and 
that you will be able to move more swiftly 
alone.
   “We can make use of such strong men 
in preparing the monastery to repel the 
attackers,” Rasbarin adds.
   In less than an hour you are saddled and 
riding through the arched gateway back 
down to the road. The day passes swiftly 
and with a well-maintained road beneath 
his hooves, your mount positively eats up 
the miles. An hour before noon and you 
are riding around the town of Yasaul. The 
farmers tending the fields salute you as 
you pass, probably mistaking you for an 
official messenger. Just a couple of hours 
later and you ride through Tryda, mostly 
deserted at this hour as the villagers are all 
busying themselves in the fields or indoors. 
Only the children playing in the streets 
stop to gawk and point as you gallop past 
them. (During your journey, you must eat a 
Meal or lose 3 endurance points.)
   It is mid-afternoon when you sight 
Famdor in the distance. Carts and wagons 
are heading into and out of the town, 
carrying tree trunks for the sawmills, as 
well as miscellaneous other wooden and 
metal merchandise. The town has grown 
fat on trade and industry, it seems. When 
last you visited Famdor, not two years 
since, there were many derelict houses and 
starving children begging in the streets; 
it seems as though there has been some 
sort of economic turnaround, for which 
you are pleased. There is no curtain wall 
protecting the town from attack, but the 
wide, open plains surrounding Famdor 
afford a clear view of any army or mob that 
may approach.
   You ride past a few scattered farm 
buildings on the town’s outskirts and 
enter the town proper. Despite the wide 
roadway, you are constantly jostled by the 
full wagons heading into the town and the 
half-full ones heading back out towards 
Tryda. You are confused as to why so much 
produce is being returned while other, 
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full wagons seem to be bringing identical 
materials into Famdor. The wagoneers are 
a surly breed, haughty and condescending, 
and they rarely call a greeting to you, save 
to complain that you are holding up their 
progress. Eventually, the road splits into 
two main routes. A large pile of logs has 
been unceremoniously dumped at the 
junction, obstructing traffic and adding to 
the hold-ups.


If you wish to follow the wagons along 
Vanamor Way, turn to 105.
If you would prefer to ride along the 
quieter Novanya Lane, turn to 129.


91
The concussive boom that accompanies 
the shot spits black smoke and soot back 
into your eyes—surely an oversight on 
the part of the Bor weaponsmiths who 
built it! The lead projectiles are propelled 
through the air at some speed, passing over 
the cowering Vazhag who has dropped 
to the floor, whining like a frightened cur, 
to batter against the robed Cener Druid. 
You have caught him cold and he is hit 
by the full force of all six of the lead balls, 
including one that strikes him through 
his eye. Screaming in agony, the vile 
herbmaster collapses to the floor, his hands 
covering his face as blood pours out from 
between his chubby fingers. It is as an act 
of mercy that you stand, draw your sword, 
and run him through. On seeing that his 
master is dead, the Vazhag turns tail and 
runs out into the night, chittering and 
calling in the Cenerese language.
   You turn your attention to the still, 
blubbery form of the Cener. His pale flesh 
is covered in a sheen of oily sweat, which 
seems to ooze from every pore of his skin. 
You find a scroll in his pocket, which you 
unfurl. Part of it is written in a language 
you do not recognise, but at the bottom 
is a message in the common tongue of 
Palmyrion. It fills you with dread. (Record 
the ‘Cener Scroll’ on your Action Chart as a 
Backpack Item. You may read it at any time 
by turning to 179, but remember to note 
down your current section number as you 
will not be told where to turn back to.)
   You turn to Chevail and tell him to follow 
you. You lead him through the house and 
out through the rear tradesman’s entrance. 
Behind the manor is an expanse of 
cultivated gardens surrounded on all sides 
by a tall hedgerow. You ask Chevail where 
he can hide out for a few days and he 
mentions that there is a small house that he 
rents to crofters just beyond the hedge. It 
is currently deserted, the previous tenants 
having moved into the town of Famdor to 
join the Guild there.
   Keeping as low to the ground as possible, 
though making allowance for Chevail’s 
age, you scurry through the gardens to 
the hedge. Eventually, after much cursing, 
you manage to locate the small, overgrown 
gateway that leads out toward the croft. 
You go through first to see if anything 
untoward awaits you beyond, but all is 


silent. With the death of their master, it 
would appear that the Vazhag have fled. 
Quickly locating the small dwelling, you 
wait until Chevail is safely ensconced there 
before heading off into the night in the 
direction of the Cursed Plain, knowing that 
you cannot afford to linger. After several 
hours you have travelled maybe ten miles 
and exhaustion is creeping up on you.


If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


92
With one final blow you bring an end 
to the Cener’s miserable existence. On 
sensing that their master is dead, the 
Vazhag around the manor turn tail and run 
out into the night, chittering and calling 
in the Cenerese language. You turn your 
attention to the still, blubbery form of the 
Cener. His pale flesh is covered in a sheen 
of oily sweat, which seems to ooze from 
every pore of his skin. You find a scroll in 
his pocket, which you unfurl. Part of it is 
written in a language you do not recognise, 
but at the bottom is a message in the 
common tongue of Palmyrion. It fills you 
with dread. (Record the ‘Cener Scroll’ on 
your Action Chart as a Backpack Item. You 
may read it at any time by turning to 179, 
but remember to note down your current 
section number as you will not be told 
where to turn back to.)
   Eventually, after much cursing, you 
manage to locate the small, overgrown 
gateway that leads out toward the croft. 
Quickly locating the small dwelling, you 
wait until Chevail is safely ensconced there 
before heading off into the night in the 
direction of the Cursed Plain, knowing that 
you cannot afford to linger. After several 
hours you have travelled maybe ten miles 
and exhaustion is creeping up on you.


If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


93
Beyond the ford, you make excellent time 
across the grassy Nahsor Plain and by late 
afternoon you meet the road from Scade 
to Yasaul, just where it forks southwards 
toward Semel Vader. By now you are 
feeling much more relaxed, though the 
urgency of your message precludes your 
letting down your guard. As your men are 
smiling to each other and chatting about 
the recent tourney at the Chateau Coryene, 
you scan the horizon, looking for evidence 
of enemy troops, though you see none. 
Turning on to the road, you head east for a 
dozen or so miles before turning off along 
a small but well-maintained track to the 
south that leads to the Vaderish Monastery.


Turn to 75.


94
The doorway is the only direct route into 
the manor house and it is probably the 
most defensible position. You whisper to 
Chevail that you intend to stay here and 
he readily agrees with your assessment. 
Taking a deep breath, you prepare for the 
assault that will soon come.


If you possess Marksmanship, turn to 
81.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 110.


95
You hear a gleeful cackle from behind you, 
alerting you to danger. Spinning around, 
you can make out the grotesque, blubbery 
form of the Cener Druid by the pale light 
from the moon. He is perhaps twenty or 
thirty yards away: far enough for him to 
alert him Vazhag followers before you can 
reach him. However, instead he spreads 
his arms out wide and begins to chant in 
the foul language of the Cener Druids. 
You have no idea what vile sorcery he is 
attempting to bring to bear upon you, but 
you have no doubt that he intends pain 
and suffering for you and your companion. 
You must act immediately!


If you possess Marksmanship and a 
Throwing Dagger, turn to 74.
If you do not possess both this Special 
Skill and this Weapon, turn to 77.


96
The noise of your fight has been heard 
across the camp and a dozen Drakkarim, 
Hammerlanders and even one or two 
Giaks have ducked from their tents to see 
what is going on. Before money can change 
hands as they place wagers on the outcome 
of the fight, a muscular human sporting 
a black eye patch barrels through the 
onlookers and bellows at you both to stop 
fighting. The Hammerlander immediately 
draws back from you, obviously chagrined, 
attempting to look inconspicuous—a 
ridiculous gesture, considering his height.
   “What is going on here?” snarls the 
one-eyed man. Up close, you note that 
the patch on his eye is fashioned into the 
shape of an evil-looking face, replete with 
glowing red eyes. The Drakkar confidently 
accuses you of being a spy from the 
Palmyrion army. One-eye turns in your 
direction and asks who you are. Suddenly 
fearful, you opt for the most likely story 
and ‘admit’ that you are a deserter from 
the Palmyrion army. You weave a plausible 
tale that you were caught stealing rations 
and were sentenced to be flogged, but you 
managed to escape and happened upon 
this camp purely by chance. When asked 
where you were stationed, you tell him 
that you were stationed in Castle Grale, 
an outlying fortification to the north of the 
capital city of Vanamor. One-eye regards 
you in silence for several seconds when 
the mouth of his eye-patch’s face begins to 
move.
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   “Bring him to me,” it hisses in a thin, 
reedy voice. “We shall see whether he 
knows anything that can be of use to us.”
   The Drakkar grabs your arm and roughly 
drags you into the camp. You are so 
unnerved that you make no protest other 
than to call for your horse to be brought 
with you. The Hammerlander grabs hold 
of the reins and walks it into the camp 
behind you as though he were your 
servant. The massed soldiers stare at you in 
undisguised interest as they part ranks to 
let you through. One-eye snarls at them to 
return to their duties and there is a flurry 
of activity as the men try to get out from 
under One-eye’s baleful gaze. 
   You are dragged past the scattered tents 
and into the wide space surrounding the 
main campfire. Several soldiers sit facing 
the fire, swapping war stories as they sip a 
foul-looking brew from pewter tankards. 
They barely notice you as you are led 
past them. You glance back to see your 
Hammerlander escort tying your horse to 
a hitching post before the Drakkar throws 
open the tent flap and pulls you inside.


Turn to 36.


97
Hoping to throw the Vazhag off the scent, 
you motion to Chevail to follow you as you 
rush along the entrance hall and up the 
wooden stairs that lead to the upper floor. 
At the top of the stairs is a hallway that 
leads off to your left and right, heading to 
the bedrooms in each wing. Chevail races 
past you, surprisingly energetic for his 
age, and throws open a small doorway. 
He beckons you inside and your nose is 
assailed by the sweet scents of rose and 
lavender. Several jars of potpourri stand on 
small shelves between blankets and sheets 
that are strewn with rose petals. The linen 
closet of Chevail’s house is more fragrant 
than anywhere you have visited in the 
past five days and you revel in the calming 
odours. Chevail pulls the closet door shut, 
plunging you both into darkness.
   You each struggle to contain your 
breathing after your flight, but soon 
enough the only sound you can hear is that 
of your blood rushing in your ears. From 
beyond the door you can hear the sounds 
of rubbery feet flapping along the carpeted 
hallway and the hissing, sibilant sounds 
of Vazhag as they traipse along the hall 
in search of their prey. Their voices grow 
fainter as they travel into the east wing and 
then grow in intensity once more as they 
return. They stop directly outside the closet 
and seem to be chattering to each other 
excitedly.


If you possess Dark Languages, turn 
to 79.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 34.


98
You feel uneasy about this strange shrine 
being here in the middle of Palmyrion and 
all the more so since it would seem that 
the troops of the enemy camp to the north 
seem to be making regular visits here. The 
more you think of it, the more incensed 
you become and you feel that something 
must be done, a message must be sent out 
to these agents of Darkness.


If you possess a Tinderbox and a Flask 
of Oil, and you wish to set light to the 
pavilion, turn to 64.
If you do not possess both of these 
items, or if you do not wish to use 
them in this way, turn to 82.


99
You are becoming antsy over the scroll in 
your possession and the diabolical plans 
written thereupon. You would not have 
countenanced an attack upon the Vaderish 
Monastery even before you met these men; 
having partaken of their hospitality, you 
are doubly certain that you will not allow 
them to come to any harm. Your hunger 
having been sated, you lean forward and 
whisper conspiratorially to Rasbarin that 
you are the bringer of bad news and that 
you wish to speak with him in private. 
He waves you off, imagining that you 
are exaggerating or playing a game with 
him. After some cajoling on your part, he 
asks you point blank what this news is. 
It is clear that he is becoming annoyed at 
you. Sighing, you draw the scroll forth 
from your pocket and hand it to him. His 
expression turns grave as he begins to read 
it. Eventually he places it down on the 
table and rubs his eyes in exasperation.
   “Silly old fool!” he snaps, though you 
perceive he is speaking to himself. He 
goes on to tell you that other travellers 
have mentioned seeing the odd Giak or 
Cener Druid on their journeys, but he had 
dismissed it as mere fancy. “Now that 
Prince Lutha has usurped the throne of 
Eldenora, nothing in Palmyrion is safe. It 
must be his design to allow such troops to 
pass the border into our peaceful country. 
I am sure he is looking for Lone Wolf, so 
maybe he is hoping to flush him out with 
attacks such as this one.”
   Your heart goes out to the aged monk. 
This is his home and you cannot imagine 
what the monks will do against the attack. 


You place your sword on the table in front 
of him, offering to take charge of defending 
the monastery. Rasbarin’s response is to 
chuckle at your rashness.
   “I thank you for your offer, good 
retainer,” he says, “but ere I devoted 
myself to the Goddess I was a high ranking 
officer in the army. I have fought many 
wars and I know how to defend my 
home.”
   You are surprised that such a meek-
looking man has such a chequered past 
and you tell him so. He smiles wanly and 
tells you that after many campaigns he had 
so much blood on his hands that he wished 
to do something to help others live rather 
than to constantly fight and kill. He turned 
his back on his life, his wealth, his position, 
and took the vow of poverty required 
to join the Vaderish order. He says he is 
happy here in the monastery; all is peaceful 
and calm, and he has time to devote to 
his Goddess. Despite all that, he has not 
forgotten his training and if the Drakkarim 
and Ceners believe that the monastery will 
be a soft target, they have a harsh lesson to 
learn.
   “But,” you point out, “the Ceners have 
their evil magic to call upon. How can you 
hope to stand against them?”
   “This is not Ruel,” he tells you quietly. 
“They will find that they are a long way 
from home. They are not the only ones able 
to call upon supernatural powers.” You tell 
him that you will be happy to fight beside 
him, but he blindsides you once more, 
telling you that you are needed elsewhere. 
“The message at the bottom in Giak speaks 
of a high-ranking spy operating out of 
Famdor, though they write it as ‘Thandor’ 
as there are no runes for F or M in their 
language. We would be remiss if we were 
to win the battle but lose the war due to 
our negligence. I need you—the country of 
Palmyrion needs you—to oust this traitor 
from his comfortable position. Flush him 
out like a rat and then deal with him in 
the best way you know how. Make sure he 
cannot pass any further information to our 
enemies.” He pointedly glances at your 
sword, still lying on the table between you. 
His expression lightens. “The Baroness will 
be safe here and your guards will provide 
much help in barricading the gates and 
manning the walls. We have two more 
days, good Dorst: plenty of time to prepare 
for battle now that you have forewarned 
us.”
   You argue for some minutes about not 
leaving the Baroness here where the enemy 
will attack, but eventually you are forced 
to agree that she will be safer behind the 
walls of the monastery than travelling with 
you to Famdor. You do not look forward to 
informing her of these new arrangements 
come the morn. Eventually, you begin to 
nod and Rasbarin stands and guides you to 
the cell where you will sleep.


Turn to 50.


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure
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You turn your horse about and, without 
so much as a glance behind, spur him 
onward into the gloom. Your eyes soon 
re-accustom themselves to the darkness 
and you head off to the northeast before 
halting your horse and then walking him 
a mile southwards, covering the tracks as 
best as you can. After a short journey along 
a stony streambed, you remount and head 
for the ridge at a gallop, rounding it and 
turning east once more.
   Eventually, after some time spent 
scouring the forest’s eaves, you sight your 
men deployed in a protective formation 
around the Baroness. You dismount and 
walk your horse toward them, showing 
them that you are friend rather than foe, 
and as they recognise you, they let out 
sighs of relief. You quickly pitch camp 
and get ready to sleep, but your thoughts 
turn once more to the Vellum Scroll and its 
contents. By the light of a small candle you 
borrow from one of the guards, you unfurl 
and read the scroll, your brow furrowing 
and your anxiety growing as you do so.
   (To read the scroll, turn to 125, but make 
a note of this section as you will need to 
return here afterwards. You may read it as 
many times as you wish.)
   It has been a long and arduous day, and 
the threat outlined on the scroll is giving 
you grave doubts about your ability to 
reach the Vaderish Monastery in time 
to warn them. Before setting down to 
sleep, you must now eat a Meal or lose 3 
endurance points.
   Dawn breaks all too soon and you force 
yourself from your sleep. The Baroness is, 
for once, up and about before you, looking 
fresh and well rested. She approaches and, 
smiling impishly, hands you a mug of 
cold water she has collected from a nearby 
stream. Hopefully she remembered to 
collect the water upstream of the horses. 
Without taking time to break fast, you are 
soon all mounted, eager to put as much 
distance between yourselves and the 
enemy encampment as possible. Once you 
are safely ensconced within the walls of the 
Vaderish Monastery, you intend to alert the 
authorities to these servants of Naar.
   Less than an hour’s ride to the south, you 
come upon a circular black tent lying in a 
small vale, seemingly abandoned. There 
are many tracks of horses and men leading 
to and from the entrance, where a wooden 
hitching post has been pitched. The eerie 
silence lends an air of otherworldliness to 
the still tableau.


If you wish to approach and enter the 
tent, turn to 27.
If you wish to give the tent a wide 
berth and continue southwards, turn 
to 73.
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Without warning, the tunnel narrows to 
some sort of doorway and you blithely 
race through it from the sounds behind. 
Excruciating pain explodes across your 
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legs, your chest and your face. It feels as 
though you have been viciously lashed 
with a flail and you drop to the floor, your 
hands clenched and your eyes screwed 
shut as you do everything in your power 
to hold back your cry of pain. (Deduct 6 
endurance points.)
   Blood is dripping from a wound across 
your cheek, but that is the least of your 
worries. Your sides have been lacerated 
several times and one of the cuts seems 
to have chipped a fragment of bone from 
your ribs. Your thighs have also been 
slashed mercilessly. As stoically as you are 
able, you tear strips off your undershirt 
and bind up the worst of your wounds, 
though you cannot prevent tears from 
leaking from your eyes from the agonising 
pain.
   When you are once again able to 
continue, you lightly feel around behind 
you for the portal. By touch you are able 
to discern that sharp spines of metal jut 
out from the stone surround, apparently 
the remnants of a metal grating that once 
prevented access to the tunnel beyond the 
archway. You wonder darkly at its crude 
removal. You head off along the tunnel, 
this time more cautiously.


Turn to 164.
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After another hour or so you are feeling 
dead on your feet and you are simply 
unable to travel any further. Collapsing 
down beside a hedgerow marking one field 
of crops from another, you fall into a deep, 
dreamless sleep. You only awake when the 
sun rises too high in the sky for you to rest 
any longer. (Restore 2 endurance points for 
your night’s rest.)
   You do not linger and are soon marching 
off across country to the southeast. The 
land here is flat and barren, and this Grey 
Peak should be visible for miles. There 
are no sights or sounds of civilization for 
the rest of the day and your imagination 
begins to play tricks on you, telling you 
that perhaps the Drakkarim and Ceners 
have won and you are the last man alive, 
on a meaningless quest. (During the course 
of the day’s travel, you must eat 2 Meals 
or lose 3 endurance points for each missed 
Meal.)


Turn to 150.
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You plunge headlong down the narrow 
steps into the depths. Almost immediately, 
the darkness is absolute and you reach out 
your hand to the brickwork of the right-
hand wall to help guide your descent. As 
you reach the bottom step, you slip and 
stumble, falling to the ground where you 
lie, trying desperately to control your 
breathing. There are faint sounds from the 
warehouse above, the scuff of leather-soled 
sandals and muffled conversation.
   You slowly climb to your feet and squint 
your eyes almost closed in a desperate 
attempt to see something, but the darkness 
is too intense. Anxious not to return to 
the empty depot above, you resolutely set 
your mind to heading deeper into these 
subterranean tunnels.


If you possess a Lantern, a Tinderbox, 
and a Flask of Oil, turn to 114.
If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
turn to 173.
If you do not possess all of these 
Backpack Items or this Special Skill, 
turn to 127.
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You attempt to dodge the arrow, but the 
intensive training with projectile weapons 
that the Dark Brotherhood put themselves 
through cannot be denied. The wickedly-
barbed arrowhead lodges deeply in your 
side, drawing a gout of scarlet blood. 
(Deduct 4 endurance points.) You howl in 
pain, yet you do not falter in your attack 
and the assassin is forced to discard his 
bow and draw his sharp thin blade to 
defend himself.


Dark Brotherhood Assassin:
combat skill 17     endurance 23


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 123.


105
As you ride along, the cries of the 
wagoneers and the rumble of their heavy 
wheeled carts slowly disappear behind 
you into the distance, leaving just the 
occasional sounds of birds calling to each 
other. The renovated houses you passed 
as you entered the town are quickly 
replaced by the dilapidated ruins you recall 
vividly from your last visit to Famdor. 
Piles of refuse are dumped in the gutters 
and you are forced to guide your mount 
around some piles of rubble that encroach 







qFighting Fantazine   55


upon the roadway, debris from collapsed 
dwellings. As you pass, grimy faces appear 
at windows, but quickly duck away as you 
turn toward them—slum dwellers do not 
wish to draw attention to themselves.
   Further along the road there is a wide 
area of cleared wasteland to the left. The 
charred and weed-choked remains of a 
once-stately home poke out between the 
grass and brambles like the bones of a 
long-dead mastodon. As you canter past, 
you hear raised voices coming from behind 
some of the brambles. You dismount 
and walk over the uneven, rock-strewn 
ground to get a better idea of what is 
happening. You peer through the brambles 
to see a tall man in leather armour and 
a round steel helm swinging his sword 
aggressively at a youth, a boy of no more 
than twelve summers. The youth is angrily 
vituperating the man for his inhumanity, 
while the target of his ire is bellowing back 
that the law is the law, and even urchins 
and ragamuffins should be punished with 
its full force. As you listen to their back-
and-forth, it becomes clear that the youth 
has been caught committing the crime 
of begging and the man, a guard in the 
militia, is determined to bring him to the 
gaol so that he may be locked up in a cell. 
As you look on, the guard finally loses his 
patience and lands a heavy blow to the 
youth, knocking him from his feet.
   “Yield and come with me to face your 
punishment, or I will make sure there is 
one less urchin ruining the streets of this 
town!” he snarls.


If you wish to intervene in this unfair 
fight, turn to 122.
If you prefer to remount and ride on, 
turn to 167.
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The gnarled, claw-like hands come to 
rest on your head, each palm pressing 
uncomfortably against your temples. Once 
more he begins to chant and your vision 
becomes hazy. Your ears are filled with 
the frightful sounds of the magical fires 
that blaze around the cavern, rushing and 
spitting with great intensity. You can taste 
the metallic tang of your own blood in 
your mouth. All your confused senses are 
crashing against you like the waves of the 
tempestuous ocean, roiling and battering 
against you with overwhelming force. You 
try to fight it, but you are unable and you 
feel yourself being dragged under, your 
thoughts and feelings becoming blank with 


a suddenness that leaves you gasping for 
breath.
   You are no longer in the Temple 
of Zantaz. Looking around, you see 
narrow grey corridors leading off from 
a central windowless chamber. The 
walls are adorned with hanging scrolls 
and banners, the symbols of which you 
vaguely recognise. You attempt to move 
forward, yet rather than take a step, you 
feel yourself glide through the air. Looking 
down at yourself for the first time, you 
realise that you are vague and transparent. 
A tickling thought in the very recesses of 
your mind informs you that you are not 
really here, that this is a vision induced by 
the Cener High Priest.
   You float along the strangely familiar 
corridors as though looking for something 
lost that you can no longer remember. 
After a while—it could have been minutes 
or days; time has little meaning to a ghost 
such as yourself—one of the corridors 
ends in a thick wooden door embedded 
with metal studs. Somehow you know 
that this is what you were seeking and 
your incorporeal body passes through 
the barrier as though it did not exist. Yet 
nothing could prepare you for what you 
see on the other side.
   The tall man from your dreams is 
standing in front of the six seated 
Drakkarim, though you are unable to focus 
your attention on them, for their forms 
twist as though formed from smoke. You 
can understand clearly each and every 
word the tall man is saying. He welcomes 
the six recruits to Nadgazad, telling them 
that they have all been hand-picked for 
a mission of great importance, the like of 
which has never been attempted before. As 
he speaks, you think you can put a name 
to this man: General Zorin. Nadgazad 
is a Darklord city on the very borders of 
the Darklands, far to the north. Since the 
demise of the Darklords, the inhabitants 
have fallen to civil war as various factions 
attempt to gain control of the city. The hope 
among the Freeland nations is that they 
will simply wipe themselves out. But here 
the city is in its full grey splendour; this is 
something that happened before Lone Wolf 
destroyed the Darklords.
   The scene shifts and you are given 
glimpses of Zorin and his pupils as though 
they were often ensconced in this room. 
The words are difficult to make out and 
you wait impatiently for the vision to 
calm down once more. When it does, you 
recognise the scene from your most recent 
dream.
   “The one chosen will travel under cover 
of night to Palmyrion,” he intones in a 
voice barely above a whisper. “There 
he will meet with a Cener Druid who is 
hiding on the Cursed Plain at Grey Peak. 
There is an altar to Zantaz there.”
   The hidden, smoky features of the 
recruits suddenly become clear once more 


and you focus on the Drakkar at the central 
desk in the front row. His scarred, brutish 
face seems familiar to you, as though you 
have seen it before many times, but you 
cannot quite place it. With a disorienting 
lurch, the vision shifts again, showing 
you brief snippets: the Drakkar travelling 
under cover of night; digging something 
up beside an ugly, spreading toa tree; 
eventually reaching the Temple of Zantaz 
here beneath Grey Peak. Once again time 
slows, and you witness the young Drakkar 
talking with the same Cener High Priest as 
you stand before now—time has not been 
kind to him, but his twisted features and 
evil beady eyes are unmistakeable.
   “This is your mission,” he hisses with an 
unctuous, sibilant hiss, “to pass through 
these so-called Freelands undetected, 
discovering the weaknesses of their lands 
and peoples. Infiltrate. Insinuate yourself 
with them. Learn all you can about these 
filthy Ishir-worshippers. What knowledge 
you can impart to us will help us to 
overthrow them.”


   “But how can I pass undetected?” asks 
the Drakkar quite reasonably. “I cannot 
hide my heritage and my face betrays what 
people I am descended from.”
   “True,” remarks the Cener, his lips 
twisted into a condescending sneer. “And 
that is why you must be changed.” He 
speaks on in some arcane language and the 
Drakkar screams in agony, as if he were 
burning alive from the inside out. You can 
see the exposed skin on his face and hands 
begin to bubble and melt, reforming into 
different features, and you are sure that 
the same agonising change is happening 
all over his body. Eventually, gasping 
for breath, he collapses to his knees, his 
face hidden from you. The Cener speaks 
again, clearly revelling in the pain he has 
inflicted.
   “Of course, we need you to await orders 
and not do anything rash. So we have 
decided that the best way of doing this 
would be to block all of your Drakkarim 
memories until such time as we are ready 
to awaken you for a full report.” Once 


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure
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again he speaks tongue-twisting words 
and the Drakkar screams anew, needles 
of white-hot pain stabbing viciously into 
his mind. He is unable to endure the pain 
and collapses into unconsciousness, falling 
backwards, revealing his magically-altered 
face to you for the first time. It is your own 
face.
   You are assailed by dread, terror, 
anguish and a hundred other painful, 
hateful emotions. Everything you have 
ever known is a lie. You were bred to be a 
butcher, a murderer, a mindless killer for 
the Darklords. Your very existence was to 
bring death, destruction, pain and misery 
to all who oppose the evil God Naar. 
You are just a puppet. There is no Dorst. 
For you are Dorst; but you are not Dorst. 
All that you have done, every memory 
that you have of the good deeds you 
performed, each recollection of your caring 
for the Baroness almost as a surrogate 
daughter—it was all a lie. For you are 
really nothing more than a savage, an 
agent of the Drakkarim in cahoots with the 
Ceners, people you have come to hate and 
despise during your sojourn in Palmyrion.
   You barely notice as four acolytes bear 
your body away from the temple at the 
High Priest’s behest. He tells them that you 
will regain consciousness within a day, and 
to dump you somewhere on the Cursed 
Plain. As the vision begins to fade, you 
hear his chilling voice one more time.
   “Zorin places the utmost trust in this 
one,” he spits. “As a fighter and as a 
spy he will be perfect for our plans to 
overthrow these kingdoms. The Drakkarim 
and the Ceners will carve up the face of 
Magnamund between us and not even the 
Darklords will be able to prevent us!”


Turn to 132.
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Without stopping to think, you stoop to 
the ground and grab the Drakkar’s sword 
in your hand. Spinning gracefully around 
on the ball of your left foot, you launch the 
sword through the air at the Ceners. They 
sense your projectile and duck to avoid 
being skewered; but that only opens up 
the way for the sword to fly into the circlet 
atop the Drakkar’s head. The chamber is 
suddenly awash with a flickering blue light 
and the air is filled with a loud crackling 
sound. Blue sparks leap from the circlet to 
strike at the Ceners, who jerk around as if 
struck by lightning. With a final crack! they 
drop to the ground, motionless.
   Warily you walk toward the bodies, but 
you soon see that you have no reason to 
worry. The two Ceners have been badly 
burned by the strange blue fire, leaving 


their features barely recognisable. The 
Drakkar, too, has suffered a huge amount 
of burns and he has sagged limply to the 
floor, the remains of the destroyed circlet 
dangling from his charred scalp. Stooping, 
you see a small steel cog lying at the feet 
of the Ceners and you feel compelled to 
pocket it. (Record the ‘Steel Cog’ on your 
Action Chart as a Special Item.)
   With trembling fingers, you search the 
bodies of the Ceners, but you find nothing 
of value in their robes. You are distracted 
by a noise from the far end of the chamber 
and you turn to see two more Cener Druids 
enter from the far side, followed by several 
newly-awoken Drakkarim warriors. They 
have heard the screams of their kinsmen’s 
demise and have come to avenge them! 
You briefly wonder how many secret 
chambers there are hidden beneath Famdor 
and that lone thought fills you with a 
creeping dread.
   The Drakkarim quickly move along the 
chamber toward you and your heart quails 
in fear. Overcome with terror, you turn 
tail and flee back into the dark tunnel as 
quickly as you feel able. The sounds of 
pursuit echo along the brick walls from 
behind you and you curse yourself for 
having come to Famdor. Your only hope is 
that there will be no robed men waiting for 
you in the warehouse.
   You skilfully avoid being lacerated by 
the twisted metal remains of the grating 
and as you are clambering up the steep 
steps, you hear cries of pain from behind 
you—at least one Drakkar has fallen foul 
of the sharp metal spikes. Forcing your 
mind back onto the task at hand, you draw 
your sword and leap out of the shaft into 
the warehouse, but it is deserted. No one is 
waiting for you here. Anxious to be away 
from the Drakkarim coming up from the 
cellars, you race over to the door and push 
it open, throwing yourself out onto the 
street beyond.


Turn to 183.
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The assassin eventually falls under a 
concerted onslaught of blows. You wait 
patiently for him to rise, your sword at the 
ready, but it soon becomes apparent that 
this is no ruse: he is dead, and whatever 
secret messages he received have been 


taken with him to the grave. You feel 
exhausted and elated all at once, proud to 
have blotted a malignant blight from the 
surface of Magnamund. Of course you do 
not get too carried away, knowing that he 
is but one of the Dark Brotherhood’s stable 
of killers-for-hire. You quickly check for 
any possessions, but all he was carrying 
was a Lantern (Backpack Item). These 
assassins certainly believe in travelling 
light!
   Although pleased to have defeated this 
hired killer in a fair fight, you are greatly 
disturbed by the implications of the 
message he received. How do they know 
who you are? Why are they after you 
personally? The implications are chilling. 
If the Cener Druids think that you will 
attempt to disrupt their ceremony, how can 
you possibly succeed? And anyway, you 
only intercepted the message tonight...
   You are beginning to smell a rat. Perhaps 
you were supposed to find this scroll—but 
why? How did they know that you would 
be the one to find it? And what truly 
awaits you at Grey Peak? You grit your 
teeth angrily. It doesn’t matter what awaits 
you; what matters is that you prevent 
this unholy ceremony and protect your 
homeland and the Coryene family.
   As you are about to leave his corpse to rot 
and decay unburied—as is the customary 
way for killers to be treated in Palmyrion—
your hand alights on something cold and 
hard lying beside the body. Picking it 
up, you squint in the moonlight, trying 
to make out what you have found. It is a 
circular band made of a black material that 
is cool but not cold to the touch. You think 
it is probably a dark wood of some kind. It 
bears no ornamentation or inset jewels; it is 
merely a simple, plain ring. Nevertheless, 
you decide to pocket it before you leave, 
eager to put distance between yourself and 
the body. (Record the ‘Ebony Ring’ on your 
Action Chart as a Special Item.)


Turn to 102.
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Taking a deep breath, you gather your 
resolve, pitting your mind against the 
Cener High Priest. He falters in his chant, 
but then renews his words with a fresh 
vigour, matching the power of his wicked 
sorcery against your steadfast resistance 
of returning to a barbarous Drakkar. If 
you have any healing potions with you, 
now might be a good time to drink them 







qFighting Fantazine   57


to bolster your body while your mind is 
focussed on fending off the overwhelming 
power of the Cener’s magic.
   Now you must pick a number from 
the Random Number Table and modify it 
according to the following criteria:
   For each of the following Special Items 
that you possess, deduct 1 from the score: 
Black Metal Brooch, Jade Frog.
   For each of the following Special Items 
that you possess, add 1 to the score: Ebony 
Ring, Ivory Button.
   If you possess a Steel Cog, add a further 2 
to your score; if you possess an Amber Eye 
or a Small Amethyst, you must deduct 2.
   You may also spend up to 5 endurance 
points to affect your total, representing 
your willpower and determination. For 
each endurance point that you sacrifice, 
you may increase your total by 1.


If your total is now 6 or less, turn to 
128.
If it is 7 or more, turn to 154.
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As you prepare to defend the doorway 
against intruders, Chevail grabs his Bor 
musket from the floor and begins the 
laborious process of preparing it for use. 
From his pocket he draws forth about a 
dozen balls, each about a quarter of an 
inch in diameter, and a small powder 
flask carved from the ivory tusk of a 
walrus. Wasting no time, he liberally pours 
the black powder into the six separate 
barrels, drops the lead balls in and uses 
the ramrod (held in the central seventh 
barrel) to firmly ram them down into the 
breeches. He stands and aims at the half-
open door, his finger resting on the trigger 
mechanism, ready to bring the flintlock to 
bear as soon as an enemy enters his line of 
sight.
   Without warning, the door swings 
fully open and a Vazhag charges into the 
hallway at you, followed more sedately 
by the robed figure of a Cener Druid, his 
face covered by warts and scabs. Chevail 
pulls the trigger and lets them have it. 
The Vazhag throws itself down to the 
floor in terror at the concussive boom, 
leaving the Cener exposed. Unfortunately, 
Chevail delayed a split second too long 
before firing and the Cener has time to 
dodge the worst of the projectiles, though 
one catches his paunchy belly, gouging 
a painful, bloody furrow along his side 
from which black blood begins to ooze. 
He is so enraged that he does not think to 
resort to sorcery, but draws his sickle from 
his belt and charges at you, howling like a 
madman.


Cener Druid (lightly wounded):
combat skill 15     endurance 11


If you manage to defeat this vile 
herbmaster, turn to 151.
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Your training kicks in and from your 
extensive knowledge of the animals and 
creatures of Magnamund you recall that 
Akataz are deathly afraid of fire.


If you posses a Lantern and a Flask of 
Oil, turn to 126.
If you do not possess both these 
Backpack Items, turn to 182.
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The battle against the traitor Vorn was 
terrible and bloody, but you have emerged 
victorious. Even in death his lips are 
twisted into an arrogant sneer and you feel 
some deep-seated dread at approaching 
his corpse. Kaldor has no such qualms and 
with one swift final swing of his sword 
he severs Vorn’s head from his shoulders. 
The eyes of the dismembered cranium flick 
open and eyes as black as pitch regard you 
hatefully for two, maybe three heartbeats 
before the eyes sag closed and death truly 
claims this evil Cener acolyte.
   “I only wish I could have infiltrated this 
fake Guild sooner,” opines Kaldor. “Many 
innocent lives have been lost this night.” 
You agree, though you go on to remind 
him that many more were saved and he 
nods tiredly. Picking up the head by its 
lank, greasy hair, Kaldor turns and leaves, 
heading for the stairwell. You follow in 
his wake and trail him back down to the 
huge chamber on the lowest storey, where 
a small number of Guildsmen continue to 
fight against the onslaught of commoners. 
Perhaps drawing upon his Old Kingdom 
magic, Kaldor’s voice booms out, 
reverberating around the chamber at an 
unnatural volume, and all those fighting 
freeze where they are, standing still and 
unmoving. All eyes turn to the Vakeros 
and he unceremoniously tosses the head 
into the centre of the room, where all can 
see it. A second word from him and the 
head bursts into tongues of white-hot 
immolating fire. Suddenly, the fight goes 
out of the Guildsmen, who drop their 
weapons and try to flee in panic. To a man 
they are caught and slaughtered.
   Rather than stay to watch the brutalising 
of the false Guildsmen, Kaldor again leads 
you back up to Vorn’s quarters. He tells 
you to search the bookshelves while he 
looks through the pockets of the corpse, 
intent on finding names of contacts who 
have helped to sell out the town of Kaldor 
to the Ceners and Drakkarim. You quickly 
turn up a strange scroll of vellum upon 


which a message is written in a language 
that you do not understand. Beneath this 
is a message in the language of Palmyrion. 
Kaldor comes over to you, handing you a 
small ivory button that he has found in the 
Cener’s pockets, which you accept without 
question. On catching sight of your find, 
he snatches it from your hands and reads 
through the scroll quickly. He tells you 
that the lower message is a translation of 
the Giak message written at the top of the 
scroll. Taking it back from him, you read 
it with interest and no little fear. (Record 
‘Vorm’s Scroll’ on your Action Chart as a 
Backpack Item. You may read it at any time 
by turning to 179, but remember to note 
down your current section number as you 
will not be told where to turn back to. Also 
add the ‘Ivory Button’ to your Action Chart 
as a Special Item.)
   “You must leave now,” Kaldor advises. 
“I have to follow up on some leads here to 
make sure none of the Cener sympathisers 
escape justice. You must stop this ritual 
from taking place at the Temple of Zantaz.”
   You agree with him and quickly descend 
once more, exiting the Guild House and 
heading in the direction of the inn. When 
you reach the plaza, you are shocked to 
find The Guildsman’s Respite in flames; 
it seems that the people of Famdor wish 
to erase all links to the defunct Guild as 
quickly as possible. Unfortunately, in so 
doing they have set loose all of the horses 
and you are unable to find your mount—or 
any other horse, for that matter. Cursing, 
you decide you cannot linger here; your 
journey to the Cursed Plain will just have 
to be made on foot.
   It is past midnight and you have 
travelled a few miles from Famdor before 
exhaustion takes its toll on you. You settle 
down beneath a hedgerow bordering 
the narrow farm track you are following 
and manage to snatch a few hours of 
sleep before the sun rises too high in the 
sky for you to rest any longer. (Restore 2 
endurance points for your night’s rest.)
   You do not linger and are soon marching 
off across country to the southeast. The 
land here is flat and barren, and this Grey 
Peak should be visible for miles. There 
are no sights or sounds of civilization for 
the rest of the day and your imagination 
begins to play tricks on you, telling you 
that perhaps the Drakkarim and Ceners 
have won and you are the last man alive, 
on a meaningless quest. (During the course 
of the day’s travel, you must eat 2 Meals 
or lose 3 endurance points for each missed 
Meal.)


Turn to 150.


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure
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113
Feeling somewhat foolish, you stand with 
your back to the trunk of the gnarled trunk 
and pace forward, counting off each step 
until you reach the number specified in 
your dream. There is nothing in sight, just 
arid, scrubby grass all around, dotted with 
clumps of thistles. You are disappointed, 
but not too surprised: who knows what 
dreams are made of, after all? You turn 
back to the tree and notice a white stone 
beneath your feet, mostly covered by 
encroaching grass. Intrigued, you begin 
to push back the verdure and uncover an 
unnaturally square stone, clearly shaped 
by human hands. Throwing your Backpack 
to the side, you attempt to pull the stone 
up with your fingers, but it is too deeply 
entrenched in the hard soil. You push the 
blade of your sword down into the soil 
beside the stone and try to lever it up from 
its resting place. It is surprisingly hard 
work and beads of sweat are trickling 
down your brow and your back as you put 
all your power behind it.
   With a suddenness that sends you 
tumbling to the ground, the stone 
shifts. Fortunately, you do not land too 
awkwardly and it is only your pride that 
is bruised. Returning to the small white 
slab, you are amazed to find that it is the 
lid of a stone casket buried in the earth. On 
closer inspection it is clear that the hinges 
are badly corroded; this box was buried 
here many years ago. The ‘treasure’ you 
heard of in your dream is in the form of 
two stoppered vials, caked in grime and 
dust. Using the hem of your undershirt, 
you wipe off some of the grime, but there 
is no indication as to what the contents 
may be. It is only when you unstopper the 
vials and sniff the contents that you realise 
what treasure you have discovered. Each of 
the vials contains concentrated Laumspur 
extract, a healing plant with red leaves 
that grows across Magnamund. Only the 
most skilled of herbalists can concentrate 
Laumspur to increase its healing powers. 
Even after all these years of sitting 
abandoned in the box, they still maintain 
the efficacy that they had when they were 
first concocted—treasure indeed. (Record 
each potion as ‘Concentrated Laumspur: 
+6 endurance when swallowed’ on your 
Action Chart.)
   You are about to stow them in your pack 
when you hear an otherworldly sound, a 
wailing mewl that echoes across the grassy 
plain. Turning your head, you catch sight 
of a huge cat-like creature stalking over a 
grassy knoll. It is about four feet high at the 
shoulder and moves with a graceful, even 
regal mien. It regularly sniffs at the air as 
it tries to catch the scent of its next meal. It 
is an Elix, a partially-domesticated hunting 
cat bred chiefly in Vassagonia and used to 
guard border forts where they catch and 
kill unwanted visitors. Wherever this one 
escaped from, you can see even from this 
distance that it has not eaten recently, for 
its ribs are visible against the skin of its 


flanks. You have heard of the viciousness of 
these merciless killing machines and quail 
at the thought of taking one on in hand-to-
hand combat.


If you possess Infiltration and wish to 
use it, turn to 137.
If you possess The Way of the Wild 
and wish to use it, turn to 146.
If you possess neither of these Special 
Skills, or if you do not wish to use 
them, turn to 144.


114
You creep slowly away from the stairwell, 
your touch on the brickwork of the walls 
guiding you further along, deeper into 
the earth. The stones underfoot seem 
dry, though the noxious stench is almost 
overpowering. When you are certain 


that your light will not be seen from 
the entrance shaft, you stop and fumble 
around in your Backpack for the requisite 
items. Although hampered by your 
inability to see, you have many times 
been required to fill and light a lantern in 
near-darkness. A long-forgotten memory is 
dredged up from the depths of your mind: 
a night in spring many years ago, the new 
moon giving forth almost no light. The 
Baroness was just a girl at the time and 
she had pleaded and wheedled for you to 
take her camping and so, in the darkness, 
you had both pitched a tent in the grounds 
of the chateau and you were tasked with 
lighting the lantern. It took you an age! The 
Baroness was giggling uncontrollably at 
your blundering and at each euphemism 
for a curse that you managed to say so as 
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not to set her a bad example. Eventually 
you managed to light it and the two of 
you camped out under the stars. It is a 
cherished memory and you are surprised 
that you have not thought of it in years.
   With a stuttering crackle the wick of 
the lantern catches light. You look down 
at your lantern in confusion—weren’t 
you just reminiscing about an earlier, 
happier time? And yet, it seems that 
your unconscious mind followed the 
movements you must have made all those 
years ago, pouring the oil into the lantern 
well, removing the glass screen, sparking a 
light from the tinderbox and finally using 
a piece of lit rag to light the lantern’s wick. 
You are dumbfounded at the efficiency of 
your actions and you wonder what other 
forgotten memories may be lurking in 
your mind. But now is not the time for idle 
thought. (Remember to erase the ‘Flask of 
Oil’ from your Action Chart.)
   With a source of light, you are able to 
see the narrow tunnel ahead of you. You 
quickly move ahead, eager to put distance 
between yourself and whoever is in the 
warehouse above. After a hundred feet or 
so, an archway stands in the tunnel ahead. 
It was once blocked by metal grating, 
but this has been savagely hacked away, 
leaving sharp iron spines sticking out from 
the stone surround. Had you blundered 
into this unsighted, you would have been 
in for a nasty surprise.
Gingerly passing through the archway, 
you continue following the tunnel. After a 
couple of hundred yards, you begin to hear 
noises up ahead, and you slow your pace, 
wondering if it is the robed men having 
entered from another shaft. By the light of 
your lantern you discern that the tunnel 
takes a sharp turn to the right not far ahead 
and you think that a faint glow is shining 
from around the corner. Careful to keep 
your lantern hidden, you creep up ahead 
to the bend, straining your ears.
   Peeking around, you can see a long 
narrow chamber illuminated by strange 
bowls that hang from the ceiling. 
Their contents must be some strange 
phosphorescent material, for the soft light 
provided does not flicker the way that 
flames do. Tree trunks, the sort of which 
you saw being brought to Famdor by 
the wagoneers, are standing upright at 
regular intervals all along the chamber 
as far as you can see. About thirty feet 
into the chamber are two men dressed in 
robes different to those worn by the men 
who chased you earlier. By their scarred, 
pock-marked faces and guttural tongue, 
you recognise them to be Cener Druids, the 
bane of Freeland society. They must have 
travelled here secretly from their home 
country of Ruel to the east. What they are 
doing makes you fear for your life and the 
lives of all those who live in Famdor.
   Tapping on one of the trunks, a hidden 
door slides open to reveal an armoured 
warrior, a Drakkar, replete with black 


sword. He appears to be in some sort of 
deep sleep, for one of the Cener Druids 
places a strange circlet upon his head and 
the other begins to chant in the Cener 
language. The circlet begins to glow and, 
with a pained scream, the Drakkar’s eyes 
fly open and he pushes the Ceners aside, 
lurching forward with staccato steps, 
his eyes glassy and unseeing as he flees 
toward the tunnel where you are currently 
hiding, his arms swinging around him as if 
he is fighting off unseen foes.


If you possess Infiltration, turn to 133.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 181.


115
The Drakkar is clearly moderating his 
voice so as not to be heard by anyone 
who may be listening outside the room. 
He seems pleased with the six of you. 
He then drops his voice to barely above 
a rasping whisper and you are able to 
make out several words: ‘Palmyrion’, 
‘Cener’ and ‘Cursed Plain’. He seems to be 
saying something relevant to your current 
mission. If only you could understand him!
   The Drakkar goes on to pull a battered, 
dog-eared parchment from his pocket 
and unfolds it on your desk. The other 
Drakkarim crowd round to get a better 
look. Sketched upon the parchment is a 
map. Although you cannot read the ugly 
runic letters of Giak, you recognise the 
geography and topography immediately. 
It shows southeastern Palmyrion where it 
borders the countries of Caron and Ruel. 
Two things of interest are marked upon the 
map: a roadway and a solitary mountain 
surrounded by hills. Although crudely 
drawn, you burn the image of the map into 
your mind, for you are somehow sure that 
this will help you locate Grey Peak. When 
you have all perused the map for some 
time, the tall Drakkar speaks again, saying 
something with great earnestness while 
staring directly at you, his eyes burning 
with an unnatural intensity. He is speaking 
to you, but his words are mere gibberish to 
your ears.
   Suddenly you are awake and gasping for 
breath in the dusky half-light before dawn. 
You are bathed in a cold sweat and shiver 
uncontrollably as you sit up and rub at 
your arms and legs to try to warm yourself. 
(You may restore 2 endurance points for 
your interrupted night’s sleep.)
You remove your undershirt and wring the 
sweat from it, creating a small puddle in 
the dry earth. For many miles all around 
you stretch grasslands and rolling prairie, 
but you are sure that Grey Peak lies to 
the southeast, beyond the roadway from 
Stonewatch to Castle Novanya. Perhaps 
the dream was a vision from a passing god 
or goddess who took mercy upon your 
hopeless situation. Re-donning your shirt, 
you take up your Backpack with renewed 
purpose and head off in the direction of 


Grey Peak—should your dream be proved 
correct, that is.
   The sun finally rises above the eastern 
horizon, bathing the arid plain with its 
light and heat. With this comes increased 
visual acuity and you can see the 
overgrown remains of a road heading 
parallel to your direction some way over to 
your left. Could this be the road shown on 
the map in your dream?


If you wish to follow the abandoned 
roadway, turn to 158.
If you would prefer to travel to the 
west and give it a wide berth, turn to 
186.


116
The shadow rapidly grows in size, seeming 
to take on the shape of a bestial creature 
with a long snout and muscular arms 
and legs. Although silent, its movements 
seem to show it bellowing in rage and 
anger at the two of you. Without warning, 
it launches itself directly at you and you 
throw yourself to the side as you attempt 
to avoid its chill touch.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0, 
turn to 131.
If the number you have picked is 1–4, 
turn to 197.
If the number you have picked is 5–9, 
turn to 162.


117
With Chevail’s help, the Vazhag lies dead 
at your feet, its stinking carcass a new 
addition to the manicured grounds of the 
manor house. You both stay still, straining 
every one of your senses in case you are 
about to be overwhelmed by a Vazhag 
ambush, but there is nothing around you 
but the cold and the damp; it seems the 
Cener has led his troops off chasing after 
you in another direction. You cannot help 
but breathe a sigh of relief.
   You turn your attention to the still form 
of the Vazhag. Its hairy, pox-ridden flesh 
reeks of filth and decay, and you are forced 
to cover your nose as you grab the small 
bag it was carrying and upend its contents 
onto the floor. It appears to have been 
empty, save for a scroll which you eagerly 
unfurl. Part of it is written in a language 
you do not recognise, but at the bottom 
is a message in the common tongue of 
Palmyrion. It fills you with dread. (Record 
the ‘Cener Scroll’ on your Action Chart as a 
Backpack Item. You may read it at any time 
by turning to 179, but remember to note 
down your current section number as you 
will not be told where to turn back to.)
   Eventually, after much cursing, you 
manage to locate the small, overgrown 
gateway that leads out toward the croft. 
Quickly locating the small dwelling, you 
wait until Chevail is safely ensconced there 
before heading off into the night in the 


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure
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direction of the Cursed Plain, knowing that 
you cannot afford to linger. After several 
hours you have travelled maybe ten miles 
and exhaustion is creeping up on you.


If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


118
You rip open your Backpack, grab two 
packs of rations and throw them as far as 
you can in the opposite direction to the 
one you plan to take. The Akataz sniff the 
air and let out cries of jubilation as they 
catch the scent of your food and turn and 
lope off in search of it, hidden as it is by 
the scrubby grass. Immediately you turn 
tail and flee as quickly as possible, your 
fear lending you strength and endurance. 
(Remember to deduct the 2 Meals from 
your Action Chart.)
   Eventually your tired legs begin to 
shake and you are forced to stop and rest 
before you collapse. You sit, gasping for 
breath and straining to hear any sounds 
of pursuit. There are none. It seems the 
Akataz were sated enough by your food 
and have gone off in search of easier 
prey. Fatigue almost overwhelms you 
and you fall backwards, staring up at the 
wispy clouds in the azure sky overhead. 
(Deduct 2 endurance points due to your 
exhaustion.)
   After some time, you force yourself back 
to your feet, cursing your misfortune to 
have met the Akataz, though happy to 
have thrown them off your scent with the 
rations. The thought of food causes you 
to turn your gaze out to the southeast, 
but you can see no sign of Grey Peak on 
the horizon. You wonder how many days 
it will take you to reach the edge of the 
Cursed Plain where this altar supposedly 
lies—and what will be waiting there for 
you when you arrive. You open your 
Backpack and take stock of your food 
supplies.


If you possess The Way of the Wild 
and wish to forage for food, turn to 
166.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
or if you believe you have enough food 
to reach Grey Peak, turn to 180.


119
Your cries have alerted both the watch 
and many civilians, some of whom are 
barricading their doors while others 
have grabbed weapons and are fighting 
the Drakkarim on the streets. Despite 
their reputation as savage warriors, the 
Drakkarim are not faring as well as might 
be expected and many are lying dead or 
dying in the gutters of Famdor. As you are 
dispassionately eyeing the destruction of 
the brutish Drakkarim, a hand from behind 
you taps your shoulder and you jump 
in alarm that someone should be able to 
sneak up on you so easily.


   “Calm yourself, Dorst,” says a friendly 
voice that you recognise to be Kaldor, the 
farmer from the bar in The Guildsman’s 
Respite. He steps around you and you 
are surprised to see the chainmail shirt he 
wears and the blue steel sword in his hand. 
He swings the weapon at a Drakkarim 
who has blundered too close, lopping his 
head off with contemptuous disdain. He 
turns back to you and grins. “Thank you 
for sounding the warning. You appear to 
have helped rouse most of the town. Of 
course, you are probably also responsible 
for causing the Ceners to accelerate their 
plans.”
   You glare at the man you had thought 
to be a farmer. It is clear that he knows far 
more than he had let on previously. As 
briefly as possible, Kaldor explains that 
this new Guild is actually a front for a 
ring of spies and traitors who are passing 
information from the Freelands back to the 
Drakkarim and Cener nations. The head of 
this Guild, a certain Guildmaster Vorn, has 
long been a Cener sympathiser, something 
punishable by death even in the republic 
of Palmyrion. Just over a year ago, Vorn 
came to Famdor and set up this nebulous 
Guild, which quickly had connections to all 
the industries and craftsmen in the town, 
controlling them and squeezing out any 
who refused to do the bidding of the Guild. 
While seemingly working for the good of 
the people, Vorn has been cherry-picking 
the most ambitious of his Guildsmen 
and turning them around to his way of 
thinking. It is Vorn who has been aiding 
the Drakkarim who are currently poised 
to attack the Vaderish Monastery, passing 
on details of Palmyrion troop movements 
and other sensitive information he acquires 
from visitors to Famdor—either bought 
with money or acquired through torture.
   Kaldor informs you that just recently, 
activity has been stepped up. Fake tree 
trunks have been brought to the town, 
housing the Drakkarim—this you know as 
you have seen it for yourself. What Kaldor 
goes on to explain is that those Drakkarim 
inside have been placed into a magic-
induced sleep so deep that they are, to all 
intents and purposes, dead. Only some 
foul magical device of the Cener Druids 
can revive them.
   You sidestep and lop off the lower leg of 
a crazed Drakkar who charges past you. 
As he stumbles to the ground, you run the 
point of your sword through his exposed 
neck. Turning back to Kaldor as though 
nothing had happened, you ask him just 
exactly who he is—it is clear that he is no 
mere farmer. He smirks at your raspy voice 
as he casually takes out another Drakkar 
who was attempting to sneak up on the 
pair of you. He hands you a bottle of 
spring water, which you eagerly drink to 
soothe your sore throat.
   “Despite my pale skin, I was raised a 
Vakeros in the jungles of Dessi. I am a 
member of a certain School of Magic that 
has been kept hidden from the eyes of the 
world by the direct decree of our teachers. 


You may call us the Keron. We use our 
powers to act as spies and infiltrators on 
behalf of the Elder Magi, who then pass 
on such information anonymously to the 
Freelands of Magnamund.”
   You blanch at his effrontery. There are 
four schools of knowledge taught by the 
Elder Magi to the Vakeros: Puuros, Kaenos, 
Valos and Daernath. Rumours have always 
abounded as to the existence of a fifth, 
hidden school of secret knowledge taught 
only to exceptional students, but no one 
has ever admitted it so boldly. You ask him 
why he would be so brazen as to reveal 
such a secret to a retainer such as yourself, 
and he grins.
   “Who would ever believe you if you told 
them?” he sardonically answers. You nod 
in begrudging agreement, distracted by a 
strange calm that has descended across the 
plaza. Looking around, you can see a few 
fallen men and women of Famdor, but by 
far the larger number of casualties has been 
among the Drakkarim, of whom dozens 
lie dead and dying. Your rabble-rousing 
alerted the citizens to defend themselves 
against an army still dazed and confused 
from their magically-induced comas.
   “Now we must be away from here,” 
Kaldor continues. “The people will have 
followed the Drakkarim back to their 
hideouts and will have discovered the 
Ceners and the fake trunks by now. It will 
be obvious to all who is responsible for 
secretly bringing these servants of Death 
and Decay into this peaceful country. 
Were I a gambling man, I’d say there will 
be a large group of townsfolk outside the 
guildhall, demanding answers. I think we 
should join them.”
   You gesture for him to lead on, which he 
does, and you are soon passing along wide 
avenues bordered by poplar trees and large 
wooden houses. Even here, the Drakkarim 
lie dead in the streets, their blood pooling 
between the cobbles. Not one of them 
remains alive. Up ahead you can hear the 
angry shouts of men and women and you 
round a bend to see Kaldor proved right in 
his prediction.
   The whitewashed Famdor Guild House 
is three storeys high, an impressive edifice 
surrounded by a fence of iron railings. 
A large metal gate once barred entrance 
to the yard in front of the Guild House, 
but it has been dashed from its hinges 
and swings forlornly, a broken reminder 
of former glory. The citizens of Famdor 
are armed with torches, pitchforks and 
any other offensive implements they 
can find. A tall man with close-cropped 
grey hair is banging on the tall wooden 
doors, demanding entrance. As Kaldor 
approaches, the seething mob parts and he 
walks up to the grey-haired man, bowing 
respectfully to him in greeting.
   “If you would stand back, Mayor Beshik, 
I will effect an entry for you,” Kaldor says 
politely.
   The mayor’s expression is one of 
confusion as to the identity of this stranger, 
but he stands aside, overwhelmed by the 
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presence of this Vakeros Lord. Kaldor nods 
again in his direction and then beckons 
you to his side.
   “We will finish this together, Dorst,” 
he tells you before raising his right hand 
before him, his open palm facing the 
wooden doors. A pregnant silence falls 
upon the citizens, who look on in shock 
and bemusement. He takes a deep breath 
before speaking a power-word of the 
Elder Magi: “Gloar!” The door explodes 
inwards in a shower of splinters that 
pepper the armed Guildsmen that stood 
behind the door, waiting to attack whoever 
forced entry. They are thrown back by the 
concussive force of the Word of Power, 
sliding across the tiled floor of the large 
chamber that comprises the entire lower 
storey of the Guild Hall. Those in the mob 
cheer in triumph and waste no time in 
seeking vengeance against the infiltrating 
Cener sympathisers, hacking and slashing 
at them with whatever weapons they 
wield.
   As you and Kaldor push your way 
through the mêlée, you are accosted by a 
pair of fanatical Guildsmen, who scream 
and curse and spit in your direction. 
You have ruined their plans and they are 
determined to wreak vengeance upon 
you in the name of their Master. You each 
square off against one of these curs.


Guildsman Fanatic:
combat skill 16     endurance 20


If you win, or if the combat is not 
completed after three rounds, turn 
immediately to 199.


120
Despite your best efforts, you are not 
quite able to overcome the speed of the 
ambush and the arrow clips your arm, 
leaving a bloody gash in its wake. You cry 
out as you tumble to the ground, landing 
face down. (Deduct 2 endurance points.) 
Turning your head to the side, you see 
the dark-robed figure step out into the 
light and you shiver at the sight of him, 
for you know exactly what he is and who 
he represents: by the close-fitting black 
tunic and face mask that leaves only his 
eyes uncovered, you deduce that he is a 
member of the Dark Brotherhood of Rhem, 
a Guild of Assassins that has blighted the 
Stornlands for many a long year. These 
killers-for-hire will relentlessly pursue 
whomever it is they have been contracted 
to murder, slaughtering any and all who 
get in their way. Rumour has it that they 
are in frequent contact with the Acolytes 
of Vashna, a maniacal sect which worships 
Vashna, the first and mightiest of all the 
Darklords.


If you possess Marksmanship, a 
Barbed Arrow, and a Yew Bow (not an 
Unstrung Yew Bow), turn to 140.
If you do not possess this Special Skill 


and this Special Item and this Weapon, 
turn to 134.


121
As your would-be killer walks past your 
hiding place, you stab your sword out 
at him, attempting to run him through 
unseen the way this coward was planning 
to do to you. The members of the Dark 
Brotherhood are extremely well trained, 
however, and his senses detect the 
movement at the very last second. His 
lightning-quick reflexes kick in and he 
dodges aside, and your attempted mortal 
blow merely stabs into his flank. He grunts 
in pain, something that makes you feel 
inordinately pleased, and drops his pack, 
reaching for his razor-sharp rapier. Blood 
is oozing from the wound you managed 
to inflict upon him and he is forced into a 
more defensive position, allowing you to 
take the initiative.


Dark Brotherhood Assassin
(lightly wounded):


combat skill 19     endurance 15


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
108.


122
You move around the brambles and reveal 
yourself to the pair. The youth’s eyes dart 
to you and a look of hope blossoms on his 
face; conversely, the guard sneers at you in 
contempt.
   “Begone, citizen,” he snarls. “There’s 
nothing to see here.”
   You beg to differ, telling him that the 
attempted murder of an unarmed child 
is something that is most definitely of 
interest, an injustice that should be shouted 
from the rooftops. The guard’s expression 
darkens and his face turns red with anger. 
Once more he tells you to be on your way, 
adding that he will deal with you himself 
if you do not. Incensed at his officious 
attitude, you draw your own sword and 
point it at him, telling him in no uncertain 
terms to leave or suffer the consequences. 
In response, he turns toward you and 
brings his sword to bear.
   “You outsiders need to be taught to 
mind your own business,” he growls 
before ineptly swinging his sword at you, 
missing you by a dozen inches. There is 
no reasoning with him, so you prepare to 
defend yourself.


Over-zealous Guardsman:
combat skill 10     endurance 13


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
139.


123
The victory is hard won, but finally you 
smite the assassin down, ending the life of 


the black-hearted killer. You stagger back 
and drop to your knees, shaken by the 
ambush. Warily you gaze about you, but 
you are unable to detect anyone else lying 
in ambush. After a short time you have 
regained your breath and you tentatively 
move over to the corpse to examine it. 
Kicking the body over, you see the lips of 
the assassin twisted into a rictal grimace. It 
pleases you that this murderer should be 
afraid of his own death; who knows what 
justice will be meted out upon him by the 
Gods?
   Painfully, you extract the arrowhead, 
bandaging the wound as best you can with 
the ragged remains of your undershirt. 
Once you are able to walk once more, 
you check the pockets of the black cloak 
and discover a potion of Laumspur, a 
herbal concoction made from a plant 
with healing properties. Less fortunately, 
his bow has been damaged in the mêlée 
and is no longer usable. The rapier with 
which he fought is a vicious and deadly 
weapon, but also one that requires specific 
training which you have not undergone, 
so you discard it. Finding nothing else of 
interest, you head off toward Grey Peak. 
(If you wish to take the Laumspur, record 
it on your Action Chart as: ‘Laumspur: +4 
endurance points when swallowed’.)


Turn to 184.


124
Having dispatched the territorial predator, 
you decide to pause to look at the plains 
from your vantage point. You believe 
you can see on the horizon the road of 
hard-baked clay that links Stonewatch 
and Castle Novanya; it is perhaps a day’s 
journey further. You cannot see any sign 
of Grey Peak, though. You decide it would 
be prudent not to linger and clamber 
down from your hazardous position now 
you have your bearings. Descending is 
surprisingly not as easy as the ascent was, 
since the twisted branches obscure your 
view below you, hiding the footholds you 
so desperately seek. Several times you 
catch your exposed flesh on sharp twigs 
and draw blood. (Deduct 1 endurance 
point.)
   Eventually you reach the ground and 
turn around, leaning your back against the 
trunk as you catch your breath and calm 
your pulse. You know that it will be at the 
very least one more day’s journey to Grey 
Peak and you wonder what you will find 
when you reach it. Your thoughts turn to 
your provisions. Have you enough food for 
another two days?


If you possess The Way of the Wild 
and wish to forage for food, turn to 
166.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
or if you believe you have enough 
food to reach Grey Peak, turn to 180.
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125
Major Grushina


Recent events have conspired against 
us. Lutha of Eldenora has ignored our 
treaty. He intends to invade Palmyrion 
looking for the Kai Lord. It is imperative 
that we complete our mission. It is of 
utmost importance that we obey the 
Cener Priest’s command. I know you are 
not at full strength, so you must increase 
the frequency of patrols and step up the 
training of your men. Keep the Giaks 
separate from the Drakkarim.


You must be ready to attack the Vaderish 
Monastery in no more than three days’ 
time. We must wipe out these servants of 
accursed Ishir before they can raise the 
alarm. We will then use their monastery as 
a safe base of operations.


oka odzik " thandO. dik oka 


niz ". zirana zukdog " jigi 


doka aS oka odzik " kog 


eguka na halnirion.


zeltO, oknar kO Ogar hel


   (Now return to the section that you noted 
down.)


126
The two Akataz stalk ever closer, noxious 
saliva dripping from their muzzles as 
they anticipate sinking their sharp teeth 
into your succulent flesh, and you are 
galvanised into action. Reaching into your 
pack, you draw out the Lantern and a Flask 
of Oil, quickly topping up the fuel chamber 
that feeds the wick. Placing the now-full 
Lantern onto the ground, you crouch and 
scrabble around for a couple of flints, 
opaque stones that create sparks. They are 
scattered across this vast prairie and you 
manage to find two chunks of sufficient 
size for you to strike against each other, 
sparking the wick of the lantern to life. You 
blow gently upon the wick, encouraging it 
to burn and you turn the small wheel that 
restricts the amount of oil that soaks into 
the wick to produce a maximum flame. 
It is soon burning brightly and the metal 
lantern is becoming too hot for you to hold. 
You look up to see the Akataz closing in 
on you, no more than ten feet away, lips 
pulled back and snarling with eagerness 
for the battle they imagine to be coming. 
You pull your arm back and throw the 
Lantern at the approaching canines in 
desperation, hoping that this ploy will 
work.
   The glass shatters as the Lantern strikes 
the larger of the Akataz, and oil explodes 
all over the beast. The oil soaks into the 
greasy short coat of the hunting dog and 
immediately catches fire—in a handful of 
seconds the Akataz is covered from nose 
to tail in huge tongues of flame. Both dogs 
squeal and whine, racing off in separate 
directions, one fleeing from the fire, the 


other trying to escape the intense pain that 
is searing its purulent flesh. You draw your 
sword for protection, but it seems that the 
Akataz will not be chasing after you in 
search of food this day. (Remember to erase 
the ‘Lantern’ and a ‘Flask of Oil’ from your 
Action Chart.)
   The thought of food causes you to turn 
your gaze to the southeast, but you can see 
no sign of a Grey Peak on the horizon. You 
wonder how many days it will take you to 
reach the edge of the Cursed Plain where 
this altar supposedly lies—and what will 
be waiting there for you when you arrive. 
You open your Backpack and take stock of 
your food supplies.


If you wish to forage for food, turn to 
166.
If you believe you have enough food to 
reach Grey Peak, turn to 180.


127
You creep slowly away from the stairwell, 
your touch on the brickwork of the walls 
guiding you further along, deeper into 
the earth. The stones underfoot seem 
dry, though the noxious stench is almost 
overpowering. Unable to see, you strain 
your senses of sight and hearing, desperate 
for any advance warning of an attack in 
this benighted cellar.
   The sound of scuffing somewhere behind 
you is enough to alert you to the possibility 
of discovery and you flee into the pitch 
blackness, heedless of any dangers ahead. 
Your heart is thumping in your chest and 
fear flows through your veins.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–4, 
turn to 101.
If the number you have picked is 5–9, 
turn to 138.


128
You are unable to resist as your identity 
is subsumed and all traces of Dorst are 
crushed out of existence. Your face, twisted 
in anguish as you try to resist, slackens, 
your eyes becoming unfocussed. You have 
been reborn after all this time and now 
you are ready to complete your mission. 
Turning around to face those cowering in 
the temple, you raise your hands aloft and 
shout in a loud voice:
   “All hail Zantaz! All praise the Soulless 
God!”
   The massed servants of Evil join in your 
chant, for they will follow you even as you 
will follow the Cener High Priest, blindly, 
unquestioningly, without a will of your 
own. Much innocent blood will be spilled 
on your account.
   Tragically, your life and possibly the 
entire world of men have come to an end 
here in the Temple of Zantaz hidden below 
Grey Peak.


129
You ride around the logs and follow 
a stream of wagons and drays as they 
rumble along the wide roadway past 
two-storey wood-and-brick homesteads. 
Pedestrians are forced to dodge the traffic 
and on several occasions your heart is in 
your mouth as you fear for the lives of 
children who rush across from one side of 
the road to the other in front of oncoming 
carts. The wagoneers curse at the children, 
spitting vile epithets at them in the name 
of the Guild. You wonder quite what this 
Guild is, though you would be loath to 
try to engage any of the surly drivers in 
conversation.
   To the left of the road you see a small 
establishment set back from the roadway 
with a hitching post at the front. Ahead of 
you, each of the wagoneers turns his head 
to look in the direction of the shop and 
spits on the ground as he passes it. Those 
travellers on foot look away as they do this, 
pretending they have not seen this act of 
contempt. Indeed, in Palmyrion, spitting 
on the ground before someone is a grave 
matter and many duels to the death have 
been fought over such a slight.


If you wish to enter the shop, turn to 
189.
If you wish to continue riding along 
Novanya Lane, turn to 167.


130
You recall reading an account in a treatise 
on combat where a scout found himself cut 
off behind enemy lines, in much the same 
position as you are. His tactic for crossing 
the no man’s land without being peppered 
with a rain of arrows was to create a simple 
diversion among the largest concentration 
of enemy troops: he set their stores aflame. 
You decide, in lieu of any superior ideas, to 
copy his example. You tie your horse to a 
tree by the side of the lane and creep up as 
stealthily as you know how, drawing on all 
the tactical knowledge you have gleaned 
over many years of study.
   In the deepening gloom of evening, 
you manage to get within fifty feet of the 
barricade without being seen. The taller 
figure of the Cener Druid is easier to spot 
now—in truth it would be difficult to miss 
him. He is corpulently obese, his robe 
straining to fit around his blubbery paunch. 
He is constantly issuing commands to the 
Vazhag, the rat-men running here and 
there in an attempt to fulfil his unremitting 
slew of demands.
   Just behind the Cener is a hay wain, a 
cart used by farmers for transporting crops 
to town and animal feed to the fields. It is 
loaded up with dry straw—perfect for your 
plans. You find some flints beside the road 
and strike them together to make a spark, 
which immediately catches. You then flee 
back up the road to your horse and mount 
up, counting to two hundred and fifty in 
your head, as by then the flames should 
have taken hold. As it is, you needn’t have 
bothered counting, for the shrieks and 
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screams of the Vazhag soon fill the air as 
they race away from the conflagration, fire 
being one of the few things of which these 
monstrous rat-men are deathly afraid. 
Taking this as your cue, you kick your 
mount’s flanks and charge along the road. 
Unfortunately, not all goes to plan. Your 
horse, on seeing the flames leaping up into 
the night-time sky, comes to a dead stop 
and refuses point blank to go any further, 
its eyes rolling in terror. At this point, the 
Cener Druid spots you and snarls to the 
Vazhag, who reluctantly begin to slink 
nearer, though still terrified of the flames.
   Vazhag are remorseless fighters, but 
the prospect of having to fight a Cener 
Druid as well is too much for you. You 
leap from the saddle, abandoning your 
horse which turns and flees back along the 
lane. Landing lightly, you race through 
the makeshift barricade, even as the 
obese druid tries to stop you, gasping 
and choking like a geyser. Now past the 
obstruction, you race along the hard-baked 
clay leading to the main door of the manor. 
You no longer have the protection afforded 
by the towering flames, however, and you 
can hear the flapping of leathery feet upon 
the roadway behind you as the Vazhag 
follow in hot pursuit. Looking ahead, 
you see that the main door to the house 
is already half-open—have the Vazhag 
already slaughtered its inhabitants and 
secured the manor? When the main door is 
no more than five yards ahead, you hear a 
click coming from inside.


If you possess Marksmanship, turn to 
58.


   If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
you must pick a number from the Random 
Number Table. If you possess Infiltration, 
add 1 to the number you have picked.


If the number you have picked is 0, 
turn to 65.
If it is 1–4, turn to 76.
If it is 5–10, turn to 88.


131
Despite your best efforts to leap aside, 
the sinuous form of the shadow crashes 
against you, enveloping you in a darkness 
so black that not even the light from the 
Sun God Kai could penetrate it. You scream 
and writhe in agonies great and untold, but 
no sounds escape your lips. Finally, after 
what seems like an eternity of blinding 
pain, you collapse to the floor, never to rise, 


all around you as black and as silent and as 
cold as the grave.
   Sadly, your life and your quest end here 
in the Famdor Guild House.


132
Once more you are in the Temple of 
Zantaz. The High Priest removes his hands 
from your head and sneers at you with 
contempt. He knows that he has broken 
you, that he has tainted and destroyed 
every memory of your life as the impostor 
Dorst. With clarity you realise that the 
missive you found was a lie, a ruse to 
actually get you here. They certainly went 
to great lengths to find you.
   “Why?” you choke out with as much 
force as you can muster. “Why did you 
force me to do this?” The Cener just cackles 
maniacally as though you are the world’s 
most accomplished jester.
   “You volunteered to do it!” he cries 
mirthfully, crushing your resistance 
completely. “It was your desire to see the 
fall of these petty kingdoms. Do you not 
remember?” He grabs your head once 
again between his hands. “No matter, for 
I will make you remember and there will 
be no more Dorst—he will be just another 
casualty of war.”
   “Then why now?” you ask quietly, 
utterly defeated. The Cener’s triumphant 
expression instantly changes to one of 
anger.
   “The accursed fool, Zagarna,” he 
shouts, referring to the Darklord leader 
who masterminded the invasion of 
Sommerlund in MS 5050, twenty-seven 
years ago. His aggression indirectly 
led to the complete destruction of the 
Darklords by the Sommlending Lone Wolf 
in MS 5070, as it caused the Kai Lord to 
rediscover the deep teachings of the Kai 
monks, lost for many generations through 
complacency.
   “The war that raged across Magnamund 
for twenty years hid you,” the Cener 
continues, “and we were hard pressed to 
keep ourselves from being attacked! Zorin 
disappeared during one of his hunting 
raids and almost all memory of you was 
lost—except by me. I knew that the time 
would come when I would reawaken you 
once more, if you still lived. Since the fall 
of the Darklords, my agents have been 
abroad searching for you under every 
rock, beneath every tree. Who would have 
imagined that you would charm your 
way into the employ of a noble! Why, it is 
priceless what you can tell us about these 
overfed fools!
   “And now, after all these years, you are 
finally here before me once again. Now I 
will reawaken your true self and with your 
knowledge the Ceners will overrun the 
lands of Palmyrion and Talestria. We will 
put the people to the sword—men, women, 
and children. No one will stand against us. 
And I will rule with supreme authority!”


   Having said his piece, the Cener’s eyes 
flicker closed and he begins to chant once 
more. You are beaten; Dorst will die this 
day and in his place will be an inhuman 
killer, a Drakkar. You are powerless to stop 
this crazed old man and even should you 
overcome him, the massed ranks of these 
enemies of freedom all around you—the 
acolytes of Vashna, the Drakkarim, the 
Cener Druids—would certainly put an end 
to your life. Perhaps that is as it should be. 
If you are dead, any knowledge that you 
have will go with you to the grave. Yet 
you have heard of the necromantic sorcery 
of the Ceners and you know that even 
in death they would be able to rip what 
knowledge they want from your very soul.
   However, these are not the thoughts of 
Dorst. He was a man who would never 
be cowed, never be beaten. He would 
do everything in his power to ensure 
that the Baroness would be kept safe, 
that his friends and compatriots would 
be free from war and tyranny, that his 
fellow countrymen would sleep safely in 
their beds this night. Dorst, while often 
a grumpy curmudgeon, would walk a 
mile barefoot to help someone in need; he 
would give up his own comfort to help the 
needy or oppressed; he would sacrifice his 
life to save the world. These thoughts buoy 
up your spirit. With such musings ringing 
through your mind, you raise your head 
and once more spear the Cener High priest 
with a defiant gaze. His shock that you 
still have some strength in you to resist is 
apparent by his widened eyes and the way 
he stumbles over his incantation. You will 
not give in, not while there is so much as 
one breath left in your body. You will resist. 
You will fight.


If you wish to call out to the Moon 
Goddess Ishir, turn to 172.
If you wish to call out to Zantaz, the 
Drakkarim God, turn to 152.
If you prefer to rely on your own 
strength, turn to 109.


133
You throw yourself back against the far 
wall, just in time to avoid the insane 
Drakkar as he blunders past you and along 
the tunnel behind you, emitting shrieks 
as if in intense pain. As he passes you, he 
drops his black steel sword to the ground 
as his hands open and clench in random 
motions.
   You breathe a sigh of relief as you watch 
him go, but it is shortlived. By throwing 
yourself against the far wall, you have 
made yourself visible to the Cener Druids, 
who let out unholy cries as they catch 
sight of you. They rush over to the nearest 
fake tree trunk, throwing open the hidden 
hatchway, intent on waking up at least one 
more Drakkar to send at you. There must 
be at least fifty of these tree trunks in this 
chamber and you must act immediately to 
prevent the Ceners from awakening more 
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of them.
If you possess Marksmanship, turn to 
107.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 159.


134
With no missile weapon in your possession 
that has enough range to reach the Dark 
Brotherhood assassin, you are left prone 
on the floor, an easier target than you were 
before the ambush. Fear flows through 
your veins like fire, urging you to move. 
You throw yourself to your feet, draw 
your sword and charge at your would-be 
murderer. In response, he calmly nocks an 
arrow, draws the string back and lets fly 
in your direction, trying to anticipate your 
route with his tactical skill.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table. If you possess the Special Skill of 
Battle Tactics or Infiltration add 1; if you 
possess both of these Special Skills, add 3.


If the number you have picked is 0, 
turn to 168.
If the number you have picked is 1–5, 
turn to 104.
If the number you have picked is 6–12, 
turn to 160.


135
You hand over the requisite amount of 
Lune and Marbor thanks you profusely. 
He lets slip that business is not what it 
once was, as none of the Guildsmen ever 
frequent his establishment anymore. You 
ask him why that should be and he clams 
up, pretending that he hasn’t heard you. 
After some wheedling on your part Marbor 
admits that his shop was the scene of an 
unpleasant showdown with some of the 
Guild’s drivers.
   “Wagoneers?” he snipes. “Racketeers, 
more like! They used to come in here, 
trying to haggle down my prices. I told 
’em, I did. I got a wife and five kids. I can’t 
keep dropping the prices. I got to eat!”
   Eventually, some high-ranking 
Guildsmen came to see him and ‘asked’ 
him to join the Guild for a nominal 
monthly fee, which Marbor claims would 
have left him destitute.
   “Ever since then, almost no one comes 
here. I put Famdor on the map! This 
emporium used to be packed with people 
coming to buy or sell exotic or mundane 
wares. Travellers would come and trade 
pelts for food, or suchlike. Now the Guild 
warns everybody off.” His scowl deepens. 
“I’ve seen those damn drivers spit as they 
pass my shop. I only stay here to spite 
them, but I’m losing money hand over fist. 
I don’t think I’ll be here much longer. I 
hear tell there’s money to be made over the 
border in Talestria. They appreciate honest 
hard-working folks over there.”
   You commiserate with him for a few 
minutes, but nothing you say seems to 
pull him out of his funk. You bid him good 
day and return to your horse with your 
new possessions and a lighter Belt Pouch, 


desirous of steering clear of representatives 
of this Famdor Guild.


Turn to 167.


136
A loud screech from behind you informs 
you of pursuit. Knowing that you are 
being tracked, you turn and stand in front 
of Chevail, guarding him against attack. 
From the gloom stalks one of the Vazhag, 
taller and better armoured than the others 
you saw earlier. In his bestial face you see 
hints of deep intelligence, though wicked 
to the core. You will not be able to throw 
off this skilled tracker, for he is wiser and 
more loyal to his master than his brethren. 
Not waiting for him to give vent to another 
cry, you rush at him, intent on ending his 
miserable life.


Vazhag Tracker:
combat skill 12     endurance 12


   For the duration of this combat, add 2 
to your combat skill score as Chevail is 
fighting alongside you.


If you manage to defeat this Cenerese 
rat-man, turn to 117.


137
You stand completely still, knowing that 
at this distance, the Elix cannot discern 
whether you are prey or just an inanimate 
rock. Sweat beads on your brow and your 
taut muscles are soon screaming in pain 
as you force yourself not to tremble or 
shake despite your fear. The huge feline 
draws inexorably closer and you worry 
that it has caught your scent, but suddenly 
it gives vent to an ear-splitting yowl and 
lopes off over a low rise, disappearing 
into the distance. You watch for some time 
in case it returns, but it does not; it must 
have gone off in search of other prey. Your 
mastery of Infiltration has saved you from 
a dangerous fight and you sigh in relief.
   The thought of food causes you to turn 
your gaze out to the southeast, but you can 
see no sign of a Grey Peak on the horizon. 
You wonder how many days it will take 
you to reach the edge of the Cursed Plain 
where this altar supposedly lies—and what 
will be waiting there for you when you 
arrive. You open your Backpack and take 
stock of your food supplies.


If you possess The Way of the Wild 
and wish to forage for food, turn to 
166.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
or if you believe you have enough food 
to reach Grey Peak, turn to 180.


138
Without warning, the tunnel narrows to 
some sort of doorway and you blithely 
race through it to escape from the sounds 
behind you. Excruciating pain explodes 
across your legs and your face. It feels as 
though you have been viciously lashed 
with a flail and you drop to you floor, your 


hands clenched and your eyes screwed 
shut as you do everything in your power 
to hold back your cry of pain. (Deduct 3 
endurance points.)
   Blood is dripping from a wound across 
your cheek, but that is the least of your 
worries. Your thighs have been slashed 
mercilessly and the pain is such that 
you are unable to stand up just now. As 
stoically as you are able, you tear strips off 
your undershirt and bind up the worst of 
your wounds, though you cannot prevent 
tears from leaking from your eyes at the 
agonising pain.
   When you are once again able to 
continue, you lightly feel around behind 
you for the portal. By touch you are able 
to discern that sharp spines of metal jut 
out from the stone surround, apparently 
the remnants of a metal grating that once 
prevented access to the tunnel beyond the 
archway. You wonder darkly at its crude 
removal. You head off along the tunnel, 
this time more cautiously.


Turn to 164.


139
The belligerent guard lies dead at your feet. 
You are saddened that you were forced 
to end his life, but he left you no choice 
in the end. During your fight the youth 
scrambled to his feet to watch from behind 
a large limestone block that probably once 
served as a lintel for the house before it 
was destroyed by fire and neglect. As you 
land the killing blow, the youth saunters 
out from his hiding place, his eyes taking 
in everything about you. Keeping a safe 
distance, he cautiously approaches the 
body and lightly kicks it twice with his 
toe. Satisfied that the guard will not be 
threatening him again, he speaks to you 
for the first time, thanking you for your 
assistance and advising you to hide the 
body in the thicket. This seems a good idea, 
and with his help you drag and push the 
body beneath the brambles where it will 
not easily be found.
   As you are wiping the guard’s blood from 
your sword and hands, the waif beckons 
to you, telling you to follow him further 
back into the ruins. Your horse is still tied 
up beside the road and you wonder if it is 
a ruse to part you from your mount. You 
eye the lad suspiciously, weighing up the 
possibilities.


If you wish to trust the lad and follow 
him, turn to 148.
If you would rather return to your 
horse and ride further along Vanamor 
Way, turn to 167.


140
The Yew Bow is perfectly weighted and 
has been expertly strung. You are confident 
that its range will allow you to reach your 
would-be murderer. Without conscious 
thought, you roll over, unshoulder your 
Yew Bow, pull the Barbed Arrow from 
where you had tucked it into the side of 
your Backpack, nock it in the Bow and 







be condemned to an eternity of service to 
the Drakkarim God in the Mines of the 
Damned. (Restore 5 endurance points for 
the healing touch of the Goddess Ishir.)
   Your eyes open and you gaze 
unflinchingly at the Cener High priest, 
who seems to shrink back slightly at your 
calm resolve. You will never give in to this 
agent of darkness and his lack of power 
over you fills him with fear.
   Now you must pick a number from the 
Random Number Table. If you possess an 
Ebony Ring, add 1 to the score. If you 
possess a Small Amethyst, you must 
deduct 2 from your score.
   You may also spend up to 5 endurance 
points to affect your total, representing 
your willpower and determination. For 
each endurance point that you sacrifice, 
you may increase your total by 1.


If your total is now 6 or less, turn to 
128.
If it is 7 or more, turn to 154.


143
As you tumble over your mount’s head, 
your life flashes before your eyes and you 
remember the happy times you have spent 
at the Chateau Coryene. You are abruptly 
brought back to the present, though, as 
you land painfully on your back, knocking 
the air from your lungs. You lie there, 
gasping for breath on the hard clay of 
the road. From all around you come the 
jeering catcalls from the Vazhag. (Deduct 3 
endurance points for your injury.)
   As you struggle to regain your breath, 
you are aware of a Vazhag slinking through 
the darkness towards you, while those still 
hidden will be drawing arrows to their 
crude shortbows in readiness to fire. You 
roll over and attempt to draw your sword, 
but you see the hideous creature grinning 
down at you evilly, a sacrificial dagger 
held in its paw as it prepares to stab it 
down into your chest. You sneer up at the 
murine monstrosity and face death without 
fear, as many thousands of your fellow 
countrymen have done.
   A great thundering, explosive sound 
echoes across the grounds and the Vazhag 
is sent flying backwards as blood erupts 
from the many wounds that suddenly 
pepper its body. It lies still, howling 
plaintively, as its hidden brothers throw 
down their bows and noisily retreat to a 
safe distance. Able now to breathe deeply 
enough to catch your breath, you take 
the opportunity to half-run, half-stagger 
toward the manor house.


Turn to 85.
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let fly. The deadly speed and grace of 
your movements leaves even the Dark 
Brotherhood assassin flatfooted and he 
is unable to match your skilful display. 
Perhaps the old saying is true and Fear 
has lent you wings this day. Although 
he nocks the arrow and draws back the 
string, your missile has struck him in his 
unprotected throat. He gasps out choking 
noises, clawing at his wounds as he fights 
to breathe. Drawing your sword, you 
amble over to him, looking on in grim 
satisfaction at his desperate, futile attempts 
to dislodge the arrow. With one final swing 
of your sword, you snuff out his worthless 
life forever. (Erase the ‘Barbed Arrow’ from 
your Action Chart.)
   You stagger back and drop to your 
knees, shaken by the ambush. Warily you 
gaze about you, but you are unable to 
detect anyone else lying in wait for you. 
After a short time you have regained your 
breath and you tentatively move over to 
the corpse to examine it. The lips of the 
assassin are twisted into a rictal grimace. It 
pleases you that this murderer should be 
afraid of his own death; who knows what 
justice will be meted out upon him by the 
Gods?
   You quickly check the pockets of the 
black cloak and discover a potion of 
Laumspur, a herbal concoction made 
from a plant with healing properties. 
His bow has been damaged in the mêlée 
and is no longer usable, though it is of 
inferior quality to your own anyway. The 
rapier with which he fought is a vicious 
and deadly weapon, but also one that 
requires specific training which you have 
not undergone, so you discard it. Finding 
nothing else of interest, you head off 
toward Grey Peak. (If you wish to take the 
Laumspur, record it on your Action Chart 
as: ‘Laumspur: +4 endurance points when 
swallowed’. There is enough for one dose 
only.)


Turn to 184.


141
You sail through the open windows and a 
second later you hit the rough cobblestones 
of the lane below your room. Your foot 
slips on the smooth surface and you twist 
your ankle slightly, tumbling to the ground 
in a heap. (Deduct 2 endurance points.) 
Shaking your head to clear your vision, 
you hear cries coming from the plaza 
end of the lane and you can make out 
several hooded figures running toward 
you, one of them holding a torch aloft to 
illuminate their brown robes and raised 
hoods. On catching sight of you, they 
screech like banshees and begin to run pell-
mell towards your prone form. You idly 
remember an adage you once taught to the 
Baroness when she was but an impetuous 
youth: Look before you leap. The irony is 
not lost on you.
   Without waiting to meet the welcoming 


committee, you scramble to your feet and 
take off in the opposite direction, turning 
left and right as you weave between 
houses and along backstreets. You cannot 
shake off the sounds of pursuit, though, 
and you are worried that their local 
knowledge may allow your pursuers to 
catch you unawares in an ambush.
   As you dodge once more along a narrow 
alleyway leading between two large 
buildings—warehouses, by the looks 
of them—the clouds disperse for a few 
seconds and the moon shines down upon 
a partially-open door leading inside. 
You throw yourself through, hoping to 
lose yourself among the miscellaneous 
merchandise stored up here, but you are 
in for a terrible shock: the warehouse is 
completely empty. There are no produce 
or timbers; there are not even any shelves 
to stow such materials upon. You have 
entered a vast, empty room many yards 
long and wide, giving you only shadows 
to hide within. Cursing your luck, you 
race across to the far side of the chamber, 
only to be repelled by a noxious stench. 
Covering your nose with your travel-
stained cloak, you edge forward to find 
a shaft leading down into the depths 
below the building. Famdor did not have 
a sewer system when last you visited, so 
this must lead down to a cellar beneath the 
warehouse. It looks newly-constructed—
probably the work of the Famdor Guild 
you have heard so much about.
   Behind you, the door is flung open, 
bathing the area before it in a pool of 
silvery moonlight. It seems that even Ishir 
is aiding these robed fanatics. One of them 
enters the warehouse cautiously, holding 
aloft his torch, while you see shadows of 
his compatriots running past along the lane 
behind him. He strides purposefully across 
the empty warehouse floor, waving the 
torch to either side of him as he advances. 
You must decide quickly what to do next.


If you wish to duck into the cellar, turn 
to 103.
If you would prefer to stand and fight 
your pursuer, turn to 185.


142
For the first time ever you feel that your 
words are being heard by the Moon 
Goddess. Enraptured, trembling, you 
can feel her goodly power soothing you, 
comforting you in preparation for the 
titanic battle ahead. All around you, the 
assembled masses howl and shout in 
anger at the very mention of Ishir, baring 
their teeth and stamping their feet. Yet the 
gentle touch of the Goddess’ hand does 
not flinch or retreat. Your wounds begin to 
heal and both your body and your mind 
are strengthened to face your foes. Even 
though you are certain of your death, you 
know that your soul will be called by the 
beloved Goddess and you will go to be 
with her on the Plane of Light rather than 


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure







q66        Fighting Fantazine


144
You race over to your Backpack, intent 
on escaping before you are spotted, 
but unfortunately the Elix has hearing 
capabilities that are beyond that of a 
human. The Elix stalks nearer and then 
gives vent to a triumphant yowl as it 
catches your scent. It quickly homes in 
on you, racing toward you at full tilt, and 
it is all you can do to snatch your sword 
from where it lies in the grass and defend 
yourself. The Elix comes to a stop a few 
feet away and begins to stalk around 
you, watching you closely for any sign of 
weakness. Suddenly, without warning, it 
leaps at you, its sharp claws raking at your 
face.


Hungry Elix:
combat skill 14     endurance 22


If you manage to defeat this feral 
feline, turn to 193.


145
With a final shriek more in fear than pain, 
the Drakkar collapses to the floor, dropping 
his black steel sword as his hands open and 
clench in random motions before stilling 
forever.
   Unfortunately, the noise of your fight has 
alerted the Cener Druids to your presence 
and they let out unholy cries as they catch 
sight of you. During your fight with the 
crazed Drakkar, they have rushed over to 
the nearest fake tree trunk, throwing open 
the hidden hatchway, intent on waking 
up at least one more Drakkar to send at 
you. There are at least fifty of these tree 
trunks in this chamber and you must act 
immediately to prevent the Ceners from 
awakening more of them.


If you possess Marksmanship, turn to 
107.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 159.


146
Fear gives your mind the wings of a dove 
and you recall the sayings of a grizzled old 
veteran with whom you once shared a mug 
of huas, a Palmyrion beverage. He told 
you of his encounter with an Elix when he 
served as a guard on a caravan train to the 
desert realm of Vassagonia. He was told by 
the master of the caravan that the best way 
to deter an Elix was to make the noise of a 
male Elix. It would ward off another Elix, 
thinking it had strayed into the territory of 
another. He had demonstrated the sound 
and, with nothing to lose, you attempt to 
recreate the rasping, hissing noise in the 
back of your throat before the Elix has 
caught your scent.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table.


If the number you have picked is 0–4, 
turn to 169.
If the number you have picked is 5–9, 
turn to 174.


147
Something about the pattern of the 
intermittent flashing tickles the back 
of your mind and you recall learning 
the rudiments of a strange system of 
communication used by trappers in the 
wilds of Magador. Each letter of the 
alphabet is assigned a certain value of brief 
or long flashes of light, allowing messages 
to be sent over long distances between 
members of a hunting party. Now that you 
have recognised these flashes of light for 
what they are, your mind rapidly begins 
to decode the message. It is not a pleasant 
one.
   The message is being communicated 
between two members of the Dark 
Brotherhood of the city of Rhem. This 
underground organisation hires its 


members out to murder targets, often 
statesmen or high-ranking soldiers who 
are figureheads of reform. Strangely, 
while the Dark Brotherhood are often to 
be found in cahoots with the worshippers 
of Naar, they have also been known to 
‘unofficially’ perform work for the more 
civilised elements of society, assassinating 
certain radicals or outlaws. It is clear 
that these heartless men and women 
work solely for money; they do not care 
about the consequences of their actions. 
Although you have missed the beginning 
of the message, what you can decode is 
terrifyingly personal.
   “—NAME IS DORST. IMPORTANT. 
PALMYRION MALE. NO FURTHER 
DESCRIPTION. MUST NOT REACH 
GREY PEAK. CENERS PAYING WELL. 
BROTHERHOOD WILL PAY ON YOUR 
RETURN.”
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   The message ends and through the 
darkness you are able to spot its recipient 
skulking between some bushes. He is 
dressed head to toe in black, leaving only 
his eyes exposed. He must be the assassin 
who has been sent after you. He checks 
his equipment and shoulders his pack, 
preparing to move off. Tracking him in 
the dark would be near impossible, so you 
have one chance if you wish to beat him at 
his own game.


If you wish to attack this hired killer, 
turn to 121.
If you would prefer to avoid him, turn 
to 102.


148
The urchin skips through the tall weeds 
and over the rubble like a gazelle and 
you struggle to keep up with him. Soon 
you have lost him and you curse your 
predicament, assuming that your horse has 
by now been stolen. As if from nowhere, 
the lad pops his head out from beneath a 
heap of charred bricks.
   “Down here, mister,” he hisses. “Quick, 
quick! Don’t want to alert the guards!”
   Carefully concealed by the debris is a 
brick-lined entrance leading down into 
the depths. Most probably it served as an 
entrance to the mansion’s cellar before it 
was destroyed. You just manage to squeeze 
your adult body between the heaped bricks 
and descend into the depths. Something 
is dragged over the opening above and 
you are plunged into darkness, causing 
feelings of panic to rise in your chest. Then 
a small, cold hand grabs hold of your own 
and gently pulls you forward, leading you 
down the crumbling, mouldering steps. 
You stumble as you reach the bottom, 
having expected another step, and you 
hear a gentle giggle from beside you.
   At some prearranged moment, lanterns 
are lit to illuminate the area and you are 
left with spots before your eyes. As you 
blink them away, you turn to regard your 
guide and see a girl who cannot yet have 
reached ten summers. Her face is grimy 
and her hair lank, but her impish smile 
encourages you: she has not yet lost her 
hope to cynicism and you somehow feel 
pleased for that. She lets go of your hand 
and scampers across to the boy you saw 
above ground.
   “Welcome to the ‘Orphanage’, mister,” he 
says with a sardonic grin.
   Glancing around, you make out the faces 
of almost a dozen children, ranging in age 
from toddlers to girls of near-marriageable 
age. Some stare at you with fear and 
confusion, while others seem more curious 
of a new arrival. Focussing your attention 
back on the lad, you ask him what on earth 
is going on here. With a sad smile, he tells 
you his story.
   He was the only son of the family who 
owned the house that once stood on 
these grounds. His father was the chief 


apothecary in Famdor, a powerful position, 
but one which also carried with it great 
responsibility. About a year ago, men from 
the newly-formed Guild of Famdor visited 
the house. The lad, whose name is Daok, 
overheard the argument with his father: 
the Guildsmen were demanding that his 
father refuse to have business dealings 
with anyone not approved by the Guild. 
They claimed this was a way to increase 
societal cohesion. They said that the people 
of Famdor were all pulling in different 
directions and that the Guild was working 
to bring everyone back to working for a 
common good.
   “My father refused, obviously,” scoffs 
Daok. “What they really wanted was access 
to my father’s knowledge at a reduced rate 
while denying it to their opponents.”
   Confused, you ask who these opponents 
of the Famdor Guild might be. Daok 
explains that not everyone in the town 
welcomed the Guildsmen and such ones 
have become increasingly ostracised from 
the community at the Guild’s behest. 
Although evidence is hard to find, it is 
an open secret that the Guild is bullying 
people to join—or to leave town.
   “That’s what they tried to do with my 
father,” he adds sombrely. “When he 
refused, they came back at night the next 
week, bringing a mob with them, and 
forced their way in. Both my parents were 
killed, slaughtered by the Guildsmen, who 
then burned down our home. In one night I 
was made a homeless orphan. Fortunately, 
my father suspected them and hid me in 
the cellar. And so I escaped with my life.”
   Daok goes on to tell you that he has 
had to fend for himself, in spite of the 
Guild enforcing laws against vagrancy 
and begging. Over time, he found other 
children who had been orphaned by the 
Guild’s machinations and he brought them 
back to his hideout, which the children 
have dubbed the Orphanage. Earlier on, 
when he had been caught by the guard, 
he was afraid that the location of the 
Orphanage might become known to the 
Guildsmen, but your timely intervention 
has saved the lives of the children here. If 
they were to be discovered, they would be 
killed.
   The grimy cellar room is festooned with 
cobwebs, rusty-brown water drips from 
the ceiling to pool in puddles on the floor 
and the air is chill. Yet this is home to these 
disenfranchised youngsters and you will 
be damned before you will ever reveal 
it to those evil men of the Guild. You tell 
them so, and the relief is palpable. Daok 
disappears and rummages through a barrel 
before returning and handing you a potion 
bottle. He tells you that it is Laumspur, 
a batch made by his father before his 
untimely death, and that you will have 
need of it if you are spending any time in 
Famdor as an unaffiliated non-Guildsman. 
You thank him and place the bottle in 
your Backpack. You thank Daok for this 


gift and prepare to leave. (Record this as 
‘Concentrated Laumspur: 2 doses’. Each 
dose restores 4 endurance points when 
swallowed.)
   To a chorus of farewells, you climb back 
up the brick steps and squeeze through 
the debris back out onto the wasteland. 
You are determined to aid these children, 
for what has befallen them seems to have 
been at the behest of the infiltrator working 
with the Drakkarim. You reach your horse 
and mount up, preparing to ride off along 
Vanamor Way once more.


If you possess an Unstrung Yew Bow, 
turn to 153.
If you do not, turn to 167.


149
You knock his hands away, glaring 
defiantly at the aged priest. His expression 
changes from gloating success to a 
comical look of surprise. You refuse to be 
cowed, even when you are sure of your 
own impending death. The priest’s lips 
pull back into a snarl and he speaks a 
curse so vile that gobbets of black blood 
accompany the sounds from his mouth, 
spattering against your face. You instantly 
feel a burning sensation as the Cener’s 
cursed blood begins to eat away at your 
exposed flesh, and you immediately use 
your covered arms to wipe away as much 
of the gore as possible. Even so, enough 
of the noxious fluid has done its evil work 
and your hands and face are burned quite 
badly. (Deduct 3 endurance points.)
   The priest reaches out his hands again, 
and this time you are unwilling and unable 
to stop him.


Turn to 106.


150
Throughout the day you worry about 
your decision to march out into the wilds 
in search of this Grey Peak, a place you 
have never seen marked on any maps. The 
Cursed Plain is wide and stark; and the 
Skardos Borderlands beyond them is a land 
of craggy peaks and steep-sided tors. How 
can you possibly hope to find this solitary 
mount, even one whose name marks it 
out as being particularly conspicuous? If 
you are but a few miles out either way, 
you will miss Grey Peak and find yourself 
wandering into the mountains in the 
southern reaches of the dark realm of Ruel, 
home of the noxious Cener Druids. Indeed, 
who is to say that this Grey Peak even 
exists? Perhaps you have been sent off on 
a wild goose chase; perhaps by now some 
army has taken the Vaderish Monastery 
and razed it to the ground, dragging 
your charge off into exile or worse. Dark 
thoughts continue to plague your mind 
as you trudge onward, your despondency 
growing by the hour.
   By early evening the fatigue of the 
previous few days catches up with you and 
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you are forced to rest. You quickly find a 
suitable campsite beside a weatherworn 
granite boulder. Propping your Backpack 
behind your head, you curl up to preserve 
heat and drift off into a deep slumber.
   Once again you are dreaming. Looking 
around, you see that you are seated at a 
desk in small wood-panelled room with 
thick carpeting covering the floor. A fire 
burns in the grate in the right-hand wall. 
Idly, you notice that there are no windows. 
Behind and to the side of you are five other 
desks, and a youthful Drakkar is seated 
at each one. You turn back to the front of 
this strange classroom as the door opens 
to let a burly Drakkarim warrior in. You 
immediately recognise him as the same one 
from your earlier dream. He turns to close 
and securely lock the door before walking 
to the front of the class. Facing the desks, 
he begins to address you in Giak.


If you possess Dark Languages, turn 
to 198.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 115.


151
On seeing that his master is dead, the 
Vazhag turns tail and runs out into 
the night, chittering and calling in the 
Cenerese language. You turn your attention 
to the still, blubbery form of the Cener. 
His pale flesh is covered in a sheen of oily 
sweat, which seems to ooze from every 
pore of his skin. You find a scroll in his 
pocket, which you unfurl. Part of it is 
written in a language you do not recognise, 
but at the bottom is a message in the 
common tongue of Palmyrion. It fills you 
with dread. (Record the ‘Cener Scroll’ on 
your Action Chart as a Backpack Item. You 
may read it at any time by turning to 179, 
but remember to note down your current 
section number as you will not be told 
where to turn back to.)
   You turn to Chevail and congratulate 
him on his skill with the notoriously 
temperamental Bor musket. He just grins 
back at you, his white teeth contrasting 
against his soot-blackened face. “It’s all 
about practice, dear boy!”
   You are left wondering exactly how and 
where Chevail has managed to practise 
with the Bor musket. Dismissing the 
rogue thought, you tell him to follow you 
and lead him through the house and out 
through the rear tradesman’s entrance. 
Behind the manor is an expanse of 
cultivated gardens surrounded on all sides 
by a tall hedgerow. You ask Chevail where 
he can hide out for a few days and he 
mentions that there is a small house that he 
rents to crofters just beyond the hedge. It 
is currently deserted, the previous tenants 
having moved into the town of Famdor to 
join the Guild there.
   Keeping as low to the ground as possible, 
though making allowance for Chevail’s 
age, you scurry through the gardens to 


the hedge. Eventually, after much cursing, 
you manage to locate the small, overgrown 
gateway that leads out toward the croft. 
You go through first to see if anything 
untoward awaits you beyond, but all is 
silent. With the death of their master, it 
would appear that the Vazhag have fled. 
Quickly locating the small dwelling, you 
wait until Chevail is safely ensconced there 
before heading off into the night in the 
direction of the Cursed Plain, knowing that 
you cannot afford to linger. After several 
hours you have travelled maybe ten miles 
and exhaustion is creeping up on you.


If you wish to continue heading 
toward the Cursed Plain, turn to 102.
If you would prefer to rest this night 
with a view to setting off in the 
morning, turn to 196.


152
You beseech the cold Drakkarim God to aid 
you, begging for his help in the face of the 
Cener Druids. You cry out to the Soulless 
God to give you strength to overcome 
your enemies in his name, pleading for his 
aid. The Drakkarim in the cavern shuffle 
uncomfortably as they hear the name of 
their God invoked. Zantaz, greatest of 
warriors, is master of the mines of Naar’s 
domain. He is the Armourer of the Fell 
Legions and when Drakkarim die, their 
souls go to the deep realm of rock, iron, 
steel, and flame where Zantaz rules, to 
work in the bottomless mines of the Pit 
forever.


If you possess an Amber Eye, turn to 
195.
If you do not possess this Special Item, 
turn to 178.


153
Before you can ride off, you hear someone 
hissing at you, trying to get your attention. 
Hiding behind the bramble thicket is an 
adolescent girl, her brown hair pulled 
back into a loose braid. She beckons you 
over. Wondering if you will ever reach the 
centre of town, you dismount again and 
approach her, enquiring as to what you can 
do for her. She shakes her head and shyly 
tells you that her father was a bowyer 
before the Guild threw him in gaol. She 
has been learning the art of bowmaking 
since she was a little girl and she couldn’t 
help but notice the well-crafted frame you 
are carrying around. She offers to string 
the bow for you, using some catgut she 
managed to salvage from her father’s 
workshop. With nothing to lose, you nod 
and hand the wooden bow to her.
   You should not be surprised by her 
expertise given her upbringing, but 
you cannot help but be amazed by how 
skilfully she works the bow, her deft 
fingers knotting the twine to the frame 
as she turns a carved piece of wood into 
a deadly weapon in next to no time. 


Her slight frame belies her strength and 
she has no trouble in pulling the string 
taut, despite your offer to help her. In 
but a few minutes she hands you back a 
finely-crafted Yew Bow. (Delete the word 
‘Unstrung’ from your Action Chart.)
   You thank her for her help and praise her 
skill, bringing a happy smile and a slight 
flush to her cheeks. Shouldering your new 
weapon, you climb back into the saddle 
and ride off along Vanamor Way, pausing 
only to wave back to your new friend.


Turn to 167.


154
Through the sheer strength of your will, 
you throw off the shackles of the Cener 
High Priest’s evil spell. Clarity settles 
upon you and you realise that you are 
whomsoever you decide to be. You are not 
defined by your ancestry, your race, even 
by whatever choices you have made in the 
past. You are the person you are in the here 
and now: that and that alone matters.
   “I am Dorst,” you say quietly, yet your 
voice seems to echo around the vast 
cavern. “I am Dorst and I am no one else.”
   As if waiting for your signal, horns ring 
out and all in the cavern turn to see a host 
of Drakkarim standing at the base of the 
stairs. Yet these are dressed in silver cloaks 
and their armour is of burnished steel. 
Behind you, the Cener High Priest spits in 
anger.
   “You were all slaughtered!” he cries at 
them. “How dare you desecrate the Temple 
of Zantaz with your presence?”
   The Drakkarim do not speak; in answer 
they draw their cold steel swords and 
bring them to bear in preparation, awaiting 
the word to attack. As the resounding 
calls of the horns finally begin to die out, a 
Drakkar taller than the rest calls out: “For 
Ishir and Palmyrion!”
   You are shocked by the battle-cry, for no 
Drakkar has ever given veneration to the 
Goddess of the Moon: it was punishable by 
the most painful and agonising of deaths. 
Yet here is a cohort of Drakkarim who have 
abandoned their Soulless God and given 
themselves to the Moon Goddess. Such 
a thing is unthinkable and yet strangely 
comforting, given your predicament. With 
a cheer, the silver-clad Drakkarim charge 
forward, attacking the massed ranks of the 
Acolytes of Vashna, the Ceners and even 
their fellow kinsmen.
   “Come!” cries out the High Priest behind 
you. “Protect me, my servant!”
   Stalking out of the darkness comes a 
shambling skeletal creature, the bones 
of which are bound in strips of leather 
embalmed with noxious-smelling oils. It is 
almost seven feet tall and though unarmed, 
its bony fingers are like the talons of an 
immense bird. It opens its mouth in a taunt 
to you, though no sounds emanate from 
between its fleshless jaws. You cannot 
retreat back from the altar for fear you 
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may be slaughtered in the confusion of the 
battle, so you draw forth your sword and 
stand against this horror from beyond the 
grave.


Undead Servitor:
combat skill 20     endurance 26


If you manage to defeat this undead 
abomination, turn to 200.


155
You drop to your knees and search through 
the pockets of the dead cultist, but you find 
nothing but a small phial with a stylised 
‘A’ stamped into the side of it. You open 
it up and sniff at the liquid inside, noting 
a faintly acrid tang. Pouring just a drop 
onto the tip of your finger, you note by the 
flickering light of the dying torch that the 
oily liquid is orange in colour. That seals 
it: you know what this potion is and you 
are pleased to have found it. The liquid 
is Alether and is often taken by warriors 
before a difficult battle. It increases the 
imbiber’s natural speed and dexterity for 
a short time, as well as magnifying their 
natural senses of sight and hearing. It is 
highly prized among mercenary bands. 
(If you wish to take the ‘Alether’, record it 
on your Action Chart as a Backpack Item, 
noting that it will temporarily increase 
your combat skill by 2 for the duration of 
one combat. This bonus will apply against 
multiple opponents in the same numbered 
section.)
   A noise from outside draws your 
attention: the slapping sound of leather 
soles upon stone. Having lost your scent, 
your pursuers have decided to search the 
streets more thoroughly. Not wanting to be 
discovered over the body of their erstwhile 
companion, you take a deep breath and 
duck into the cellar opening.


Turn to 103.


156
There is nothing special about the tree 
other than its warped, twisted appearance. 
However, you do glimpse something 
in the branches high above you. As the 
twisted trunk gives you plenty of hand and 


footholds, you quickly ascend to the upper 
branches, which bend worryingly as you 
place your weight upon them. Poking your 
head up through the foliage, you come 
face-to-face with a savage beak that tries to 
peck at your eyes. Pulling back, you see a 
large nest in which sits a bird about three 
feet long with a huge wingspan. It rakes 
at you with its talons before taking to the 
air with an angry cry. Rather than fly off 
across the plains as you hoped, it wheels 
around and dives at you, hoping to knock 
you from your precarious perch. It is a long 
drop down to the ground and you would 
not come away uninjured should you fall. 
You must draw your weapon and defend 
yourself against the attack.


Plains Eagle:
combat skill 8     endurance 6


   Due to the cramped conditions and the 
long drop below you, you must reduce 
your combat skill by 3 for the duration of 
this combat.


If you manage to defeat this avian 
predator, turn to 124.


157
The wood gives way under the assault and 
in through the doorway strides a tall man 
wearing a brown robe, the hood drawn 
up to cover his head. His eyes sparkle 
with madness in the light from the dying 
candles.
   “Death to the unbeliever!” he cries, foam 
and spittle flying from his lips as he draws 
forth a curved dagger and lunges at you. 
You move to parry and defend yourself 
against this maniac.


Guildsman Fanatic:
combat skill 15     endurance 15


You may evade combat at any time 
after the first round by leaping through 
the window: turn to 141.
If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
177.


158
After some miles, the cobblestoned road 
peters out to a mere animal track. Beside 
the road, just where the cobbles end, 
stands a solitary toa tree, its branches 
reaching out in all directions. The bole of 
the tree is warped and gnarled, and the 
branches reach into the sky like the arms 
of a tortured man pleading for mercy. You 
have not seen any vegetation other than 
grass since yesterday and this towering 
toa is both conspicuous and incongruous, 
surrounded by many miles of barren 
grassland. It has something of a sinister 
aura about it, and you recall tales of men 
being nailed to trees and left to die. It 
would be a horrible, lingering death and 
a shiver runs up your spine at the thought 
of it.
   If you have learned of something close 


to a toa tree and wish to investigate, you 
should know which section to turn to now.


Otherwise, if you wish to investigate 
the tree, turn to 156.
If you would prefer to continue 
walking southeast across the Cursed 
Plain, turn to 186.


159
You race into the chamber, but before you 
are able to reach the Ceners, the Drakkar 
they have been reviving steps forward 
and draws his sword. Although clearly 
disoriented, he does not exhibit the same 
insanity of his fellow and takes a stand 
between you and the Ceners, who cackle 
and shriek in victory. They quickly move 
to the next fake tree and begin to revive the 
Drakkar therein. You cannot hope to fight 
off an entire army of Drakkarim backed 
up by Cener Druids. Your heart quails in 
fear and you step back from the guardian 
Drakkar, who advances on you. Overcome 
with terror, you turn tail and flee back into 
the dark tunnel as quickly as you feel able. 
The sounds of pursuit echo along the brick 
walls from behind you, and you curse 
yourself for having come to Famdor. Your 
only hope is that there will be no robed 
men waiting for you in the warehouse.
   You skilfully avoid being lacerated by 
the twisted metal remains of the grating 
and as you are clambering up the steep 
steps, you hear cries of pain from behind 
you—at least one Drakkar has fallen foul 
of the sharp metal spikes. Forcing your 
mind back onto the task at hand, you draw 
your sword and leap out of the shaft into 
the warehouse, but it is deserted. No one is 
waiting for you here. Anxious to be away 
from the Drakkarim coming up from the 
cellar, you race over to the door and push it 
open, throwing yourself out onto the street 
beyond.


Turn to 183.


160
Your erratic and random manoeuvres 
are effective as you attempt to dodge 
the arrow, but the intensive training 
with projectile weapons that the Dark 
Brotherhood put themselves through 
cannot be completely denied. The 
wickedly-barbed arrowhead strikes your 
left thigh, embedding itself painfully into 
the muscle, but doing no lasting damage. 
(Deduct 2 endurance points.) You howl in 
pain, yet you do not falter in your attack 
and the assassin is forced to discard his 







qFighting Fantazine   71


bow and draw his sharp thin blade to 
defend himself.


Dark Brotherhood Assassin:
combat skill 17     endurance 23


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
123.


161
As you tumble over your mount’s head, 
your life flashes before your eyes and you 
remember the happy times you have spent 
at the Chateau Coryene. You are abruptly 
brought back to the present, though, as you 
land awkwardly on the hard clay of the 
road, your left shoulder bearing the brunt 
of the impact, jarring agonisingly. It feels 
as though it may have dislocated and you 
howl in pain—only to hear jeering catcalls 
in mocking response from the Vazhag. 
(Deduct 6 endurance points for your 
painful injury.)
   As you lie there, gasping for breath, you 
are aware of a Vazhag slinking through 
the darkness towards you, while those still 
hidden will be drawing arrows to their 
crude shortbows in readiness to fire. You 
roll over and attempt to draw your sword, 
but you see the hideous creature grinning 
down at you evilly, a sacrificial dagger held 
in its paw as it prepares to stab it down 
into your chest. You sneer up at the murine 
monstrosity and face death without fear, 
even as many thousands of your fellow 
countrymen have done.
   A great thundering, explosive sound 
echoes across the grounds and the Vazhag 
is sent flying backwards as blood erupts 
from the many wounds that suddenly 
pepper its body. It lies still, howling 
plaintively, as its hidden brothers throw 
down their bows and noisily retreat to a 
safe distance. With the pain still burning in 
your shoulder, you take the opportunity to 
reseat your shoulder and half-run, half-
stagger toward the manor house.


Turn to 85.


162
You leap to the side as the shadow passes 
through the space where you were 
standing a mere fraction of a second 
before. Even so, the writhing, grasping 
claws of the shadow’s arms stretch out and 
graze your side, the freezing touch forcing 
the air from your lungs in a pained gasp. 
You clutch your hand to your breast as 


you struggle to breathe, the chill feeling 
of the ghostly claws inching inexorably 
deeper into your soul. With a great gasp 
you inhale deeply and heat returns to your 
chest as you cast off the unnatural blight of 
the shadow. (Deduct 3 endurance points.)
   You are chilled to the bone, but the claws 
of the shadow have passed by and the evil 
Cener magik that brought it into being has 
dissipated. Looking to your right, you see 
that Kaldor managed to dodge the sinister 
apparition and now the both of you draw 
weapons and advance upon the Cener 
acolyte before he can call upon his unholy 
rituals once more. In response, Vorn pulls 
out a sharp sickle from the depths of his 
robes and moves to defend himself.


Guildmaster Vorn:
combat skill 24     endurance 24


   For the duration of this combat, you may 
add 4 to your combat skill total as you are 
fighting alongside Kaldor. He will inflict an 
additional 4 endurance points of damage 
upon Guildmaster Vorn in each round of 
combat (which you must apply after any 
damage you inflict upon the Guildmaster).


If you manage to defeat this Cenerese 
infiltrator, turn to 112.


163
As you pass beyond the hills and enter 
the low valley plain that lies before Grey 
Peak you feel the strange sensation of 
being watched. The hairs on the nape 
of your neck prickle and you glance 
around you, suddenly wary, your nerves 
jangling. Turning around, you glimpse a 
hooded figure clad in black standing in 
the shadows cast by the hill. He stands in 
a strange pose, the reason for which you 
cannot quite make out in the gloom. You 
call out to him harshly, demanding that he 
step into the light where you can see him. 
His response is to let loose the carefully-
aimed arrow that was nocked to his bow. 
The arrow speeds through the air towards 
you and you are forced to throw yourself 
to the side. 
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table. If you possess the Special Skill of 
Battle Tactics or Infiltration add 1; if you 
possess both of these Special Skills, add 3.


If the number you have picked is 0–4, 
turn to 120.
If the number you have picked is 5–12, 
turn to 176.


164
After a couple of hundred yards, you begin 
to hear noises up ahead. You slow your 
pace, wondering if it is the robed men 
having entered from another shaft. By the 
faint glow that is shining from around the 
corner you make out that the tunnel takes 
a sharp turn to the right not far ahead. You 
creep up ahead to the bend, straining your 
ears.
   Peeking around, you can see a long 
narrow chamber illuminated by strange 
bowls that hang from the ceiling. 
Their contents must be some strange 
phosphorescent material, for the soft light 
provided does not flicker the way that 
flames do. Tree trunks, the sort of which 
you saw being brought to Famdor by 
the wagoneers, are standing upright at 
regular intervals all along the chamber 
as far as you can see. About thirty feet 
into the chamber are two men dressed in 
robes different to those worn by the men 
who chased you earlier. By their scarred, 
pock-marked faces and guttural tongue, 
you recognise them to be Cener Druids, the 
bane of Freeland society. They must have 
travelled here secretly from their home 
country of Ruel to the east. What they are 
doing makes you fear for your life and the 
lives of all those who live in Famdor.
   Tapping on one of the trunks, a hidden 
door slides open to reveal an armoured 
warrior, a Drakkar, replete with black 
sword. He appears to be in some sort of 
deep sleep, for one of the Cener Druids 
places a strange circlet upon his head and 
the other begins to chant in the Cener 
language. The circlet begins to glow and, 
with a pained scream, the Drakkar’s eyes 
fly open and he pushes the Ceners aside, 
lurching forward with staccato steps, 
his eyes glassy and unseeing as he flees 
toward the tunnel where you are currently 
hiding, his arms swinging around him as if 
he is fighting off unseen foes.


If you possess Infiltration, turn to 133.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 181.


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure
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165
You walk toward the twinkling lights, 
eager to discover what is causing them. 
Even so, you take the precaution of 
approaching as silently as you are able—
discretion being the better part of valour, 
after all. You have learned that hard 
lesson over many years of working for the 
Coryene family. You chuckle silently to 
yourself at the number of times you were 
forced to cover for the Baroness when she 
was a child, making sure her father did not 
find out about her youthful high spirits. It 
is just as you are smiling in mirth that the 
clouds part and the light of Ishir shines 
down to illuminate a figure not ten yards 
from where you are standing, dressed head 
to toe in black: tunic, leggings and a face 
mask that leaves only his eyes uncovered. 
It is unclear which of you is the more 
surprised to see the other.
   You realise immediately that this man is 
an assassin of the Dark Brotherhood based 
in the city of Rhem. They auction their 
macabre services to the highest bidder and 
something tells you that this murderer’s 
presence here in the countryside near 
Famdor is no accident. Giving vent to no 
words of disdain or anger, he calmly draws 
forth a sharp rapier and stalks decisively 
toward you. Hurriedly, you unsheathe 
your sword and fall into a defensive stance. 
There will be no quarter given in this fight, 
you are sure of that.


Dark Brotherhood Assassin:
combat skill 21     endurance 18


If you manage to defeat this stalker of the 
night, turn to 102.


166
Game is rare on this arid rolling prairie, 
but your expert knowledge allows you to 
find other, less tasty foodstuffs. After about 
twenty minutes of digging around, you 
have unearthed enough roots and tubers 
for 2 Meals. Though they look admittedly 
unappetising, these tasteless bulbs are a 
good source of strength for the travelling 
man. With no reason to linger, you stow 
the food in your Backpack and head off in 
search of Grey Peak once more. (Add the 2 
Meals to your Action Chart.)


Turn to 180.


167
The road twists and turns, joining several 
others as it heads toward the centre of 
the town. After one final dogleg you 
are deposited in a large open square 
dominated by a newly-constructed three-
storey timbered building. Two wide double 
doors stand open directly opposite you 
across the plaza, leading inside. A large 
gaudily-painted sign above the doors 
proclaims the name of the establishment to 
be The Guildsman’s Respite.
   Well-to-do men and women enter and 
exit with surprising frequency, while 
wagoneers doff their caps to such élite 
clientele, reining their horses to a stop to 
allow them to cross their path unmolested. 
Guards amble around the plaza, chasing off 
children or anyone considered undesirable. 
It seems that Famdor is currently operating 
on a two-tier system of the wealthy and the 
peasantry, and the former group has little 
time for the latter.
   Evening is falling now and you are eager 
to rest for the night before beginning your 
search for the traitor in the morning. You 
ride over to one of the guards and ask 
whether the inn has dedicated stabling for 
those staying there. Looking at you with an 
expression akin to complete contempt, he 
assures you that The Guildsman’s Respite 
does indeed provide such a service, though 
he doubts whether you would be able to 
afford to stay in such a luxurious auberge.
   Stung by his dismissal of your social 
status, you ride past him and around to the 
back of the inn, where a stableboy takes the 
reins of your horse. You tell him to stable 
your steed and you walk through the yard 
toward the rear entrance. Pushing the 
doors open, you enter a plushly-decorated 
bar area where several wealthy patrons 
are eating their evening repast. Striding 
past them, you pass through another set of 
doors into the main reception area where a 
dapper young man stands behind a desk. 
Walking over to him, you ask him for a 
room for the night. He looks over your 
travel-stained clothing and dust-grimed 
face with some disdain.
   “One night in The Guildsman’s Respite is 
20 Lune, good sir,” he says snottily.
   You force yourself to remain composed, 
but inside you are seething: despite the 
airs and pretentions put on by the staff, 
this is no high-class establishment, it is 
merely masquerading as one. Nevertheless, 
you need a comfortable night’s sleep so 
you count the money out and place it on 
the desk. With a newfound respect for 
you, having seen that you can afford their 
extortionate prices, the clerk pockets the 
money and hands over a large key with 
your room number stamped on it. He 
tells you that as a paying customer, you 
are entitled to one free drink from the 
bar, though any subsequent drinks must 
be paid for. With a nod of his head in 
dismissal, he then returns to his ledgers. 
(Remember to erase 20 Lune from your 
Action Chart. If you lack sufficient funds, 


you may hand over 2 Backpack Items 
instead.)
   At a loose end, you wander into the bar 
and show the barman your key. He nods 
and pours you a foaming pint of locally-
brewed ale, which has a strong, malty 
flavour. As you stand at the bar and slowly 
sip at your drink, someone nudges your 
side. Turning, you see what you take to be 
a farmer standing beside you. His clothes 
are almost as stained as yours and he wears 
a simple hat on his head. His features are 
hidden behind several days’ growth of 
untrimmed stubble, though when he grins 
at you, you note that he has a mouth full of 
pearly-white teeth.
   The farmer introduces himself as 
Kaldor and tells you that he is staying 
the night here. You begin chatting about 
inconsequential matters and find your 
companion to be a man after your own 
heart. When the topic turns to current 
events, however, his voice lowers and he 
regards you with a curious eye.
   “Strange how so many of them wagons 
keep coming in, bringing timbers for the 
sawmills, yet they are still half-full on the 
way out,” he muses.
   “Not so!” snaps the barman, for whom 
it has been a slow night and who has 
been eavesdropping on your conversation 
for many minutes. “What’s being sent 
back is what is rejected. Famdor is built 
on excellence and only the best quality 
materials are good enough to be used 
here.”
   “It’s funny, though,” says Kaldor 
innocently. “I’m sure I happened to see a 
paint-mark on one of the trunks that was 
rejected, yet I could swear I saw the exact 
same log again on an inbound wagon just 
the following day.”
   The barman shrugs and warns against 
tampering with the Guild’s merchandise. 
He suggests that the lumberjacks in 
the villages of Yasaul and Rozdin keep 
sending back rejected materials in the hope 
that they will get through the rigorous 
inspection a second time. 
   “It’s possible, I suppose,” concurs 
Kaldor, though you are sure he does not 
believe a word of it. Finishing up his ale, 
he hands the tankard back to the barman 
and takes his leave, citing an early morning 
tomorrow. You are also tempted to turn 
in, but you have not eaten for hours and 
your stomach is rumbling behind your belt. 
Glancing at a board behind the bar which 
serves as a bill of fare, you note that a hot 
meal will cost you a further 8 Lune.


If you have enough money and wish to 
order some food, turn to 175.
If you lack sufficient funds or would 
prefer to retire to your room directly, 
turn to 187.


168
Those of the Dark Brotherhood of Rhem 
undergo intensive and ongoing training 
in accuracy with ranged weapons. 
Unfortunately for you, this assassin 
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has anticipated your every move as he 
launches the arrow at you. You are not 
even halfway to the assassin when the 
barbed projectile punches through your 
leather jerkin and embeds itself in your 
chest between your ribs. You experience 
a flash of white-hot agony as the barbed 
arrowhead gouges into your heart, gouts 
of your lifeblood erupting from your chest 
and your mouth. Momentum carries you 
forward for several steps until you crash 
to the ground, pushing the arrow even 
further into your chest. After giving vent to 
one final cry of anguish, you lie still, never 
to move again. The last words you ever 
hear spoken come from the assassin: “Well, 
that’s taken care of that.”
   Tragically, your life and your quest end 
here within sight of Grey Peak and so close 
to your goal.


169
Despite your best efforts, the gargling 
sound you manage to produce sounds 
more like a river storgh than a feral 
hunting cat. Attracted to your unfortunate 
noises, the Elix stalks nearer and then 
gives vent to a triumphant yowl as it 
catches your scent. It quickly homes in 
on you, racing toward you at full tilt, and 
it is all you can do to snatch your sword 
from where it lies in the grass and defend 
yourself. You recall now that the grizzled 
old veteran had confided in you that the 
technique hadn’t worked for him either; it 
was the Elix that had taken his left arm!
The Elix comes to a stop a few feet away 
and begins to stalk around you, watching 
you closely for any sign of weakness. Then, 
without any warning, it leaps at you, its 
sharp claws raking at your face.


Hungry Elix:
combat skill 14     endurance 22


If you manage to defeat this feral 
feline, turn to 193.


170
You turn your horse around and lead him 
as quietly as possible back along the lane, 
far enough that you should be able to 
build up enough speed to charge through 
the makeshift barricade the Vazhag have 
erected. When you have retreated to a 
sufficient distance, you remount and 
take a deep breath, knowing that you 
will need all your skills as a rider for the 
charge. Kicking your spurs into your 
horse’s flanks, you goad him immediately 
to the gallop. He flies along the lane like 
the wind, alerting the besiegers to your 
presence. You hear the Cener Druid shout 
out: “There he is! Get him!”
   The cowardly rat-men are knocked aside 
and trampled as you charge past them and 
through their barricade, but others have 
been stationed along the tall hedge that 
surrounds Chevail’s property and your 
blood runs cold as you hear the telltale 
sounds of arrows speeding toward your 
unprotected back. You duck low to your 
mount’s neck, hoping they have aimed 
high, but luck is not with you this night, 
for the Vazhag have aimed for your steed. 
Your poor horse is peppered with almost 
a dozen arrows and whinnies in pain and 
fear. Although a trained warhorse, it has its 
limits and its legs give way beneath it. Your 
horse’s abrupt halt sends you flying out of 
the saddle to sail over its head.
   Pick a number from the Random Number 
Table. If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
add 2 to the number you have picked.


If the number you have picked is 0, 
turn to 192.
If it is 1–4, turn to 161.
If it is 5–9, turn to 143.


171
The shadow rapidly grows in size, seeming 
to take on the shape of a bestial creature 
with a long snout and muscular arms 
and legs. Although silent, its movements 
seem to show it bellowing in rage and 
anger at the two of you. Without warning, 
it launches itself directly at you and you 
throw yourself to the side as you attempt 
to avoid its chill touch.
   Fortunately, your training has imbued 
you with almost preternatural speed and 
skill in dodging a surprise attack. You 
throw yourself to the carpeted floor and 
the nebulous shadow passes over you, 


right through the space where you were 
standing but a fraction of a second ago. 
The shadow twists and swings out its 
long arms like tendrils of darkness itself, 
seeking desperately to touch you, but you 
roll quickly aside and even this final attack 
passes over you, though by scant inches.
   Having passed by, the evil Cener magik 
that brought the shadow into being 
dissipates harmlessly. Looking to your 
right, you see that Kaldor also managed to 
dodge the sinister apparition and now the 
both of you draw weapons and advance 
upon the Cener acolyte before he can call 
upon his unholy rituals once more. In 
response, Vorn pulls out a sharp sickle 
from the depths of his robes and moves to 
defend himself.


Guildmaster Vorn:
combat skill 24     endurance 24


   For the duration of this combat, you may 
add 4 to your combat skill total as you are 
fighting alongside Kaldor. He will inflict an 
additional 4 endurance points of damage 
upon Guildmaster Vorn in each round of 
combat (which you must apply after any 
damage you inflict upon the Guildmaster).


If you manage to defeat this Cenerese 
infiltrator, turn to 112.


172
You beseech the Goddess of the Moon 
to aid you, begging for her help in the 
face of overwhelming odds. You plead 
for her power in overcoming these 
enemies of Good who would seek to 
throw Magnamund into chaos. Those 
assembled gasp at hearing the name of the 
beautiful Goddess invoked, for they fear 
her as much as they fear her companion, 
the glorious Kai, God of the Sun. The 
two dwell together on the Plane of Light 
and have ever resisted Naar, King of the 
Darkness, whose servants are all around 
you here. The Goddess is kindly but stern, 
even as the moon’s light is bright and yet 
cold, and her history of disregarding your 
prayers haunts you like the very spectre of 
death.


If you possess a Silver Fork, turn to 
142.
If you do not possess this Special Item, 
turn to 191.


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure
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173
You creep slowly away from the stairwell, 
your touch on the brickwork of the walls 
guiding you further along, deeper into 
the earth. The stones underfoot seem 
dry, though the noxious stench is almost 
overpowering. Your training kicks in 
and you tear off some strips from your 
undershirt and wrap them around the 
blade of your sword. You drop to your 
knees and scrabble around on the stone 
floor, and you are in luck for you find a 
couple of flints that are large enough to 
suit your purpose. Striking them together, 
you manage to make a spark that catches 
on the cloth. With your expert husbandry, 
you are able to coax the smouldering linen 
strips into a flame, providing a torch to 
illuminate the tunnel ahead just enough for 
you to see by.
   You quickly move forward, eager to 
put some distance between yourself and 
whoever is in the warehouse above. After 
a hundred feet or so, you see an archway 
standing in the tunnel ahead. It was once 
blocked by metal grating, but this has 
been savagely hacked away, leaving sharp 
iron spines sticking out from the stone 
surround. Had you blundered into this 
unsighted, you would have been in for a 
nasty surprise.
   Gingerly passing through the archway, 
you continue following the tunnel. After 
a couple of hundred yards, you begin to 
hear noises up ahead and you slow your 
pace, wondering if it is the robed men 
having entered from another shaft. By the 
light of your torch you make out that the 
tunnel takes a sharp turn to the right not 
far ahead, and you think that a faint glow 
is shining from around the corner. Careful 
to keep your torch hidden, you creep up 
ahead to the bend, straining your ears.
   Peeking around, you can see a long 
narrow chamber illuminated by strange 
bowls that hang from the ceiling. 
Their contents must be some strange 
phosphorescent material, for the soft light 
provided does not flicker the way that 
flames do. Tree trunks, the sort of which 
you saw being brought to Famdor by 
the wagoneers, are standing upright at 
regular intervals all along the chamber 
as far as you can see. About thirty feet 
into the chamber are two men dressed in 
robes different to those worn by the men 
who chased you earlier. By their scarred, 
pock-marked faces and guttural tongue, 
you recognise them to be Cener Druids, the 
bane of Freeland society. They must have 
travelled here secretly from their home 
country of Ruel to the east. What they are 
doing makes you fear for your life, and the 
lives of all those who live in Famdor.
   Tapping on one of the trunks, a hidden 
door slides open to reveal an armoured 
warrior, a Drakkar, replete with black 
sword. He appears to be in some sort of 
deep sleep, for one of the Cener Druids 
places a strange circlet upon his head and 
the other begins to chant in the Cener 


language. The circlet begins to glow and, 
with a pained scream, the Drakkar’s eyes 
fly open and he pushes the Ceners aside, 
lurching forward with staccato steps, his 
eyes glassy and unseeing as he flees toward 
the tunnel where you are currently hiding, 
his arms swinging around him as if he is 
fighting off unseen foes.


If you possess Infiltration, turn to 133.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
turn to 181.


174
The Elix gives a start, its fur bristling. It 
hisses angrily in your direction and you 
worry that your ruse has failed. However, 
it turns tail and flees over a low rise, 
disappearing into the distance, its tail 
between its legs. You watch for some time 
in case it returns, but it does not; it must 


have gone off in search of easier prey. You 
sigh in relief.
   The thought of food causes you to turn 
your gaze out to the southeast, but you can 
see no sign of Grey Peak on the horizon. 
You wonder how many days it will take 
you to reach the edge of the Cursed Plain 
where this altar supposedly lies—and what 
will be waiting there for you when you 
arrive. You open your Backpack and take 
stock of your food supplies.


If you wish to forage for food, turn to 
166.
If you believe you have enough food to 
reach Grey Peak, turn to 180.


175
You order a meal from the barman and 
hand over the 8 Lune (remember to erase 
this amount from your Action Chart). He 







qFighting Fantazine   75


directs you over to a table by the wall 
where you sit impatiently as your dinner 
is prepared. Soon, though not soon 
enough for your liking, the barman returns 
sporting a white chef’s toque and carrying 
a platter of roast chicken and vegetables. 
You have to force yourself not to simply 
dig in but to maintain proper decorum as 
befits a retainer to the Baroness Coryene. 
Even so, you do not spend too long 
savouring the meal and you clear the plate 
in less time than it took for it to arrive.
   Thanking the barman on your way 
out, you take your leave and head to 
your room, pleasantly sated. (Restore 3 
endurance points for this delicious meal.)


Turn to 187.


176
Your speed and skill are second to none 
this day, for you launch yourself aside 
just as the arrow whooshes harmlessly 
over you to embed itself into the soft soil 
of the hill behind you. You tumble to the 
ground, landing face down. Turning your 
head to the side, you see the dark-robed 
figure step out into the light and you shiver 
at the sight of him, for you know exactly 
what he is and who he represents: by the 
close-fitting black tunic, black leggings 
and black face mask that leaves only his 
eyes uncovered, you deduce that he is a 
member of the Dark Brotherhood of Rhem, 
a Guild of Assassins that has blighted the 
Stornlands for many a long year. These 
killers-for-hire will relentlessly pursue 
whomever it is they have been contracted 
to murder, slaughtering any and all who 
get in their way. Rumour has it that they 
are in frequent contact with the Acolytes 
of Vashna, a maniacal sect which worships 
Vashna, the first and mightiest of all the 
Darklords.


If you possess Marksmanship and a 
Yew Bow (not an Unstrung Yew Bow), 
turn to 140.
If you do not possess this Special Skill 
and this Weapon, turn to 134.


177
As the Guildsman falls, another appears 
at the doorway, dressed identically 
in a brown robe and hooded against 
identification. Behind him you see several 
others clamouring to enter your room and 
attack. Spinning on your heel, you turn 
back to the window and make to leave, but 
your route is also blocked that way, for a 
band of fanatical Guildsmen are waiting 
for you on the cobblestones below and 
they let loose a cackling cry as they see 
your head appear. In vain you turn back 
to your room, but a heavy blow to the side 
of your head knocks you down and you 
lie insensate, staring at the ceiling as your 
vision swims with dancing pinpricks of 
light.
   “What shall we do, Group Leader?” 


wheezes one of the robed men who have 
entered your room.
   “The Guildmaster’s commands are very 
clear,” sneers another in answer. “The 
changeling must not be allowed to live!”
   Try as you might, you cannot gather your 
wits or form words with your tongue. The 
Group Leader draws a sacrificial dagger 
from his robe and kneels over you as you 
try to gasp out your name, to tell him that 
you are not who he thinks you are, but it is 
too late. With one savage stroke he plunges 
the dagger into your chest, shattering 
your ribs with his unnatural strength and 
puncturing your heart. As you lie there 
dying, the last words you ever hear are 
spoken by the head of this unholy coven.
   “The Guildmaster’s will be done on 
Magnamund as it is on the Plane of 
Darkness.”
   Sadly, your life and your mission have 
come to an untimely end here.


178
You feel a strange warmth in your chest 
that rapidly grows in intensity until you 
feel as though you are burning inside. 
Despite the pain, your strength returns 
and you can feel wounds begin to heal 
across your body. (Pick a number from 
the Random Number Table and restore this 
number of endurance points due to the 
unholy power of Zantaz that currently 
runs through your veins.) With a cry 
partly of pain, partly of determination, 
you clench your fists and set your mind in 
opposition to the Cener Priest. He falters 
in his chanting, but then renews his words 
with a fresh vigour, pitting the power of 
his wicked sorcery against your steadfast 
resistance of returning to a barbarous 
Drakkar.
   Now you must pick another number 
from the Random Number Table and modify 
it according to the following criteria:
   For each of the following Special Items 
that you possess, deduct 1 from the score: 
Black Metal Brooch, Jade Frog.
   For each of the following Special Items 
that you possess, add 1 to the score: Ebony 
Ring, Ivory Button.
   Furthermore, if you possess a Steel Cog, 
add 2 to your score; if you possess a Small 
Amethyst, you must deduct 2 from your 
score.


If your total is now 6 or less, turn to 
128.
If it is 7 or more, turn to 154.


179
jigi ruzzar " kog eguka 


ga dagzok. oka nartez " iak 


ritzag edzar hel kog gagjak 


dagzoka. zazgog sener zek 


kog kotdak. naog rutzog 


Ogadaka halnirion kondik. doka 


kuz " eg koga jigi. tAg iak 


laztik doka.


- - - - - -


jigi ruzzar rogag kog eguka ga dagzok. 
oka nartez rogag iak ritzag-edzar-hel kog 
gagjak-dagzoka. zazgog cener zek kog 
kotdak. naog-rutzog orgadaka palmyrion 
kondik. doka kuz rogag eg koga jigi. taag 
iak laztik doka.


- - - - - -


The enchantment will destroy the land in 
three days. We will assemble at the Grey 
Peak in the Borderlands. The Cener Temple 
is hidden in a cave. Do not allow the 
Palmyrion humans inside. They will try 
to stop the enchantment. Kill them at the 
entrance.


(Now return to the section you noted 
down.)


180
Eventually, evening comes and the setting 
sun paints the sky myriad shades of purple 
and red. The silence of the Cursed Plain 
is overwhelming and cheerless; even the 
cicadas are silent out here on this bleak, 
desolate moor. There is no shelter to be 
found this night and you pass the time 
slipping in and out of sleep as you shiver 
for warmth. (Before retiring, you must eat 
a Meal or lose 3 endurance points.)
   Morning comes, bringing with it a 
pale sky and a few low scudding clouds. 
Anxious to find this Grey Peak you are 
away as soon as the light is good enough 
to see by, striding across the barren lands 
with as much purpose as you can muster. It 
is just before noon that you finally arrive at 
the strip of hard-baked clay that forms the 
military road from Stonewatch to Castle 
Novanya. Although the road is practically 
flat and straight, you can see no travellers 
or troops in either direction. You stop 
here to slake your thirst and eat to restore 
strength. (Again, you must now eat a Meal 
or lose 3 endurance points.)
   To the southeast beyond the road are the 
Skardos Borderlands: hilly, rocky wastes 
that climb toward the Skardos Mountains. 
As you rest here, you are idly gazing out 
toward these hills when something catches 
your eye. Although the heat haze obscures 
the horizon, you think you can make out 
something between the hills poking up 
into the sky, somewhat in the shape of a 
tall isosceles triangle. Perhaps it is wishful 
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thinking, or perhaps you have found your 
goal. You set off without delay and as an 
hour passes and then a second, the details 
of this grey rocky spur crystallise before 
you as it looms over the undulating land 
surrounding it, the hills obscuring your 
view of its base. It is strange that this 
conspicuous feature is on no map that you 
have ever seen; but then again, if it is the 
site of an unspeakable act of evil in the 
distant past, perhaps no one now cares to 
locate it.
   You turn inward, introspectively 
considering what events have led you to 
this point. You are consigned to the fact 
that there will likely be a coven of Ceners 
or Drakkarim at Grey Peak and that you 
will probably die. But if your presence 
will prevent the blight from destroying the 
land, you are ready to sacrifice yourself 
that others might live. Your thoughts turn 
to the Baroness and you hope that she 
will be safe. You also wonder about the 
dreams you have been having. What is 
their significance? Yet you are resigned that 
most likely you will never find out. Even 
the Goddess has forsaken you, after all.
   You are burdened by such dark thoughts 
as you pass between two dome-shaped 
hills and see ahead of you the base of the 
great granite peak jutting up through the 
thin soil. A cave mouth, dark and sinister, 
is at the base of Grey Peak, almost directly 
opposite you, less than a mile ahead. That 
must be the entrance to the Temple of 
Zantaz where the accursed altar stands 
waiting for some unholy ritual. You steel 
your resolve and prepare to face whatever 
awaits you inside.


If you possess an Ebony Ring, turn to 
184.
If you do not possess this Special Item, 
turn to 163.


181
You try to dodge out of the way, but on 
some subconscious level the Drakkar 
knows you are an enemy and he swings 
his sword at you aggressively. He is not 
making any efforts to defend himself; 
rather, he is going all out to attack and 
kill you. No matter how hard you strike 
him, he does not seem to feel any pain and 
comes back at you relentlessly.


Insane Drakkar:
combat skill 14     endurance 14


   Due to the crazed nature of the Drakkar, 
you must reduce the damage you inflict 
upon him each round by 1.


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 
145.


182
With nothing else for it, you realise that 
you will have to defeat these vicious 
predators or they will continue to hound 
your steps, seeking out the best time to 
attack. Drawing your sword, you square 
off against your canine foes. Each of the 
Akataz lets out a howl as they both charge 
headlong at you, intending to make you 
their next meal.


First Akataz:
combat skill 16     endurance 12


Second Akataz:
combat skill 14     endurance 11


If you manage to defeat both of these 
ravenous hounds, turn to 188.


183
You race out into the street to a terrifying 
sight: Drakkarim are bursting out through 
the doors of the warehouses all around 
you, wreaking havoc and destruction upon 
everything in their paths. They batter down 
doors of the hovels of those dwellings 
here in the poorer quarters, intent on 
massacring those inside. Screams of terror 
and of the dying fill the air; you are filled 
with revulsion at the wanton destruction 
wrought by these evil humans. As much 
as your head is telling you to flee for your 
life, you cannot stand by as the innocent 
people of Famdor are slaughtered in their 
beds. With a loud bellow you call the men 
to fight, racing along the lane, banging 
loudly on the doors of dwellings, barging 
Drakkarim aside as you race back toward 
the more populous quarter of Famdor, 
shouting the alarm, calling the menfolk 
to fight with all your strength until your 
throat is raw and your voice is little more 
than a rasp in your throat.


If you possess a Steel Cog, turn to 119.
If you do not possess this Special Item, 
turn to 190.


184
Your senses are strained to breaking point 
as you walk across the vale between the 
hills toward the towering granite peak that 
dwarfs you, leaving you feeling small and 
insignificant. From high above you hear 
the cawing of blackbirds or ravens—birds 
of ill-omen whatever they are. They glide 
overhead and you are struck by a dark 
fancy that they are following you, their 
beady eyes boring into you, hoping to peck 
the flesh from the bones of your still-warm 
corpse. Such dark thoughts; and yet, you 
have come here ready to die, for you are 
just one man against a congregation of 
evildoers.
   You pause as you reach the cave mouth, 
feeling the sun at your back, peering into 
the darkness ahead of you. There can be no 
turning back now. You firm your resolve, 
hoping against hope that the words of the 
scroll are true, that the presence of a non-
worshipper of the Dark Gods will prevent 
the foretold blight. You cannot allow your 
fellow countrymen to suffer at the hands 
of these fiends. Your mind turns to the 
Baroness and you draw comfort that your 
sacrifice here should hopefully save her 
life.
   You cannot put off the inevitable. 
You cross the threshold and enter the 
forbidding cave, leaving the world of men 
behind you. As your eyes quickly adjust 
to the low light, you see a gap at the back 
of the cave, a hole leading down into 
the depths below Grey Peak, perhaps a 
hundred yards or so across from you. As 
you walk toward it, a clamour distracts 
you, the sound of men speaking a foul 
tongue. You spin around to see dozens of 
Drakkarim, clad in their ceremonial black 
spiked armour, pouring into the cave 
behind you, while others seem to spring 
from behind the boulders and stalagmites 
that litter the floor of this large cave. There 
is nowhere to hide, nowhere to run. Yet 
they do not attack you. Instead, they let 
out cheers and catcalls. Each one reaches 
out to clasp your shoulder or firmly clap 
you on the back. Their happy, smiling faces 
are more terrifying to you than even their 
wrath.
   Soon you find yourself propelled by the 
sheer weight of numbers, forced ahead 
through the gap and down rough-cut steps 
beyond. After some yards, the right-hand 
wall falls away and you find yourself 
perched precariously on the steps as they 
hug the wall of a vast cavern, lit by magical 
flames that flare up as you gingerly 
descend lower. Dominating the cavern at 
its centre is a raised dais, upon which is a 
block of black marble shot through with 
lurid red veins. It is the Cener Altar the 
message spoke of; it is the site of the vile 
ritual to bring the blight upon the land.
   Standing before the altar is a cadaverous 
old man, his face covered in scars and 
warts, his cheeks sunken with age, 
infirmity and malnutrition. He is the new 
Cener High Priest of this vile temple, the 
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conduit through whom many of the attacks 
on Palmyrion have come. To the north, 
Prince Lutha of Eldenora encroaches upon 
your country; but from the east have come 
the Ceners and their loyal followers to 
attack your homeland. As you descend 
further, you make out groups huddled 
together: the red-robed Acolytes of Vashna, 
with a stylised skull motif on their hoods; 
more Drakkarim, vicious humans who 
were allied to the Darklords; and sundry 
other traitors, murderers and servants of 
the Dark Gods. You stand alone as a man of 
Palmyrion, loyal to truth, justice, freedom 
and the other fundamental principles upon 
which your land is built.
   As you reach the bottom of the narrow 
steps, you are pushed ahead by the surge 
of Drakkarim behind you, through the 
groups of evil men and women who sneer 
and snarl at you as you are forced past, 
directly ahead to the very centre of the 
cavern. Only when you stand before the 
sinister altar and the even more sinister 
High Priest are you allowed to stop and 
catch your breath. The Cener High Priest 
grins at you, revealing his mouth of teeth 
that have all been filed to sharp points. 
He begins to intone words in an ancient 
language and the flames are whipped up 
as though a gale is blowing through the 
cavern, despite being a hundred feet below 
ground. As his chanting reaches a loud 
crescendo, he reaches out to lay his hands 
upon you.


If you wish to allow the Cener priest to 
touch you, turn to 106.
If you would prefer to knock his hand 
away, turn to 149.


185
You leap from the shadows at the figure, 
just at the apex of the torch’s swing to the 
far side from you. You catch him unawares, 
knocking him from his feet and sending 
the torch skittering away, though it remains 
lit, casting eerie shadows across your foe. 
He spits a gobbet of blood and phlegm 
from his mouth and staggers to his feet 
before you can press home your advantage, 
turning to face you as he draws a wicked-
looking dagger from the depths of his 
scarlet robes. A skull-and-crossbones motif 
is emblazoned upon the hood that half-
covers his face, and you realise your grave 
peril.
   Standing before you is an Acolyte of 
Vashna, an evil sect that worships Vashna, 
mightiest of the Darklords, as a god. 
Vashna was defeated many centuries 
ago by King Ulnar I of Sommerlund and 
his body was cast into the bottomless 
depths of the Maakengorge, along with 
the corpses of his troops. Since that day, 
rumours persist that Vashna was never 
truly defeated and that he will return to 
wreak vengeance upon the Sommlending 
and the Royal House of Ulnar. This evil 
cult is regularly to be found allying itself 


to the Cener Druids and both groups 
continue to practise their wicked rites 
across the face of Magnamund, despite 
all the pogroms waged against them. The 
Acolytes of Vashna are well known for 
their savagery, for they fear neither death 
nor pain. Thankful that his accomplices 
have passed by, you attack the evil zealot 
before he can call for aid.


Acolyte of Vashna:
combat skill 14     endurance 18


If you manage to defeat him, turn to 155.


186
Leaving the overgrown cobblestoned 
roadway behind, you trek out into the 
wild open grassland, heading westwards 
for about an hour before turning once 
more to the southeast. From this distance, 
you cannot even make out the line of the 
roadway as it cuts across the Cursed Plain. 
It is nearly noon, the sun beating down 
upon you relentlessly, when you hear the 
wheezing howl of canine pursuit. You 
glance behind you and see two Akataz, 
war dogs specially bred by the Drakkarim. 
These are vicious hunters and track their 
prey mercilessly unless killed or put off the 
scent.


If you possess The Way of the Wild, 
turn to 111.
If you possess at least 2 Meals and 
wish to throw them to the Akataz to 
distract them, turn to 118.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
or at least 2 Meals, or if you do not 
wish to make use of either, turn to 182.


187
The clerk by the front desk directs you 
to your room on the first floor. Thanking 
him, you wander up the main stairwell 
and along a carpeted hallway in search 
of Room 17. You soon find it and enter, 
locking the door behind you. The day’s 
exertions are catching up with you and you 
feel dead on your feet. (Unless you have 
just eaten, you must now eat a Meal or 
deduct 3 endurance points.)
   You lie back on the comfortable bed, 
intending to just rest your eyes for a few 
minutes. The next thing you know, it is 
night and the candles that lit your room 
have burned down low. A chill breeze 
blows in from the open window, and 
you drag yourself to your feet and step 
across the room to close it. As you look out 
through the opening across the roofs of 
the stables at the rear, a sixth sense warns 
you that the window was closed when 
you first entered the room. Shocked to full 
wakefulness, you unsheathe your sword 
and drop to the floor as a spinning blade 
whizzes over you, right through the space 
where your head was scant seconds before.
   Your eyes focus on the source of the 


missile that almost decapitated you. On 
the hardwood floor in front of you is a 
black-furred creature that resembles a 
badger, but with bat-like wings sprouting 
from its back. It stands upright on its hind 
paws, but is hunched over like an old man 
so it is difficult to gauge its true height. It 
hisses in anger that its attack has failed and 
swipes its wickedly sharp claws at you, 
which glint threateningly in the light of the 
guttering candles.


Kiroqx:
combat skill 11     endurance 13


If you manage to defeat this unnatural 
summonation, turn to 194.


188
You stagger back from the bodies of the 
two dead canines, gulping in the arid 
plains air as you try to regain control of 
your breathing and pulse. Sometimes you 
feel you are getting too old for this! You 
stop to rest some paces away and you 
are amazed to see the clouds of flies that 
appear as if from nowhere to buzz around 
the stinking carcasses of the Akataz. It 
would be unwise to linger here too long, 
for the stench of blood carries for many 
miles over the plains and opportunist 
predators such as hyenas may come in 
search of an easy meal.
   The thought of food causes you to turn 
your gaze out to the southeast, but you can 
see no sign of a Grey Peak on the horizon. 
You wonder how many days it will take 
you to reach the edge of the Cursed Plain 
where this altar supposedly lies—and what 
will be waiting there for you when you 
arrive. You open your Backpack and take 
stock of your food supplies.


If you possess The Way of the Wild 
and wish to forage for food, turn to 
166.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
or if you believe you have enough food 
to reach Grey Peak, turn to 180.
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189
You urge your horse off the road and 
dismount, tying the reins to the half-
rotten hitching post. Wagoneers that see 
you sneer and scowl, one or two even 
deigning to spit in your direction as 
their carts trundle past. Ignoring them, 
you enter the shop and are immediately 
assailed by wafts of fragrant smoke that 
swirl and eddy in the breeze coming 
through the open door. You wave your 
hands before you, trying to clear a path 
through the sickly-sweet miasma, and you 
glimpse tall freestanding wooden shelves 
set out in a regular pattern—three across 
by four deep—and filled top to bottom 
with sundry miscellaneous items. As you 
penetrate the smog further, you espy an 
aged man sat behind a counter at the 
rear of the shop drawing on a Vassagonia 
hookah—the source of all the smoke. He 
looks up at you in surprise and the hookah 
slips from between his lips.
   “Welcome, good sir,” he splutters 
between gut-wrenching coughs. “This is 
the Famdor Emporium of Miscellaneous 
Merchandise. I am its proprietor, Marbor 
the Munificent.” He bows from the waist, 
allowing you to interrupt his patter and 
introduce yourself. Having traded names, 
Marbor begins to describe his stock, 
beginning at A for Abacus. As he pauses 
for breath at Accordion, you wave him off, 
saying that you would like to browse. He 
looks unhappy, but acquiesces, returning to 
his stool and his hookah.
   Noxious as you find the air in here, you 
do alight on several items that you may 
find useful.


Lantern (Backpack Item)—30 Lune
Meal (Backpack Item)—5 Lune each
Flask of Oil (Backpack Item)—8 Lune
Dagger (Weapon)—20 Lune


If you wish to purchase any of the 
items, adjust your Action Chart 
accordingly and turn to 135.
Otherwise, you bid good day to Marbor 
and take your leave. Return to your 
horse by turning to 167.


190
As you enter the main plaza before The 
Guildsman’s Respite, you are accosted 
by one of the many Drakkarim who are 
clambering up through the narrow ducts of 
the drainage system installed beneath the 
square by the Guildsmen who constructed 
it. The narrow confines of these drains 
must have been very unpleasant and the 
Drakkar is covered in putrid-smelling 


lichen and rotten foodstuffs. As he 
swings his sword at you, you realise that 
he is dazed and disoriented, just like 
vast majority of the Drakkarim who are 
attacking Famdor. Despite his confusion, 
he is a tenacious enemy and you are unable 
to race past him. 


Disoriented Drakkar:
combat skill 13     endurance 17


If you manage to defeat your confused 
enemy, turn to 119.


191
Although you plead with the Goddess 
for help against these enemies of Good, 
she continues to ignore you. The truth 
about your heritage is now known to 
you and her attitude toward you is no 
longer a mystery—how many of her 
servants, her children, have been brutally 
massacred by the cruel Drakkarim over 
the many centuries? Regardless of your 
recent memories, you now know that you 
are a Drakkar, an enemy of the Goddess 


and her followers, and you bear a racial 
guilt so steeped in the blood of innocents 
that not even Ishir is willing to overlook 
those crimes in your case. You must face 
off against the wicked Cener High Priest 
alone, trusting to your own strength.
   Now you must pick a number from the 
Random Number Table and modify it 
according to the following criteria:
   For each of the following Special Items 
that you possess, deduct 1 from the score: 
Black Metal Brooch, Jade Frog.
   For each of the following Special Items 
that you possess, add 1 to the score: Ebony 
Ring, Ivory Button.
   If you possess a Steel Cog, add a further 2 
to your score; if you possess an Amber Eye 
or a Small Amethyst, you must deduct 2.
   You may also spend up to 5 endurance 
points to affect your total, representing 
your willpower and determination. For 
each endurance point that you sacrifice, 
you may increase your total by 1.


If your total is now 6 or less, turn to 
128.
If it is 7 or more, turn to 154.







192
As you tumble over your mount’s head, 
your life flashes before your eyes and you 
remember the happy times you have spent 
at the Chateau Coryene. It is a merciful 
blessing that your final thoughts are 
pleasant ones, for you are unable to gain 
control of your descent and crash headfirst 
into the hard clay of the road, breaking 
your neck. You feel very little pain as you 
drift away into the Beyond.
   Tragically, your life and your quest for 
the Baroness end here in the grounds of her 
uncle’s chateau near Famdor.


193
With one last might blow you fell the 
great hunting cat and with a final piteous 
whine it falls to the ground dead. You 
fall backwards to the ground, gulping in 
the arid plains air, glad to have survived 
the battle. Sometimes you feel you are 
getting too old for this! You are amazed 
to see the clouds of flies that appear as if 
from nowhere to buzz around the stinking 
carcass of the Elix. Lodged in the side of 
the beast you see a barbed arrow; it seems 
you were not the first to have a run-in with 
the ferocious feline. (If you wish to pull 
out the ‘Barbed Arrow’, record it on your 
Action Chart as a Special Item.) 
   It would be unwise to linger here too 
long—the stench of blood carries for many 
miles over the plains and opportunist 
predators such as hyenas may come in 
search of an easy meal. The thought of 
food causes you to turn your gaze out to 
the southeast, but you can see no sign of 
a Grey Peak on the horizon. You wonder 
how many days it will take you to reach 
the edge of the Cursed Plain where this 
altar supposedly lies—and what will be 
waiting there for you when you arrive. You 
open your Backpack and take stock of your 
food supplies.


If you possess The Way of the Wild 
and wish to forage for food, turn to 
166.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
or if you believe you have enough 
food to reach Grey Peak, turn to 180.
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194
The unnatural creature gives vent to a 
high-pitched squeak and lies still, never 
to move again. Its stinking body begins 
to putrefy even as you gasp for breath 
following your fight. Yet you do not have 
time to investigate further. The handle on 
your door moves up and down, and you 
can hear raised voices from out in the hall; 
they do not sound friendly. Suddenly the 
door shudders and a crack splits the wood 
along half its length. Whoever is outside is 
battering the door down. To your left, the 
open window overlooks a narrow lane that 
runs beside The Guildsman’s Respite. It is 
a drop of about ten or twelve feet. The door 
shudders once more under a heavy charge; 
it will not withstand another.


If you wish to grab your Backpack and 
climb out through the window, turn 
to 141.
If you wish to remain where you are, 
sword drawn and ready for battle, 
turn to 157.


195
Suddenly, above the sounds of the magical 
flames, a great booming voice reverberates 
around the cavern: “The eye of Zantaz 
is upon you!” Everyone falls to the floor, 
cowering in fear as the mighty presence of 
the Soulless God himself fills the hall with 
a mindless terror. Ever since you looted 
his shrine, Zantaz has been aware of your 
deeds and now he has come to repay you 
for desecrating his holy place. Struck dumb 
and unable to move from sheer dread, you 
stand still and feel your free will being 
sucked from your very soul.


Turn to 128.


196
As you search for somewhere hidden 
to make camp for the night, you push 
your way through a privet hedge only to 
find yourself dumped into an irrigation 
ditch on the other side of it. You land on 
all fours, water and mire splashing and 
spattering your clothes. Irritated, you 
clamber up the far side of the ditch and 
duck below the limbs of two competing 


pines into a small tract of woodland. It is 
an ideal place to camp and your irritation 
is quickly overcome. As you set about 
drying and cleaning the worst of the mire 
from your clothes, you notice a light in the 
fields beyond the eaves of the wood. It is 
flashing intermittently and you are filled 
with a sense of unease that you cannot 
explain. Perhaps this will not be such a 
good place to camp after all. You redress 
and prepare to move on.


If you possess Dark Languages, turn 
to 147.
If you do not possess this Special Skill, 
you may decide to investigate the 
lights by turning to 165.
Alternatively, to give them a wide 
berth, turn to 102.


197
You leap to the side as the shadow passes 
through the space where you were 
standing a mere fraction of a second 
before. Even so, the writhing, grasping 
claws of the shadow’s arms stretch out 
and pass through your chest, freezing your 
very soul. You clutch your hand to your 
breast as your heart ceases to beat and the 
ephemeral tendrils of death clutch at you, 
but with a great gasp you inhale deeply 
and your heart resumes pumping your 
lifeblood around your body. (Deduct 6 
endurance points.)
   You are chilled to the bone, but the claws 
of the shadow have passed by and the evil 
Cener magik that brought it into being has 
dissipated. Looking to your right, you see 
that Kaldor managed to dodge the sinister 
apparition and now the both of you draw 
weapons and advance upon the Cener 
acolyte before he can call upon his unholy 
rituals once more. In response, Vorn pulls 
out a sharp sickle from the depths of his 
robes and moves to defend himself.


Guildmaster Vorn:
combat skill 24     endurance 24


   For the duration of this combat, you may 
add 4 to your combat skill total as you are 
fighting alongside Kaldor. He will inflict an 
additional 4 endurance points of damage 
upon Guildmaster Vorn in each round of 
combat (which you must apply after any 
damage you inflict upon the Guildmaster).


If you manage to defeat this Cenerese 
infiltrator, turn to 112.


Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure







q80        Fighting Fantazine


198
The Drakkar is clearly moderating his 
voice so as not to be heard by anyone who 
may be listening outside the room. He 
congratulates all six of you, but he says 
that just one has been chosen to carry out 
this most secret of secret missions.
“The one chosen will travel under cover of 
night to Palmyrion,” he intones in a voice 
barely above a whisper. “There he will 
meet with a Cener Druid who is hiding on 
the Cursed Plain at Grey Peak. There is an 
altar to Zantaz there.”
   He pulls a battered, dog-eared parchment 
from his pocket and unfolds it on your 
desk. The other Drakkarim crowd round 
to get a better look. Sketched upon the 
parchment is a map. Although you cannot 
read the ugly runic letters of Giak, you 
recognise the geography and topography 
immediately. It shows southeastern 
Palmyrion where it borders the countries 
of Caron and Ruel. Two things of interest 
are marked upon the map: a roadway 
and a solitary mountain surrounded by 
hills. Although crudely drawn, you burn 
the image of the map into your mind, for 
you are somehow sure that this will help 
you locate Grey Peak. When you have all 
perused the map for some time, the tall 
Drakkar speaks again.
   “Our spies have hidden help beside a toa 
tree on the abandoned road. The treasure is 
one hundred and thirteen paces to the east 
of the tree. Remember!”
   He is staring directly at you, his eyes 
burning with an unnatural intensity. 
Suddenly you are awake and gasping for 
breath in the dusky half-light before dawn. 
You are bathed in a cold sweat and shiver 
uncontrollably as you sit up and rub at 
your arms and legs to try to warm yourself. 
(You may restore 2 endurance points for 
your interrupted night’s sleep.)
   You remove your undershirt and wring 
the sweat from it, creating small puddle 
in the dry earth. All around you stretch 
grasslands and rolling prairie for miles, 
but you are sure that Grey Peak lies to 
the southeast, beyond the roadway from 
Stonewatch to Castle Novanya. Perhaps 
the dream was a vision from a passing god 
or goddess who took mercy upon your 
hopeless situation. Re-donning your shirt, 
you take up your Backpack with a renewed 
purpose and head off in the direction of 
Grey Peak—should your dream be proved 
correct, that is.
   The sun finally rises above the eastern 
horizon, bathing the arid plain with its 
light and heat. With this comes increased 
visual acuity and you can see the 
overgrown remains of a road heading 
parallel to your direction some way to your 
left. Could this be the road shown on the 
map in your dream?


If you wish to follow the abandoned 
roadway, turn to 158.
If you would prefer to travel some way 
to the west and give it a wide berth, 
turn to 186.
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Before you can deal the final blow, two 
citizens leap at the Guildsman, knocking 
him to the floor, and they waste no 
time in hacking him to pieces with their 
rudimentary weapons. Kaldor has also 
defeated his opponent and he gestures 
to you over the noise of the carnage, 
indicating for you to follow him. The two 
of you push your way through the battle 
to a far corner of the room, where you 
discover a set of spiral steps that disappear 
up to the ceiling. Kaldor races up them, 
taking them two or three steps at a time 
and you are hard pressed to keep up with 
him.
   Your companion ignores the second floor 
and continues climbing up to the highest 
storey, where a series of well-appointed 
chambers mark the living quarters of 
the Guild’s highest-ranked members. 
Struggling to catch your breath, you chase 
after Kaldor and into a carpeted chamber 
with sumptuous furnishings. This is the 
lair of the skulking Vorn, turncoat and 
murderer. He stands at a bookshelf on 
the far side of the room, indiscriminately 
shoving papers and ledgers into his bag 
as he prepares to flee into the darkness. 
You and Kaldor have other ideas. He turns 
toward the pair of you as you enter, his 
eyes widening as his gaze falls upon you, 
for some reason.
   “So, you have come at last, sticking 
your nose in where it is neither wanted 
nor needed, Keron!” Vorn snipes 
contemptuously. “Then you and your 
lapdog should prepare to meet your 
doom!” Raising his hands aloft he intones 
several words in a language you do not 
understand, sparks and energy flickering 
between his outstretched palms. A shadow 
begins to coalesce before him, seemingly 
made from the fabric of his hate.
   “Look out!” cries Kaldor fearfully. “It is 
Cener magik. He is calling upon the very 
shadow of the grave itself!”


If you possess Battle Tactics or The 
Way of the Wild, turn to 171.
If you possess neither of these Special 
Skills, turn to 116.
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The skeletal servant collapses to the 
ground in a pile of shattered bones and 
rent leather strips. You are pleased in your 
hard-won victory and glance around to see 
that the tide has turned in the favour of the 
silver-clad Drakkarim, who are fighting 
with deadly efficiency. A strangled cry 
alerts you to the presence of an enemy and 
you throw yourself over the altar just in 
time to avoid being skewered by the Cener 
High Priest.
   “No!” he snarls. “If I cannot have your 
mind, neither will they!” He points a 
long wooden staff at you, the tip of which 
begins to glow white hot as he intones 
a spell. Whether through terror or some 
uncanny power you are unable to move 
and you close your eyes as you await 
the inevitable. The sickening sound of a 
sword slicing through flesh fills your ears, 
followed by a gasping death-cry. Opening 
your eyes, you gaze in wonder as the 
Cener collapses to the floor, his expression 
surprised as he stares at the silver sword 
stabbed through his chest. With his last 
breath he curses you and then his soul flees 
to whatever torments await the vile Ceners 
in the Beyond.


   With the Cener dead, the Drakkar reaches 
up and removes his helm to reveal the aged 
features of General Zorin, your instructor 
from so long ago. You gape at him dumbly, 
unable to understand what is going on. In 
turn, he gives vent to a great belly laugh, 
which is greeted with a cheer by his men, 
who are systematically slaughtering the 
remaining worshippers. Zorin holds out 
his hand to you in friendship and you 
shake it, as is the custom in Palmyrion.
   “Well, soldier,” he says in a calm voice, 
“you have led us a merry dance!”
   Your mind is awhirl as Zorin’s men 
complete their operation, massacring the 
servants of Zantaz. You are then led from 
the temple, up the precarious stone steps 
cut into the side of the cavern and out 
onto the valley before Grey Peak. Here the 
men set up a camp, binding wounds and 
swapping tall tales. The mood is joyful and 
you are treated as the most respected of 
guests. You are given food and drink, the 
men constantly clapping you on the back 
or shaking your hand. It is a truly surreal 
experience and you find yourself looking 
on in cool detachment. It is not until 
evening has fallen that you find time alone 
to speak with your former general and ask 
him what is going on.
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Dreams of Darkness Mini Adventure


   


“The end to our plans, soldier,” he tells 
you. At your baffled expression, he goes 
on to let you in on a secret so deep that few 
have ever been aware of it. “You know that 
you volunteered and were selected for a 
very special mission. But you do not know 
what that mission was. We tricked the 
Ceners into believing all that rubbish about 
wanting to infiltrate Palmyrion, but that 
was not our goal, not at all.
   “We Drakkarim are born to die in the 
service of Zantaz, or his Master, the Dark 
God Naar. It is our only calling. Yet we 
are just human, the same as those from 
Palmyrion, Talestria, Vassagonia, even 
Sommerlund. Why should it be that we 
must kill and die for pleasure? Is it possible 
for us to grow beyond our culture and 
heritage, to cast off the shackles of the 
Soulless God and be accepted by Ishir and 
Kai?” He is quiet for some time, and you 
prompt him to continue.
   “Our instincts are to kill, but is that 
inborn, or is it bred into us by our parents, 
our generals, our allies, all of whom 
blindly do the will of Evil? As a young 
man, I wondered these things for many, 
many days. I wanted to defect, to flee from 
the lands of my birth—but who would 
take me in? No one of the Freelands would 
trust a Drakkar and I was not even sure if I 
could trust myself.
   “Over time, it became clear to others 
that I was wrestling with a major problem. 
I was not eating, losing sleep, I was 
permanently preoccupied. One day, I 
decided that it was enough. I was ready 
to die just to stop the questions that were 
rattling around in my head. I resolved 
to tell everything to the first person who 
asked me what my problem was. Another 
General, one who had been temporarily 
assigned to Nadgazad, asked me and I told 
him, expecting to be denounced. But rather 
than killing me, he questioned me further. 
When he was convinced these were my 
real feelings, he initiated me into a secret 
cabal of Drakkarim—those who secretly 
worship Ishir. She does not respond to us 
much and we long worried that our very 
roots prevent us from joining the ranks of 
Good. So we hatched a plan, tricked the 
Ceners and began a dangerous game.


   


“If a Drakkar could have his mind wiped 
clean, could he be accepted by the men 
and women of the Freelands? Is our evil by 
nature or by nurture? You were to be the 
instrument by which we would find out!” 
He chuckles ruefully. “And then Zagarna 
invaded Sommerlund and we were at 
war. Tracking you became impossible. 
Furthermore, I was exposed and had to 
fake my own death for fear of torture—not 
that I fear it, but I feared that I might reveal 
the names of other Drakkarim who have 
renounced Zantaz. Those who were not 
discovered managed to work a rearguard 
action, sabotaging the war machines, 
setting fires in the camps, doing everything 
they could to hinder the advance of the 
Darklords’ Armies.


   “Thank Kai for Lone Wolf and his valiant 
efforts. Only he could have defeated the 
Darklords. But although the war was over, 
the question still remained unanswered. 
From my base in the swamps of the 
Danarg, I heard rumours that the Ceners 
were seeking someone lost since before 
the war. A few captured druids, a little 
persuasion applied, and I discovered that 
they were searching for you, still believing 
the pack of lies I fed them decades ago!”
   “But this makes no sense!” you tell him. 
“I’ve been hounded by both the Ceners 
and the Dark Brotherhood. They were 
trying to kill me, not capture me!”
   “Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, 
the forces of Evil are greedy for power,” 
Zorin tells you. “The idea that one faction, 
the one led by the High Priest of the Grey 
Peak Temple, should suddenly have the 
power to overcome all their opponents, not 
just the Freeland armies—well, that idea 
did not sit well with the Cener hierarchy 
in their rat-hole city of Mogaruith. Nor did 
the idea appeal to many of the splintered 
factions of former Darklord vassal states. 
The Drakkarim dwelling in Ogia and the 
Hammerland clans felt the same way 
and they formed an uneasy alliance with 
the Ceners of Mogaruith with a view to 
assassinating you, while those Ceners loyal 
to the Grey Peak Temple have been spying 
out the land, infiltrating positions of power 
with a view to finding you first. Much has 
been done to capture or kill you over recent 
months, Dorst. For a brief while you were 
the most important man in Palmyrion! 


Until Lone Wolf passed through recently, 
of course.” He guffaws heartily at putting 
you in your place, though you honestly 
don’t mind. All you want right now is to 
disappear, to go back to being an invisible 
retainer to a noble family. You most 
certainly do not wish to return to being 
the target of all the Cener Druids across 
Magnamund.
   “But really, I know nothing that would 
help invading armies to conquer the 
land,” you tell Zorin, and he nods at your 
comment.
   “I knew that you would have likely 
learned nothing that could make any 
difference. That whole idea was based on 
a lie so huge and told so blatantly that the 
Ceners couldn’t possibly dare to ignore it. I 
have spent many long hours amused at the 
thought of the machinations of multiple 
factions trying to decide how dangerous 
and useful you could prove to be for them. 
The whole premise was ridiculous. But the 
question I asked myself all those years ago 
always nagged at me. Knowing now that 
you were probably still alive, I had to find 
you and see for myself whether a Drakkar 
can overcome his hatred! And you have, 
Dorst. You have proved to me, to my men, 
even to the Goddess herself that we can 
change and that some of us have changed. 
With the strength of Ishir and Kai we will 
teach our children to fight Evil, not to 
revel in it. And we have you to thank for 
that.” He bows low from the waist. “You 
are Dorst, and you are no one else.” When 
he sits upright again, you can see his eyes 
brim with unshed tears and his grin is as 
wide as his face.


   You sleep well that night. The following 
day, you are given a horse and, leaving the 
troop behind, you ride alongside Zorin out 
across the Cursed Plain. He listens intently 
as you recount to him your experiences 
as a retainer and personal guard, often 
nodding to himself. On several occasions, 
your tales of the exploits of the Baroness 
as a young girl have him guffawing in his 
saddle so hard that he almost topples over.
   You camp at dusk and then ride on the 
next day. When you come within sight of 
the town of Famdor, Zorin reins his horse 
to a stop. You turn to him, realising that his 
features mark him as a Drakkar; he would 
never be able to pass undetected in the 
inhabited civilization of the Freelands.
   “Swear to me,” he says as you salute him. 
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“Swear that you will never forsake Ishir, 
nor turn back to the Darkness of Naar and 
his agents.” And so, in sight of the town, 
you swear an oath that you will not forsake 
the Goddess of the Moon. Zorin is pleased, 
knowing that you fully mean the words. By 
your oath is Zorin comforted that he, too, 
can and will keep to the side of Good.
   With a few words of parting, he turns his 
horse around and gallops back the way 
you came. You wish him godspeed and 
pray that Ishir keeps him safe. However, 
you know where you are headed. 
Kicking the flanks of your horse, you ride 
around Famdor and take the road back 
through Tryda and Yasaul. Even a cot 
in the Vaderish Monastery sounds like 
sumptuous comfort when compared to the 
past week! You grin to yourself. You just 
hope that the Baroness won’t be too angry 
with you.


Epilogue


As you ride up the track to the monastery, 
you cannot help but see the devastation 
wrought by a recent attack. The ground 
is rutted, the remains of huge bonfires 
are dotted around the track and weapons 
of all sorts lie abandoned on the ground, 
scattered among the shafts and heads 
of numerous arrows. Urging your horse 
onward, you come to the base of the hill 
leading up to the entranceway. Figures line 
the walls, looking dispassionately down on 
you as you ride up to the closed wooden 
gates. You dismount and are about to rap 
the pommel of your sword against the 
great oaken doors when they are thrown 
open to reveal a beautiful but very irate 
young woman who is glaring at you.


   “Where have you been?” she cries. “I...
We have been worried sick over you.” 
Then she throws herself into your arms 
and once again she is a young girl seeking 
comfort from you, her guardian.
   It is some time before she breaks the 
embrace and you see that her eyes are red 
from tears. You do not mention this; it 
would only embarrass her. She leads you 
inside to meet with Rasbarin, who is in the 
middle of preparing a meal to celebrate 
your safe return. Between them, they 
explain that not long after you rode out, 
enemy troops slunk from the nearby hills 
and besieged the monastery.


   “There was no way in or out,” Rasbarin 
says as he stirs the contents of a great 
cauldron with a long wooden spoon. “We 
withstood the attack for a day and a night, 
Baroness Coryene serving as a competent 
nurse, but there were too many of them. 
We knew we could not hold out any 
longer.”
   Beaming at the kindly monk’s praise, the 
Baroness continues: “We all got together in 
the courtyard and prayed to Ishir, asking 
for her power to save us. Then, even as 
we were asking for her help, we heard the 
sounds of horns and of horses. We just 
stood there, waiting to die, when a lookout 
shouted down to us the most amazing 
thing: the mounted men were attacking 
the besiegers! We couldn’t believe what 
he was saying, so we all crowded up onto 
the walls and saw it with our own eyes: 
the cavalry were decimating the enemy! 
I wanted to stay and watch, but Rasbarin 
said it was something that a true lady of 
Palmyrion should not witness, so I was 
taken back to my chamber.” You can 
tell from the pout in her voice that the 
Baroness is still unhappy about this, but 
you turn and nod your thanks to Rasbarin, 
who grins and takes up the story once 
more.


   “The newcomers were dressed in silver 
cloaks and shining steel armour. They 
slaughtered the Drakkarim, Giaks and 


other assorted miscreants who had thought 
to step onto hallowed ground. It was 
strange, though, because once they had 
routed the enemy, they didn’t stop for food 
or shelter, they just rode on into the hills. 
Then they were gone, as quickly as they 
had arrived. I wish I could have met their 
leader, a tall man on a charger. Our eyes 
met from afar and he saluted me, but I 
couldn’t even tell you where he was from. 
I would have given him thanks and all the 
blessings of Ishir!”
   “I think he already has those,” you reply 
cryptically. Despite the monk’s curious 
expression, you choose not to elaborate. 
Who would believe your story anyway?
   “There is even more!” adds the Baroness, 
clapping her hands with girlish delight. 
“News has reached us of the Northlander, 
Lone Wolf, and his exploits in Eldenora. 
Dorst, he has rid the world of that usurper 
Prince Lutha! The Eldenoran army has 
been thrown into disarray and they are 
retreating back beyond their borders. I pray 
to Ishir that we shall finally have peace in 
Palmyrion.” You recall that the Baroness 
is barely old enough to remember a world 
before the Darklords declared war on the 
whole of Northern Magnamund. Perhaps 
the long-cherished wish of Baroness 
Coryene is finally about to come true.
   After a hot meal, a cleansing bath and a 
restful night, you bid farewell to the monks 
and ride out ahead of the column, once 
again leading the entourage of Baroness 
Coryene toward the family manse near 
Gadorvo. Unlike the previous week, this 
journey will be taken at a steady pace and 
for the first time in days you are not in 
danger of being attacked at any time. The 
thought makes you smile.
   “Why so cheerful?” asks the Baroness 
as she brings her horse alongside yours. 
“After all, you do realise that I intend to 
dock you a month’s pay for making me 
worry about you.”
   You turn to see her warm expression, her 
eyes dancing with mirth, and you thank 
Ishir that your charge was kept safe. A 
warm glow envelops you as the Goddess 
responds to your prayer, bringing to mind 
the oath you swore to Zorin. With two such 
beautiful women in your life, how can you 
ever fail to keep it? l







c


teve Jackson’s House of Hell 
stands apart from the majority of 
Fighting Fantasy titles due to its 
modern-day setting and cleverly 


worked design. This book is very hard to 
complete without a map or guide; there 
are many red herrings and sneaky hidden 
passages throughout. The greatest flaw in 
this adventure is that the Kris Knife adds 
skill points instead of acting as an Attack 
Strength modifier, making a true play 
through extremely difficult. 


This walkthrough is intended to provide a 
path with minimum risk i.e. the true path. 
Note that you will need a score of 9+ for 
fear as you must add 8 fear points during 
your adventure. For the sake of gameplay, 
I have assumed that a player using this 
guide will treat the Kris Knife’s skill bonus 
as an attack modifier.


Champskees Rating (out of 10)
Gamebook Design: 8.5 (very good, couple 
of mistakes including the Kris Knife issue)
Gameplay Difficulty: 5 (fair, 10 if strictly 
playing by the rules)


• Rap the door with knocker.
• Wait for the host to arrive.
• Relax and drink the brandy (-1 fear).
• Choose the red wine.
• Eat duck or lamb.
• Choose the fruit, coffee and brandy.
• Try to leave the room.
• Break the door down.
• Test Your Skill. Success = 2 Damage. Fail = 
2 stamina damage.
• Door is too strong so stop trying.
• Hide behind the door.
• Leap on the man and attack him.
• Fight skill 7 stamina 7 Hunchback.


◊ When enemy is at 4 stamina or less:
 » Force him to answer your questions.
 » Ask him about the people in the 


house.
• Follow landing around to the left.
• Enter Azazel Room.
• Investigate the room further.
• Examine the liquids in the glass vials.
• Drink the yellow liquid (ignore the next 
two wounds you take).
• You came from the right.
• Head towards the two doors in the 
corner of the landing.
• Go through the other door.
• Investigate the window instead.
• Read ‘Mordana in Abaddon’ (‘88’).
• Try the unmarked door.
• Search through things on shelves.
• Take Garlic and Dagger (+3 skill).
• Return to the landing.
• Ignore it and go on.
• Turn right and follow the landing.
• Follow the passageway around.
• Try the unmarked door ahead.
• Enter the room and investigate the 
bedside table.
• Eat this snack (+4 stamina, +1 luck).
• Leave the room.
• Enter Abaddon Room.
• Walk over and wake her (+2 fear).
• Wait and see what happens.
• Ask her questions.
• Fight skill 7 stamina 6 Great Dane.
• Fight skill 6 stamina 6 Great Dane.
• Search the room.
• Ask about secret rooms.
• Say her name (‘Mordana’) Turn to 
paragraph 88.
• About the secret rooms in the house.
• Learn about Secret Door under cellar 
stairs (deduct 10 from paragraph when 
there).
• Try door on the left.
• Have a tipple from the decanter (+3 
stamina).
• Take Brandy.
• Examine the fireplace.
• See what lies behind the wooden face.
• Try another approach.
• Move back towards the window.
• Press button (+1 fear).
• Test Your Luck. Fail = -1 skill.
• Spring behind door to surprise 
whomever is approaching.
• Step forward and announce yourself.
• You have met him before.
• Jog his memory.
• Offer him a drink.


Recommended 


stats


skill 9+
(remember you start with a -3 penalty 


until you find a weapon)
stamina Minimum+


luCk Minimum+
feaR 9+


S


by JAKE SUMMERS


Solutions of the Abyss


House of 
Hell


House of 
Hel l


• Follow the passageway (+1 fear).
• Hide under cellar stairs.
• Use Secret Door under cellar stairs 
(deduct 10 from paragraph when there) to 
turn to paragraph 310.
• Look for secret doors.
• Try a password.
• Drumer = Murder.
• Enter.
• Take Kris Knife (+3 luck).
• Climb the stairs to the ground floor.
• Enter the door opposite (+1 fear).
• Investigate the room further.
• Grab the case and take it with you.
• Dive through the mirror.
• Take Golden Key.
• Go through right door.
• Use Golden Key.
• Take Iron Key (’27’) (+2 luck).
• Step back through mirror.
• Turn right and follow hallway around.
• Go through left door.
• Use Iron Key (323 – 27 = 296).
• Ring for butler.
• Attack Franklins first.
• Continue to pursue him.
• Fight skill 8 stamina 8 Franklins (you 
only have to inflict one wound on him, add 
+3 to your skill if using Kris Knife).
• You are using Kris Knife (+3 fear).
• Fight skill 14 stamina 12 Hell Demon 
(add +6 to your skill if using Kris Knife).
• From a safe distance you watch the fire 
destroy the house and escape from the 
House of Hell. l
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FIGHTING FANTASY FEST 2014


he DoubleTree Hilton hotel in 
Ealing is the location for this 
momentous event – a somewhat 
incongruous venue for a 


celebration of high fantasy perhaps and, 
true, it doesn’t exactly feel like I’ve been 
magically transported to the surface of 
Titan as I arrive, but hey – it’s all about the 
people!
   And what a large crowd of people there 
are. I turned up at about 10:45 and the 
queue leading into the first reception 
room (sorry, ‘Port Blacksand’) is already 
quite long, confirming that the £50-a-ticket 
entry price hasn’t put that many people 
off attending. In fact it’s great to see such 
a wide variety of people here – young and 
old, male and female, even people from as 
far away as Taiwan and Australia!


After collecting my free goodie bag there’s 
time for a quick hello with Jon, who’s in 
predictably jubilant form, and then it’s 
time for proceedings to begin. First up is 
Neil from Tin Man Games, who among 
other things shows us a sneak peek of their 
upcoming Caverns of ohe Snow Witch game 
(complete with excellent new artwork) and 
the exciting news that Bloodbones is also on 
its way soon.
   Then it’s time for what is for many 
people here today the main event. Steve 
Jackson and Ian Livingstone, the warlocks 
themselves, take to the stage (well, sit 


Event Report & Photos by ANDREW JONES


T


So, after one successful Kickstarter 
campaign, nearly two years of 
writing and researching, and 
doubtless many sleepless nights, 
Jonathan Green has finally finished 
the book we have all been eagerly 
anticipating. And what better 
occasion to launch You are the Hero 
than the first truly international 
Fighting Fantasy convention!
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at the table at the front of the room) and 
proceed to take us back to the early days 
when they were young and broke, their 
heads swirling with ideas and visions 
of writing about heroes, monsters and 
treasure. With a bit of help from the 
lovely Philippa Dickinson, who worked 
with Steve and Ian as editor for Puffin on 
The Warlock of Firetop Mountain, the full 
story of how Fighting Fantasy grew from 
humble beginnings to world domination is 
revealed. It’s a tale full of impressive facial 
hair and many memorable moments: living 
in Steve’s van, opening the first Games 
Workshop branch and the many ludicrous 
accusations thrown by religious zealots at 
the height of the series’ fame are just some 
of the anecdotal gems we’re privy to. It’s 
a story Steve and Ian have obviously told 
many times before, but they certainly love 
telling it and we all love hearing it.
   But as the talk comes to an end and the 
questions from the audience come thick 
and fast, we’re treated to one slightly 
late but very special guest. It’s Geraldine 
Cooke, senior editor for Puffin and the 
one person perhaps more responsible for 
making Fighting Fantasy a reality than 
anyone else, as it was she who managed 
to get The Warlock of Firetop Mountain over 


the numerous publishing hurdles that 
arose and onto bookshelves across Britain. 
Ian’s quick to extol the virtues of this 
unsung heroine of Fighting Fantasy and as 
Geraldine finishes filling in the gaps of The 
Warlock of Firetop Mountain’s birth, she is 
given the biggest round of applause of the 
day from the assembled throng of Fighting 
Fantasy fans. Respect.


I spend the hour-long lunch break flicking 
through my signed copy of You are the Hero 
and marveling at its utter gorgeousness. 


Fighting Fantasy Fest 2014 Report


Previous page: Signed Warlock of 
Firetop Mountain competition flyer up 
for auction and attendees filling up 
the venue. This page: (top) the artists’ 
panel led by Jonathan Green; (above) 
Geraldine Cooke, former senior Puffin 
editor makes a special appearance ; (left 
top) a selection of original Leo Hartas 
maps; and (left bottom) the goodie bag 
given to attendees.
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And towards the end of the book, a couple 
of surprises: firstly, I’m included in a 
couple of photos (fame at last!). Secondly 
and most importantly, Fighting Fantazine 
gets a mention!
   Anyway, no time to waste – I’ve got 
some shopping to do! Thankfully, the stall 
holders are out in force and everyone’s 
doing great business it seems. Jamie Fry 
is happy to relieve me of a fiver for one of 
the Zagor Chronicles books he’s got for sale 
and I’m soon another 30 quid lighter after 
Arion Games’ Graham Bottley smooth-
talks me into buying a hardback edition of 
Beyond the Pit (the rascal).


It’s amazing how so many familiar and 
well-loved names have come together 
today. Peter Darvill-Evans walks right by 
me, but there’s no time to tell him how 
much I love Spectral Stalkers because I 
suddenly spot cartographer-extraordinaire 
Steve Luxton (or Mr Nibbs, as some fans 
might know him) at a nearby table. A 
highly likeable fellow, Steve has brought 
along a book full of detailed sketches he’s 
done to develop several Titan locations, 
including Salamonis and Port Blacksand. 
The latter is especially interesting, as he 
shows me the amazing work he’s done on 
Lord Azzur’s Palace. Ground elevation, 
outbuildings, fortifications, the guy has it 
all worked out. I’m told this material might 
be included in another potential Blacksand 
book from Arion, so if that happens it’ll be 
well worth waiting for.
   Meanwhile, Jon’s hosting a talk back in 
the main room alongside the renowned 
Fighting Fantasy artists and again it’s a 
panel to savour: Russ Nicholson, Malcolm 
Barter, Tony Hough, Chris Achilleos and 
Leo Hartas are all here, and the insights 
they provide into how they created some 
of the most famous Fighting Fantasy images 
prove absolutely riveting. Unfortunately 
John Blanche can only make a brief 
appearance and Iain McCaig’s apparently 
too busy working on the new Star Wars 
movie, but nevertheless we are indeed 
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privileged to have so many famous names 
here today.
   The panelists all have to shuffle along a 
bit now, though, as Steve and Ian return to 
join them for the mass book signing that’s 
about to begin. A long queue immediately 
forms. A very long queue. In fact, it snakes 
out of the room and halfway around 
the next room, such is the enthusiasm 
from the fans to get their stuff signed by 
their heroes! Again, it’s fascinating to see 
the rarities some people have brought 
along: among the gems I spot are some 
Adventures of Goldhawk, various foreign-
edition Fighting Fantasy gamebooks and 
sourcebooks (Titan looks so weird in 
Hungarian), the odd first-edition of The 
Warlock of Firetop Mountain and one or 
two copies of Allansia. A few lucky souls 
even have the honour of presenting their 
thoughts to camera, as Turn To 400 creator 
Sean Riley is doing a bit of filming in the 
corner. 


Despite Jon’s email the day before 
the event asking attendees to restrict 
themselves to two items for signing, plenty 
of people have brought piles of stuff 
so the signing session ends up running 
massively over time. As a result, the 
much-anticipated auction is delayed for 
a good hour and I have to rush off before 
it begins. But before I go, there’s just time 
for a quick chat with Damian Sparkes of 
Pure Evil Miniatures, who has designed 
some truly gob-smacking prototypes for a 
range of Fighting Fantasy miniatures. I was 
particularly impressed with his Bloodbeast, 
Zanbar Bone and Lizard King (complete 
with black lion!). Damian’s hoping to 
perhaps fund these through a Kickstarter, 
so stay tuned and if this proves to be the 
case I’d urge you all to help make these 
amazing models a reality.


   Alas, time finally catches up with me 
and it’s time to go so I can catch my train 
and get home at a reasonable time. As the 
laughter and good-natured chatter fade 
behind me, I’m heartened by the genuine 
community feel of Fighting Fantasy Fest. 
Every single person I’ve spoken to today 
has had such infectious enthusiasm for 
all things Fighting Fantasy that it really 
emphasizes the importance of keeping the 
series alive. It’s been so great to see all the 
people that have made the series what it is, 
but they won’t be around forever so it’s up 
to the rest of us to maintain the legacy of 
Titan and take it forward.


My train journey home is spent gazing 
lovingly at my new purchases and writing 
up a few quick notes in preparation 
for writing this piece. As I type, there’s 
already talk flying around online of 
making Fighting Fantasy Fest an annual 
event; I personally think that’s a little 
unlikely (although it’s a great idea!) but 
then I remember Ian saying earlier that at 
the very least we’ll definitely do another 
Fest for the 40th anniversary. Hopefully 
everyone will still be around for that one, 
but until then I’ve got a whole new bunch 
of great memories and friends to tide me 
over for the next decade.
   So once again, congratulations to Jon on 
the book and the Fest. He really is the hero 
of this fantastic event.
   Roll on 2022! l


Previous page: (top) Russ Nicholson, 
Chris Achilleos and Malcolm Barter 
sign for the fans; (middle) some of the 
items being flogged off in the auction 
and (bottom) fans queue for stuff to be 
signed. This page: (top) Sean Riley and 
team interview fans for potential Turn to 
400 material and (left) a selection of art 
and items that were on display during 
the event.







his year has certainly not been 
short of new finds and events. 
I have pretty much given up 
looking for the books as it 


consumes so much time looking for a mint 
first edition of everything, but of course 
I won’t let one go if I see one when I’m 
out and about. I am beholding to fellow 
collector Steven Dean whom I understand 
has a near-complete set like that and 
therefore tops the stakes in this department 
so that will be hard to beat. I did, however, 
pick up a leaflet from ebay advertising the 
Steve Jackson F.I.S.T. (Fantasy Interactive 
Scenarios by Telephone), which was the 
first interactive telephone role-playing 
game and was - would you believe - 
technologically quite advanced for its day 
(1988). My other ebay find was two signed 
Tony Hough poster prints of Night Dragon 
and Knights of Doom (would have preferred 
the originals!).
   I attended Games Expo on Saturday 31st 
May in Birmingham where I manned a 
stand selling a few books whilst I waited 
for Ian and Steve to hold a signing event 
before they were inducted into the Games 
Expo Hall of Fame for services to the 
industry.


On my collecting journey I had only ever 
known two versions of Battlecards until I 
discovered three new related finds a very 
short space of time. I firstly stumbled on a 
picture on the internet earlier this year of a 
metal badge depicting the Battlecard logo. 
Secondly, a ‘Vangorian Currency Note Coin 
Card’ also came to my attention, which was 
received only when you traded a specific 
combination of your cards back to Merlin. 
Third time lucky I was rifling through a 
pile of old mags and retrieved one called 
Commodore Force Magazine, Issue 3 from 
1998, that had a free packet of Battlecards on 
the front cover and, inside, a several-page 
article about the card game series and an 
introduction to Vangoria.


Arion Games (Graham Bottley) has just 
issued The Warlock of Firetop Mountain as 
the latest Advanced Fighting Fantasy title. 
It is rumoured that a new title, Salamonis, 
is being worked on featuring the artwork 
of Steve Luxton. Digging deep into my 
collecting fund I have also acquired a Les 
Edwards pencil drawing. It is one of two 
of the cover of Return to Firetop Mountain. 
However, the one I chose was not the one 
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The Warlock of the official website, 
and well-known collector of Fighting 
Fantasy materials, relates his comings 
and goings as You are the Hero gets a 
launch...
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that made it to the final cover but a very 
similar one in which a few of the monsters 
had been changed in the foreground. You 
can see this artwork on the cover of this 
year’s edition of my guide. On the subject 
of my guide, it has been updated as usual 
with many new additions and a lot of price 
uplifts due to helpful feedback I received. 
Mark Stoneham (creator of the Gamebook 
Companion app) is continuing work on the 
app version. 


The Fighting Fantasy Fest was a brilliant 
day and it raised the bar for new 
collectables as well. I was staying nearby 
in an Ealing pub and little did I know that 
the long-haired chap sat behind me at 
breakfast was none other than The Forest of 
Doom interior illustrator, Malcolm Barter. 


We had spoken briefly at the food counter 
and I had my yellow logo T-shirt hidden, 
but we were none the wiser of each other’s 
intentions until we came across each 
other a few hours later at the Fest itself. 
I received my yellow entry backpack, 
which included a convention booklet, two 
dice, a pen, a copy of The Forest of Doom 
(Wizard 1st series), a copy of Blood Royal 
(Pax Brittania) by Jonathan Green, a badge 
and a limited-edition Zagor miniature by 
Otherworld Miniatures, which I expect to 
see expanded into other characters next 
year. 
   As it was the official launch I also 
received my hardback copy of You are the 
Hero (signed!), which is indeed a mighty 
tome that will take me several weeks 
to read, and with it a You are the Hero 
eraser, two dice and a pencil. By the way, 
I get a fair few mentions and Jonathan 
Green called me the “Warlock’s earthly 
representative” (happy with that!). I 
managed to buy a duplicate set of these 
and a few more different badges made for 
the event, and also picked up an exclusive 
Fighting Fantasy Fest poster. Oh, and I 
purchased a limited-edition All Rolled 
Up gaming accessory pouch featuring The 
Shamutanti Hills artwork by John Blanche, 
which I had signed by him. Also for 
sale was the new You are the Hero Martin 
Mckenna cover art, as well as The Forest 
of Doom, City of Thieves, The Shamutanti 
Hills and Deathtrap Dungeon versions. 
It turns out these were one-off limited 
edition versions made specifically for the 
convention.
   Due to selling my collectables and new 
stock of books all day long I barely got 
away to see the stands in any great detail 
and meet everyone, but I did get around 
enough to buy bits and pieces, meet 
people and get to see some great items. In 
addition to Ian Livingstone, Steve Jackson 
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and Jonathan Green I had the pleasure 
to meet the artists Malcolm Barter, Tony 
Hough, John Blanche, Steve Luxton, 
Leo Hartas, Russ Nicholson and Chris 
Achilleos (from whom I bought a large 
signed poster of his famous ‘Dragonspell’ 
art as seen on the cover of Titan). Neil 
Rennison of Tin Man Games and Graham 
Bottley of Arion Games were also present. 
I managed to get everyone to sign to an 
autograph, but regret not getting one from 
Geraldine Cooke and Phillipa Dickinson 
(both originally of Penguin). 
   In addition to the introduction of the 
32mm pewter Otherworld Miniatures 
it was also the first time I had seen the 
rumoured painted miniatures by Pure Evil 
Miniatures, which are about 32mm tall 
and made of resin. The series is due to be 
a Kickstarter project in the new year and 
will depict the Shape Changer, the Lizard 
King and panther, the Bloodbeast, Creature 
of Havoc, Zagor the Warlock, Zanbar Bone 
and the Brain Slayer. 
   An auction was also held on the day - 
here is a rundown of all the items that were 
sold:


Lot 1 - White Dwarf #1 - £65
Lot 2 - Japanese Warlock Magazines - £25
Lot 3 - Dungeoneer 1st ed. - £10
Lot 4 - The Warlock of Firetop Mountain 
 DS game - £40
Lot 5 - Deathtrap Dungeon PC game - £50
Lot 6 - The Fighting Fantasy 10th Anniversary 
 Yearbook - £70
Lot 7 - Fighting Fantasy gamebooks 
 50~59 - £110
Lot 8 - Casket of Souls - £40
Lot 9 - Dicing with Dragons hardback - £15
Lot 10 - Dicing with Dragons 
 paperback - £15
Lot 11 - The Citadel of Chaos software 
 pack - £30
Lot 12 - The Forest of Doom software 
 pack - £40
Lot 13 - Fighting Fantasy - The Role-playing 
 Game and The Riddling Reaver - £25
Lot 14 - Chris Achilleos sketch - £60
Lot 15 - French poster - £60
Lot 16 - The Warlock of Firetop Mountain 
 board game poster - £45
Lot 17 - Framed The Warlock of Firetop 
 Mountain poster - £210
Lot 18 - Deathtrap Dungeon sword 
 (good) - £100
Lot 19 - Deathtrap Dungeon sword 
 (damaged) - £60


Well, the year is not over yet and so I hope 
to see some of you at Dragonmeet in Earls 
Court, London on Saturday 6th December 
2014 where I will be selling my wares 
again and Steve and Ian will hold another 
signing session. (I may even turn out on 
one of the days at Indiecon, Dorset in 
November as well). l







he Lone Wolf equivalent of early 
Fighting Fantasy’s ‘Hints on 
play’ page (you know, the bit 
that so often lied about having 


a good chance of winning even with 7 
skill) was always referred to as ‘Wisdom’ 
of some kind. Not all wisdom is so clearly 
labelled, though, and, as in all the Fighting 
Fantasy books, the text of the adventure 
that followed could be relied upon to 
provide valuable insights applicable to life 
beyond the confines of the printed page. 
Moreover, the recent republication of many 
of the books has provided series author 
Joe Dever with the 
opportunity to add 
new insights based 
on the experience 
he’s gained in the 
intervening years.


Flight from the Dark 


Before the first Die 
Hard movie, Bruce 
Willis was pretty 
much pigeonholed 
as a comic actor. 
His subsequent 
reinvention as 
action hero and 
tough guy is 
nothing compared 
to the rise of Lone 
Wolf, however, 
who wound up 
repeatedly saving 
the world and even 
becoming powerful 
enough to fight the 
occasional deity, 
despite having 
started out as a 
slacker with a 
sideline in slapstick 
(well, how else 
would you describe 
his ‘running into 
a tree and getting 
knocked out’ 
routine?).
Moral: Don’t be 
afraid to explore 
new career paths if 
the one you’re on 
doesn’t seem to be 
going anywhere.


Flight from the Dark (Mongoose Edition)


Somehow dissatisfied with the low-key 
beginning of Lone Wolf’s adventures, Joe 
Dever radically amended the first book in 
the series to make its protagonist an epic 
hero from the outset. The sort of epic hero 
who dithers over choosing what to arm 
himself with in spite of (almost certainly) 
having received extensive specialised 
training in the use of one specific type 
of weapon. Who very nearly hastens the 
fall of the Kai monastery by forgetting to 
close a door. Who only manages to work 
out how to open a combination lock by 


remembering something 
that never even happened. 
So not really much more 
impressive than the self-
concussing original, then.
Moral: You can’t cure 
someone of incompetence 
just by changing their 
circumstances.


Fire on the Water


When Rendalim comes 
to announce the death of 
Lord-lieutenant Rhygar, 
Sixth Sense enables Lone 
Wolf to ascertain the nature 
of this news before a word 
is spoken. Mind you, 
Common Sense should have 
made it clear even earlier, 
given that Rhygar was last 
seen preparing to make a 
valiantly self-sacrificing last 
stand against a horde of 
powerful undead assassins 
invulnerable to any weapon 
he had (at least prior to 
the Mongoose edit). Some 
might claim that Rhygar’s 
death was obvious as soon 
as Lone Wolf met him, but 
it was the Lord-lieutenant 
(and Captain Kelman earlier 
in the book) that really 
established the ‘doomed 
companion’ trope in the 
Lone Wolf series, so that 
argument’s rather putting 
the cart before the horse. 
Well, it would be, but given 
Lone Wolf’s track record, 


the horse will probably have been stolen by 
the time the cart’s in place, so who can tell 
which way round things are?
Moral: An accurate prediction isn’t 
automatic proof of paranormal abilities 
– it could just be a logical deduction, or 
even a lucky guess.


The Caverns of Kalte


In the course of your exploration of the 
ice fortress of Ikaya, you may find several 
vials of liquid in an abandoned backpack. 
Whether or not you can identify their 
contents depends, not unreasonably, on 
your experience and specialist knowledge. 
Rather less reasonably, if you should 
happen to spill the one that’s toxic, you 
only actually take damage if you know 
that it’s a poisonous substance. The fumes 
don’t have any effect if you’re not aware 
that they’re harmful. I’m guessing that Joe 
Dever is not a big fan of smoke alarms – 
and not just because of their tendency to go 
off any time you slightly overdo the toast.
Moral: There are some things you’re 
better off not knowing. (But, if true, 
‘the building you’re in is on fire’ is not 
actually one of them.)


Everything I Need to Know I Learnt from 
Reading Lone Wolf Gamebooks Part 1
To mark Fighting Fantazine’s first major foray into Magnamund, Ed Jolley selects the Disciplines of 
Extrapolation, Inference, Exaggeration, Quibbling and Nitpicking to help him search the first batch of Lone 
Wolf books for gems of knowledge that aren’t covered in acidic Vordak innards or emitting lethal radiation.
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a little lost Endurance 
before proceeding 
to the strongroom 
to get healed just 
like he would have 
been if he’d gone 
through the correct 
door straight off. 
Perhaps not the most 
effective deterrent to 
misreading signs, now 
I come to think about 
it.
Moral: The most 
sensible decision isn’t 
always the best one.


Shadow on the Sand 
(Part 2)


Darklord Haakon 
has obviously put 
some thought into 
picking the location 


for his climactic confrontation with Lone 
Wolf. The Sommerswerd’s Darklord-
vaporising capability is solar-powered, so 
choosing to meet the weapon’s wielder 
in a subterranean chamber that admits 
no light from outside does a good job of 
eliminating one significant threat. Besides, 
the chamber in question contains a throne 
that rotates, enabling Haakon to get his 
own Bond villain-style ‘spin round in 
my chair to face the hero’ moment. It 
wouldn’t surprise me to learn that the 
incomprehensible cacophony with which 
Haakon greets Lone Wolf is actually just 
the dark tongue equivalent of the phrase, 
“I’ve been expecting you...” 
Moral: It’s not always necessary to choose 
between practicality and stylishness – 
sometimes you can combine the two. l


The Chasm of Doom


Captain D’Val has his name inscribed on 
his sword. Consequently, even though he 
somehow loses it while fighting bandits, 
there’s a distinct possibility that Lone 
Wolf will find it and eventually return 
it to him (which is probably also good 
for Lone Wolf, as handing it back takes a 
section, enabling any player who picked 
Healing to recover slightly more of the 
Endurance lost as a result of getting shot in 
the leg just before meeting D’Val). Despite 
this example of the benefits of labelling 
one’s property, very few Lone Wolf fans 
write their name on the page specifically 


designated for that 
purpose in each 
book. Of the dozens 
of second-hand Joe 
Dever gamebooks 
I’ve acquired over the 
years, only one had a 
name written in it and 
that was the author’s 
autograph.
Moral: The fact that 
a facility exists is 
no guarantee that 
anybody will ever 
want to use it. (What? 
You think I’d ever 
encourage people to 
write in gamebooks?)


The Chasm of Doom 
(Mongoose Edition)


On one possible 
path through the 
original text, the last three of the Rangers 
accompanying Lone Wolf on his mission 
inexplicably disappeared just before he 
reached the mines. At some point this 
mistake must have come to Joe Dever’s 
attention, as the reissue was edited to 
eliminate the error and ensure that those 
Rangers don’t just vanish any more. Mind 
you, there are now a couple of routes 
through the book on which the Rangers all 
die, and then the last three mysteriously 
reappear just in time for Lone Wolf to lose 
them again in a completely different way. 
As fixes go, we’d have been better off if 
Mr Dever had just given the manuscript a 
hefty thump on the side.
Moral: Make sure you know what 
you’re doing when you set out to repair 
something, or you might just make the 
problem worse.


Shadow on the Sand (Part 1)


In a race against time to find the only 
known cure to the dreaded Limbdeath 
before the disease costs him the ability to 
clap, do cat’s cradle and wield a two-
handed weapon, Lone Wolf must break 
into the Zakhan’s palace and raid the 
Imperial Apothecary’s strongroom. A 
successful infiltration eventually brings 
him to a choice between two doors, each 
with a symbol on it. One shows a mortar 
and pestle, the other a book. If Lone Wolf 
chooses the portal with the pestle, he 
finds the Apothecary’s strongroom and 
is able to get his hands (well, the one that 
still functions) on the healing herb he 
needs and save his arm. However, if he 
enters the room with the tome, he (not 
unsurprisingly) winds up in a library, 
where he must face the inevitable tragic 
consequences of failing to correctly 
interpret the symbols: a chance to pilfer a 
couple of useful items and possibly regain 
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by DAN SATHERLEY


adapted from Fightingdantasy.blogspot.com


appeared - there was no way you could 
have avoided him, another victim of 
texting-while-jaywalking.
   You spring out of the car, praying he is 
still alive and that he hasn’t put a dent in 
your Prius. Your clothes soak up the rain 
as you hobble back to the road. It’s hard 
to see at the best of times when you’re 
wearing Google Glass, but in the darkness 
it is difficult to see anything. But there is no 
sign of a body!
   You consider the situation. Are you 
certain that it was someone, and not the 
work of Weta Workshop or Industrial Light 
& Magic? Yes. You can remember the arms 
held up in fright as the car collided, and 
the look of anguish on his face. There was 
something familiar about that face. An old 
man, with white hair, a robe, pointy hat, 
said something about you not passing...
   Your heart leaps: no, impossible! With a 
shiver of fear you race back into the car, 
jump inside, force the key into the ignition 
and twist if violently! Unfortunately the 
battery is dead. Your car is not budging 
from the ditch tonight.
   Your situation is hopeless. How can you 
ask your Facebook friends for help? As if 
in answer, a light appears in the distance. 
Someone has switched on a 56-inch 
HDTV in a house nearby! What a stroke of 
luck! The new seasons of Game of Thrones 
premieres tonight, you thought you were 
going to miss it, for sure. 
   You slam the door, take a quick Instagram 
of the car to upload when you’re back in 
cellphone range and set off for the house. 
A flash of lightning lights it up clearly for 
you but, in your preoccupation with Angry 
Birds: Star Wars, the warning from above 
is wasted on you. The house is old and 
in a shocking state of repair. The satellite 
dish on the roof doesn’t even appear to be 
plugged in.
   As you climb the steps to the front door, 
little do you realise what fate has in store 
for you – they only have dial-up internet.
 
And then, because this is Steve Jackson’s 
House of Hell, I died. Do the details really 
matter? It’s House of Hell. l
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he instructions to this example 
of Steve Jackson sadism are 
headed ‘HOW TO SURVIVE 
THE HOUSE OF HELL’. To 


mangle a phrase from a popular movie that 
came out the same year, the only surviving 
move is not to play.
   I wrote that first paragraph before even 
trying House of Hell, in anticipation I would 
fail. I planned to close with it, 
but the fact I wrote it before 
playing about sums up this 
book’s reputation.
   So I didn’t bother playing it.


Ha, just kidding. Of course 
I played it. But first, let me 
update the introduction to 
this particular tale to the two-
thousand-and-teens (do we 
have a proper name for this 
decade yet?).
   The rain spatters the 
windscreen relentlessly. You 
can see no more than a watery 
gloom as you strain forwards 
over the steering wheel to see 
the road ahead. Although the 
wipers flap valiantly, they 
are fighting a losing battle as 
the rain drives harder and 
harder. If only you’d take the 
car salesman’s advice and 
shelled out for the hydrophobic 
windscreen coating. Your foot 
eases off the accelerator; the 
headlights struggle to light 
up the road. That’s the last 
time you pay the mechanic in 
bitcoins.
   Damn! You curse Apple Maps 
for sending you off along this 
bumpy track. Probably they 
meant the second turning 
on the left - or even a right 
turning. The old fool. Why 
didn’t you just use Google?
   But what nonsense is this? 
So you’ve taken a wrong turn 
and got caught in a downpour 
in the night. The rain will ease 
off soon – it can’t possibly 
keep up this deluge for long. 
Unless that’s how climate 
change works? You’re not sure, 
so decide to ask Siri. Siri, does 
climate... WATCH OUT!
   You spin the wheel frantically 


to the left to avoid the figure who, from 
nowhere, shows up in the headlights. 
The car bumps and jolts – but pleasantly 
so, thanks to advances in hydraulics and 
engineering – as it bounces over the rocky 
roadside and thumps into a ditch.
   You are unhurt, but shaken. Then you 
remember what has happened. The 
body! You must have hit the figure which 


STATS COUNTER
gamebooks attempted       14
gamebooks won       3
deaths by house of hell    1
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The latest gamebooks and gamebook-related materials are 
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96 APPS
The classic Fighting Fantasy 
title Appointment with F.E.A.R. is 
released by Tin Man Games and 
Starship Traveller also gets a look 
in while Babalon is also reviewed.


99 BOOKS
If, Time Travel Dinosaur, You are 
the Hero and Ninja! are among the 
new reads.


101 OTHER
Travel back to 2005 to look 
at a novel idea for interactive 
storytelling.


101 PODCASTS
We take a quick look at Pod Your 
Own Adventure.
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Appointment 
with F.E.A.R.


Author Steve Jackson   Publisher Tin Man Games   Price US$5.99
Web tinmangames.com.au   Published August 27th, 2014


ppointment with 
F.E.A.R. is another 
Fighting Fantasy 
gamebook that Tin 


Man Games has brought to us 
in digital format. However, 
Tin Man has really pulled out 
the stops with this one and 
included some swanky new 
features that upgrade the game.  
   Appointment with F.E.A.R. is 
the superhero Fighting Fantasy 
book. You can choose one of 
four powers and then you fight 
crime across Titan City whilst 
looking for clues, which will 
lead you to where the members 
of the F.E.A.R. organisation are 
meeting. Then you can take 
down the Titanium Cyborg, 
Earth’s greatest supervillain. 


A
The book was planned in 
an excellent way where the 
power you select determines 
the successful path you take 
through the book, meaning 
that it has four correct paths 
and lots of replayability. 
The book also poked fun at 
superhero tropes of the time, 
including using names (Wayne 
Bruce, Peter Laboratories and 
Parker airport for example), 
radioactive experiments gone 
wrong, a Joker-type villain, the 
fact that your character works 
as a reporter and many more.
   You pick your superpower, 
which could be super strength 
and the ability to fly, psychic 
powers, the ability to use 
energy blasts or a super-


genius intellect that allows 
you to create gadgets, and 
then set off on your mission. 
You will normally get an 
option on which crime to 
fight, which would lead to 
certain clues, which may 
lead to more villains or to the 
Titanium Cyborg himself. 
There is plenty to choose from 
here and the missions that 
lead to your success depend 
on your superpower. Some 
superpowers are more useful 
than others in certain situations 
and, if a superpower lets you 
defeat a villain easily, it will 
probably lead 
to a clue that 
you need.
   The villains 
are your 
standard 
comic-book 
fare, with a 
hearty helping 
of tongue in 
cheek. As well 
as certain nods 
to famous 
comic-book 
villains, you may have to sort 
out two villains’ relationship 
troubles or deal with a boy and 
a water pistol.
   The original Appointment 
with F.E.A.R. was an excellent 
gamebook and Tin Man 
Games has improved upon it. 
Their conversion of the book 
to app form is not merely a 
matter of putting the book into 
their engine with the same 
mechanics – they have done a 
lot more.  
   First of all, there are the 
cosmetic changes – the 
illustrations are now in colour 
and there are a few additional 
ones. Then there’s your ability 
to customise your hero – 
you can choose to be male 
or female, you can choose a 
costume to suit your hero, 
followed by the colour scheme. 
You can also choose your name, 
which can be from a selection 
of generated names, or you 
can choose your own. The 
tongue-in-cheek nature of the 
book comes across some more 
when the illustration for your 
hero in disguise is simply your 
hero in costume with a hat on. 
There are other nice touches 
too. When you return to the 
story from the main menu, the 
F.E.A.R. logo comes towards 
you then moves backwards, 
reminiscent of a certain 1960s 
TV show.  
   The gamebook is no longer 


presented as a wall of text, 
but is instead split into speech 
bubbles, sometimes with 
pictures to accompany them, 
just like a comic book. This also 
has the mechanical benefit of 
being able to insert or remove 
certain pieces of text depending 
on the circumstances. This 
showcases the advances in 
Tin Man Games’ presentation 
method, something they have 
been working on for quite a 
while. Since it is not presented 
in gamebook form, there are no 
cheaty options, such as ‘Heal 
me’ or ‘Free choice’, but there 


are checkpoints 
that you can 
go back to if 
you realise 
that you have 
missed a vital 
clue. There 
is also a map 
of Titan City, 
showing you 
the locations 
of your 
crime-fighting 
activities.


   There are other changes to the 
mechanics. Instead of rolling 
against an opponent’s skill 
in combat, you choose one of 
three attack methods. An easy 
method causes 2 stamina points 
of damage, a medium method 
causes 4 stamina points of 
damage and a difficult method 
causes 6 stamina points of 
damage. However, the more 
damage you try to deal in one 
blow, the less likely you are 
to hit an opponent. When you 
defeat an opponent, you can 
also get a F.E.A.R. card – a 
collectible card for a villain. 
You can spend luck points here 
for the chance of getting a rarer 
card.
   You also have clues now. 
There are certain points in the 
app where you will be asked if 
there is a clue that can help you 
in a situation. Here, you have 
to match the correct clue to the 
information you have been 
given (or just click all the clues 
and see which one works). 
This adds a greater degree 
of thinking to the adventure, 
making it more engaging.
   Tin Man Games has taken an 
excellent gamebook and used 
its technical skills to enhance 
and add new dimensions 
to it. Even if you have read 
the gamebook, it should still 
be a must-get app for any 
gamebook lover.


STUART LLOYD


POW! ZAP! We put on our superhero 
costume and set about fighting bad guys 
as the clock ticks down to armageddon.
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tarship Traveller 
was the first sci-fi 
Fighting Fantasy 
gamebook. In it, you 


are the captain of the Traveller, 
a starship that gets sucked 
into a black hole into another 
universe and it is down to 
you to get your crew home. 
There were several changes in 
mechanics in this gamebook. 
First of all, there was ship-to-
ship combat, so you have to use 
Weapons Strength and Shields 
rather than skill and stamina 
in these battles. You also have 
several crew members who 
you roll skill and stamina for. 
Lastly, there is phaser combat 
where you have to roll equal to 
or less than your skill to hit an 
opponent, who you will stun or 
kill, depending on your choice 
of phaser setting. When you 
have rolled stats for you, your 
crew and your ship, you set off 


S


Starship Traveller
Author Steve Jackson   Publisher Tin Man Games   
Price US$5.99 Web tinmangames.com.au   Published April 10th, 2014


through the black hole.  
   The game involves travelling 
to different planets, interacting 
with their inhabitants and 
trying to find the location 
and star date of a black hole 
that could take you home. 
However, this being a Fighting 
Fantasy book, each of the 
planets has their own quirk, or 
problem. This could range from 
draconian robots to water that 
sends one of your crew insane, 
to a race that wants to hijack 
your ship to save themselves 
from a dying world.  
   Turning the gamebook 
into an app has allowed Tin 
Man Games to add some 
improvements to it. First of 
all, the app has been updated 
with some new full-colour 
art, which really brings out 
the atmosphere of the starship 
and the aliens that it runs into. 
The app also has a great sci-fi 


didn’t find a part of the story 
that he took part in. You also 
get a ship’s cat (which I called 
Jones).
   You can also play in classic 
or free-read modes, depending 
on whether or not you are in 
the mood to cheat, but you can 
no longer just turn to whatever 
paragraph you like to get to 
the correct black hole. You 


will actually 
have to find 
the correct 
stardate and 
co-ordinates 
of the black 
hole that 
will take you 
home. You get 
a star map to 
help you.
   Once again, 
Tin Man 
Games has 


taken a classic 
gamebook and updated it with 
a fresh new feel. It’s great to 
go through old memories and 
have them enhanced with Tin 
Man’s distinctive look.


STUART LLOYD


abalon was recently 
released as Android 
app in Italian and 
there are plans 


to release it in English and 
Swedish during the first 
quarter of 2015.
   The protagonist of Babalon 
is a priest and opposes 
occultism, especially if it 
meddles with Satanism. The 
plot is set in 1994, Trondheim, 
Norway, where the suicide 
rate amongst the young is 
twenty times higher than the 
national average. Is it just the 
grim climate and the northern 
latitude that causes depression, 
or is it something more 
sinister?
   The fast-paced investigation 
will lead you to plunge into 
different worlds, meeting 
kids who listen to gloomy 
music, prim retired officers, 
old priests’ housekeepers, 
desperate mothers of suicidal 
children, noble countesses, 
nervous policemen, editors 
of university publications, 
chemists, dark, hooded figures, 
professors and philosophers... 


B


Babalon e le Morti Nere


all worlds are described with 
plenty of detail, denoting a lot 
of research and desire to avoid 
clichés.
   This gamebook is written 
in a style very similar to a 
movie script, so playing this 
gamebook is almost like taking 
part in a detective movie, 
where the reader-protagonist 
desperately searches for the 
truth. It’s really difficult to 
stop reading once you start. 
The detective-movie style 
eventually gives way to an 
action movie near the end of 
the quest, when the search 
becomes really pressing, but 
once again it is necessary to 
keep control of your emotions 
and your mind until the very 
last breathtaking challenge, 
when you will personally face 
the Devil’s deeds, if you really 
want to uproot them. This 
investigation is an adventure 
for both intellect and faith, 
but is also a search for your 
roots. If you want to complete 
it successfully, you will need 
attention to detail, analysis and 
sometimes a little bit of luck.


   Technically, the gamebook 
is broadly of the Choose Your 
Own Adventure type, i.e. with 
no extensive ruleset that needs 
to be read before starting the 
adventure, no character sheet 
to update while you read and 
no scores. This approach makes 
this adventure quick and 
smooth, enjoyable 
even by those who 
have never heard of 
gamebooks before.
   From time to 
time, when you 
have to check if 
Father Alessandro 
noticed a detail 
that is especially 
hard to spot, 
or if he succeeded at some 
particularly difficult action, 
the reader is told to pick two 
numbers between 1 and 20 and, 
depending on the situation, 
their sum will allow the action 
to continue with a greater 
or lesser chance of success. 
This is a pretty uncommon 
way to solve this kind of 
challenge, but it’s quick, light 
and fitting with the context. 
Moreover, you never have the 
feeling that picking a ‘wrong’ 
number completely spoils 
your adventure: in fact this 
gamebook is not a ‘true path’ 


type, though there are multiple 
investigation threads that 
can lead to the best possible 
ending.
   The fact that the gamebook 
is presented as an app allows 
for a soundtrack that fits neatly 
with the story. Unfortunately, 
other aspects that would have 


benefitted from 
technology have 
been ignored. The 
app is a faithful 
conversion of a 
paper gamebook 
where, for example, 
the check to see if 
the sum of the two 
numbers chosen by 
the player is odd 


or even has to be done by the 
player. I think the technical 
possibilities offered by being 
an app have definitely not 
been exploited fully. Therefore 
I can only hope that these 
technical improvements will 
be implemented in future 
versions.
   One last detail that I noticed 
is that on the ‘cover’, there is 
a number ‘1’ in the corner. I 
hope that this means that this 
adventure will be followed up 
by a whole series of further 
adventures in the same style!


ALESSANDRO VIOLA


qFighting Fantazine   95


aesthetic with digital numbers, 
schematics of the ships and 
science fiction-type symbols on 
the icons.
   Thirdly, there are little extra 
bits here and there, such as 
being able to pick the gender 
and names of you and your 
officers, as well as being able 
to pick the name of your ship. 
There are also nods to a certain 
sci-fi TV 
show such as 
the security 
guards 
wearing 
red shirts (I 
named them 
Guard 1 and 
Guard 2, in 
the spirit of 
Star Trek) and 
some of the 
links using 
the words 
‘Make it so’ 
and ‘Engage’. You also have to 
take a young ensign aboard, 
who is the son of an important 
senator. This sort of character 
screams ‘dead meat’ (so I called 
him Ensign Dead Meat), but I 


Author Federico Bianchini   Publisher Enrico De Vita   Price US$2.33
Published November 9th, 2014
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irst there was the 
origin story for the 
ninja-turned-ruler. 
Now there comes the 


story of how Avenger finally 
makes it out of that giant spider 
web. And it’s awesome.  
   If you look at what David had 
to work with, it will become 
apparent that this is a great 
achievement. It is no mean 
feat writing a gamebook at the 
best of times, but David has 
six books of canon to avoid 
clashing with whilst trying 
to make an entertaining and 
challenging yet fair gamebook. 
On top of that, the decisions 
available from past books 
have produced a multitude of 
possible situations that several 
NPCs could be in (for example, 
is Honoric still alive? And if 
you bought Foxglove to the 
Rift, did you still have her with 
you or did she get away?). 
David deftly deals with every 
possible outcome from the 
previous books, sliding them 
seamlessly into his book.


   In fact, he uses this pile of 
canon to deal with the first 
problem left over from book 
6 – that of the web – where a 
couple of familiar faces from 
previous books could make 
an appearance. And I’m not 
talking about the companions 
you took into the Rift with you. 
Who from the previous books 
could possibly be in the Rift? 
Well, you’ll just have to read it 
to find out. You get to interact 


with all of the old characters – 
Foxglove, Tyutchev, Cassandra, 
Glaivais, Doré and the 
adventurers who accompanied 
you into the Rift. It is great 
to see these characters again 
and David stays true to their 
personalities from the previous 
books. This book fits right into 
the Way of the Tiger series.
   Although David has done 
some excellent research and 
included everything from 
the past books (including 
what Tyutchev had in his belt 
pouch – anyone remember 
that?), David also makes 
this book his own with some 
excellent new characters and 
combats, including a dream 
world sequence where some 
old foes try to settle old scores. 
Remember how J.J. Abrams 
managed to make an excellent 
new Star Trek film whilst 
remaining faithful to the tons 
of source material? This is what 
David has done with Redeemer!. 
   David also had to work 
with someone else’s game 
system, but he explores its 
depth even more, including 
using the animals from each 
move in a meaningful way, 
making multiple throws more 
relevant (you win some fights 
if you manage two throws on 
an opponent) and creating 
a unique situation in every 
combat, keeping each fight 
fresh and interesting. He makes 
sure that the fights and rolls 
are fair, but there are a fair few 
sudden-death paragraphs. 
However, there is a logic to 
them and you might be able 
to avoid them with some 
thinking. This book is on the 
challenging but fair side and it 
will require you to experiment 
a few times to achieve victory.
   What more needs to be 
said? Redeemer! is an excellent 
addition to the Way of the 
Tiger series, tying up many 
loose ends from the original 
books while still being a great 
gamebook in its own right. I 
read once somewhere that the 
original authors had lots of 
books planned for the Way of 
the Tiger series. I wonder if any 
more will come out...


STUART LLOYD


he legendary Way of 
the Tiger series has 
now been given a 
new lease of life in 


the 21st century, as well as an 
excellent prequel, written by 
gamebook fan and ninja expert, 
David Walters.
   Thanks to a hugely successful 
Kickstarter campaign, the 
series is reborn and Megara 
Entertainment are currently 
hard at work producing both 
the books from the old series 
with new colour artwork, 
and also book 7, which finally 
resolves the cliffhanger at the 
end of book 6, where Avenger 
finally escapes from that web. 
The prequel to the series, or 
book 0 as it is being called, 
has already been released as a 
pdf to backers of the project. 
A physical copy of the book is 
also available to buy from the 
Megara website.
   You and some other 
worshippers of Kwon are 
sent to the Island of Tranquil 
Dreams to undertake a 
trial, which, if you succeed, 
will allow you to become a 
Grandmaster at the Temple of 
the Rock. This trial involves 
obtaining flags from heavily 
guarded locations around 
the island. The trial itself is 
dangerous enough, but it is 
not long before you realise 
that someone is also trying to 
kill both you and your fellow 
competitors. The book is 
centred around your journey 
across the island as you try to 
get two flags whilst trying to 
survive.
   If you think about your 
choices, you might be able to 
work out which one is the best. 
You are rewarded for acting 
like a ninja. Frontal assaults 
and displays of power will not 
help you here. This is an aspect 
of the book that I enjoyed. If 
I was penalised, I could work 
out why and make sure that I 
acted more appropriately on 
my next playthrough.
   As with the other books, each 
of the characters you encounter 
has their own motivations and 
you are rewarded for correct 
interaction with them. There 
are very few nameless mooks 
here. The enemies you face 
all have their own unique 


strategies and you need to 
think about how best to defeat 
them. No combat in this book 
is as simple to resolve as just 
rolling a few dice and finding 
out who loses, but rather 
thinking about what your ninja 
can do every round to bring 
victory.   
   There are plenty of places that 
you can visit in order to capture 
the flags, giving the gamebook 
a large amount of replayability. 
There are also several other set-
pieces and obstacles that you 
can face, adding further variety 
to your story as you travel 
across the island.
The Way of the Tiger system 
allowed for strategic thinking 
before – do you throw a 
shuriken, or use a poisoned 
needle on your enemy? Do 
you punch, kick or throw? 
And do you use inner force or 
not? David has created even 
more twists on the original 
system with some of his battles, 
including a fight where you 
and a companion are fighting 
several creatures and you have 
to use the best tactic to kill as 
many as possible.
   David has used his 
unparalleled knowledge 
of both Japanese culture 
and the Way of the Tiger 
series to craft a world that 
enhances the original series. 
Familiar faces turn up, 
both friends and foes, but 
David has done a great job 
of making the events of the 
book consistent with the 
events of the original series. 
He has created interesting 
stories about how you start 
with certain items in book 
1:  Avenger!, such as the 
spiderfish poison and the 
blood of Nil. He has also 
hinted at things to come, as 
a villain for book 1 is given 
a greater part in this book.
   Megara have used the 
same high production values 
that they applied to their 
Arcana Agency book, with the 
flavourful tone of the pages 
and the gorgeous colour 
illustrations in the book.
   David has done an excellent 
job in incorporating this new 
story into the much-loved Way 
of the Tiger series.


STUART LLOYD
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Ninja!
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riona the Bounty 
Hunter is book 5 in 
the Explore-A-Quest 
series by Anthony 


Lampe. It is a short (around 100 
paragraphs) gamebook with no 
game system. In this book you 
are Ariona, a bounty hunter 
in a fantasy setting, who has 
taken a vow never to kill. You 
use your shortsword and darts 
coated in a sleeping drug as 
your weapons. Your father was 
killed by an evil ruler, Ludwig 
von Aldon (I presume he car-
ries the title of count). You start 
by trying to hunt down a man 
who has been selling poison 
and saying that it is a healing 
potion. In your adventure, you 
encounter undead dogs, elves 
and, eventually, this leads you 
to Ludwig’s castle where you 
finally get to face your nemesis. 
   Since there is no game system 
and there are fewer than 100 
paragraphs, the adventure 
plays out quite quickly where 
you either kill Ludwig and pre-
vent an invasion of zombies, or 
get killed by him and become 
a zombie, or even join forces 
with him.
   Anthony has written six 
books so far over an impres-
sive range of different genres 
– Ariona the Bounty Hunter is 
the only fantasy gamebook that 
he has written. There are two 
sci-fi books, a mystery, a fairy 
tale gamebook and a superhero 
gamebook. Ariona the Bounty 
Hunter provides an entertaining 
read in a sword-and-sorcery 
fantasy world.


STUART LLOYD


he Renegade Wizard 
is the first book in 
the Your Adventure 
Begins Here series by 


Ashley P. Martin. It is over 500 
paragraphs of Fighting Fantasy-
esque dungeon crawling and 
wizard slaying. In this story 
you are Toby, a squire whose 
army gets wiped out by a horde 
of orcs, leaving you to slay the 
eponymous renegade wizard 
alone (at least the king had the 
good sense to send an army 
against him in the first place, 
though).
   You then have to learn skills, 
buy equipment and explore 
the dungeon to find and kill 
the wizard. It is a very well 
put together dungeon crawl 
full of dungeon-crawl things 
including orcs, the undead, evil 
boss wizards, number puzzles, 
strange challenges (including 
the Monty Hall game) and 
random friendly characters 
who also like to sell you things.
   The fights are interesting 
and provide a lot of options, 
which is good as they can be 
a little hard. You do have the 
hero point mechanic to remedy 
this, though. You can spend 
hero points to adjust any die 
roll to be any result you wish. 
In combat, you can set the 
result to two 6s to give you 
an automatic hit, or to two 1s 
to make sure that the enemy 
misses you. You start with 5 
hero points and gain more as 
you perform great deeds. This 
mechanic is very useful as it 
prevents what may appear 
to be difficult fights from 
becoming impossible. You also 
get other options to help you in 
combat – weapons that increase 
your chances of landing hits, 
armour that reduces damage, 
bows that deal damage before 
combat begins and magic 
items that automatically deal 
damage. The Renegade Wizard 
is a nice, meaty quest to get 
your teeth into, reminiscent of 
old-school dungeon crawls, but 
updated to get rid of instant 
deaths and impossible fights.


STUART LLOYD
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oldfast - Record 
of the Dwarven 
Kingdoms was 
kickstarted in 


2013 and released later 
that year. Now, a year after 
its original release, a new 
edition it is finally being 
released to the public on 
DriveThruRPG.
   Holdfast is one of the 
most enjoyable gamebooks 
I have ever read. It stands 
out among the recent 
crop of gamebooks for 
its incredible writing. 
Unlike many books which 
attempt to write blandly, 
allowing the reader to 
imprint their preferences 
on the protagonist, 
Holdfast has a clear sense 
of who its protagonist is, 
and why he’s there. And it 
works. The narrative style is 
deeply irreverent and frankly 
hysterical. You should buy this 
book for the writing alone.
   The book is divided into 
three Acts. The first Act is 
a typical gamebook quest, 
wherein you strive to retake 
your ancestral home. In the 
second Act you settle in and 
have the opportunity to 
perform various missions to 
improve your Hold and equip 
yourself. You also have the 
opportunity to manage the 
economy of the hold, which 
turns out to be great fun. Act 2 
offers over twenty missions, of 
which you may choose five (a 
number I thought was too few), 
before progressing to the final 
Act, in which the inevitable 
consequences of your choices 
catch up with you.
   Holdfast’s systems are 
also highly complex, which 
has positive and negative 
aspects. The combat system is 
more complex than a typical 
gamebook, with the player 
having to coordinate their 
dice, a combat table, and their 
available actions, but it ends 
up being manageable, and 
fairly deep. The addition of 
the “boon” system is a great 
one, wherein “boons” earned 
for various actions in the game 
take the form of additional dice 


of varying sizes (d4 through 
d20) which you can save up 
and apply to aid you at a time 
of your choosing.
   Holdfast has been 
unfortunately plagued by a 
large number of manuscript 
issues, ranging from unclear 
rules and inconvenient 
information placement, to 
errata modifications and 
outright bugs. My personal 
copy has been painstakingly 
covered with post-it notes, 
which should tell you that a) 
this book takes a lot of work, 
and b) I loved it so much I was 
willing to put the effort in.
   The Black Chicken Team 
has made a major effort to 
update the manuscript for 
publication on DriveThruRPG, 
and although I haven’t seen the 
new v1.1, in my opinion it is 
likely that some small mistakes 
will remain.
   At the end of the day, Holdfast 
is a thoroughly engrossing 
diamond in the world of 
modern gamebooks, even if it 
still requires some polishing.  It 
will provide days of enjoyment, 
and I am very hopeful that 
the Black Chicken team will 
continue to revise the book, 
and maybe even work on the 
hinted sequel.


MICHAEL COHEN
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’ve long felt that 
the medium of the 
gamebook has rarely 
fulfilled its full 


potential. While I enjoy killing 
goblins (or giaks, or whatever) 
as much as the next person, 
and there’s certainly a place 
for fulfillment of childhood 
wishes like unexpected 
inheritances and improbable 
sports victories, interactive 
fiction is a powerful medium 
capable of many other things 
as well. With its immersive 
nature and its ability to explore 
parallel possibilities, it is well-
suited to explore the same 
issues addressed by what I will 
call, for lack of a better term, 
the literary novel. However, 
outside of Kim Newman’s 
brilliant but hard-to-find Life’s 
Lottery, this is a path rarely 
taken by writers of interactive 
stories. Fortunately, with If, 
Nicholas Bourbaki has taken 
another shot at it.
   It is impossible to avoid 
comparisons with Life’s 
Lottery given the relatively 
small number of similar 
books on the market. Both 
books have the same point 
of departure, introducing 
the reader as a youth in a 
particular historical context. 
Both books fork in wildly 


differing directions, offering a 
wide range of tones and styles 
through their branching paths. 
There, however, most of the 
similarities end – each book 
is exploring different territory 
and has a distinct flavour of its 
own.
   Structurally, it is very basic 
by gamebook standards. A map 
of the story’s tree structure 
is included at the front of the 
book and it consists entirely 
of outward-branching choices. 
There is no reuse of passages 
and no looping back. The 
book ends with a free-floating, 
disconnected passage, perhaps 
a tribute to the Ultima of 
Edward Packard’s Inside UFO 
54-40. The structural simplicity 
is in no way an impediment to 
the reader’s enjoyment of the 
text. However, it is evidence 
that this is a book designed 
to be read rather than played. 
This is not an experience that 
gives the reader a strong sense 
of urgency – the choices are 
not about making big decisions 
and feeling empowered by 
the results; they are about 
possibilities, random chance, 
small things becoming bigger. 
There are no puzzles to solve. 
Much of the time, it doesn’t 
really matter what you choose 
– you will want to go back and 


see what happened 
down the other 
road as well.
   Unsurprisingly, 
given its literary 
aspirations, the 
book offsets 
its structural 
simplicity 
with textual 
sophistication. The 
reader encounters 
a variety of styles 
while exploring 
the paths of the 
narrative, ranging 
from a fairly straightforward 
and realistic novelistic 
approach to a crazed, dream-
like stream-of-consciousness 
approach. In several places, 
the reader’s second-person 
protagonist suddenly and 
unexpectedly interacts with a 
first-person narrator, producing 
a startling effect that I have 
not seen elsewhere. The text 
is filled with allusions to 
gamebooks and their relatives, 
some subtle, others hilariously 
over-the-top, such as a path 
where a lecture on Jorge 
Luis Borges turns into a rant 
about the futility of choice in 
Choose Your Own Adventure 
books and American politics. 
The effectiveness of all of 
these styles and approaches 
is obviously variable. At its 
best, it’s brilliant and laugh-
out-loud funny. At its worst, it 
feels a little pretentious – but, 
given that the protagonist’s 
pretensions are a recurring 
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ime Travel Dinosaur 
is the third volume 
in the Choose-O-
Matic series, writer 


and artist Matt Youngmark’s 
ongoing tribute to the 
sensibilities of the Choose Your 
Own Adventure books of his 
childhood. Youngmark has a 
talent for writing surprisingly 
well-thought-out yet 
completely ridiculous tales that 
seamlessly mix big, interesting 
ideas with all manner of 
silliness. He illustrates his 
books in a pleasantly cartoony 
style that works especially well 
on the cover of this one, where 
the titular carnosaur is depicted 
in a variety of amusing outfits.
   So far, the Choose-O-Matic 
series is on an upward trend, 


theme throughout 
the book, this 
may actually be 
intentional.
   It’s also worth 
mentioning that, 
on the whole, 
this is quite a 
dark book. Yes, 
it is quite funny 
at times and yes, 
some paths have 
different tones 
than others, but 
on the whole 
there’s a pervading 


sense of looming catastrophe 
hanging over much of the text. 
The protagonist is a decidedly 
flawed character and you can 
end up exploring some very 
unpleasant territory in his 
shoes. None of that is intended 
as a criticism – I found this 
approach quite interesting 
and the darkness is certainly 
not completely unrelenting 
– but readers looking for 
spiritual uplift and a sense 
of accomplishment should 
probably look elsewhere.
   So, should you read this 
book? If you’re interested in 
interactive experimentation, 
have the stomach for some 
grim themes and don’t consider 
dice-rolling and puzzle-
solving mandatory, you should 
definitely make this one a 
priority on your reading list. 
I’m certainly glad that it made 
it onto mine.


DEMIAN KATZ


with each book being a little 
better than the one that came 
before. This is fairly high praise 
given that the first title was 
pretty good to begin with. At 
this point, though, it’s hard to 
see how Time Travel Dinosaur 
can be topped within this 
particular niche. The previous 
title, Thrusts of Justice, did 
a good job of offering the 
reader a variety of superhero 
adventures that all revealed 
different facets of a larger 
story. Time Travel Dinosaur 
has a similar structure, with 
a surprisingly consistent 
theme underlying the widely 
divergent pathways of the 
adventure, but the content is a 
bit more interesting.
   The key difference that 


pushed this one over the 
top for me is simply the 
higher level of originality on 
display for this outing – the 
superheroes of Thrusts of Justice 
were fun, but superheroes have 
been done a lot. Time-travelling 
dinosaurs, however, fall into 
the ‘road less traveled’ category 
and Youngmark has outdone 
himself by offering multiple 
variations on the theme within 
a single internally-consistent 
narrative. Depending on 
your choices, you can end up 
playing the role of a human 
consciousness trapped inside 
a prehistoric dinosaur or 
a sentient, highly-evolved 
dinosaur version of yourself 
– and both of these things 
contribute to the same overall 
story arc!
   It’s also worth mentioning 
the humorous side of the story. 
While all of the Choose-O-
Matic books have been fairly 


amusing, I felt that the previous 
volume relied a bit too heavily 
on alcohol-related humour, 
something which I objected 
to not on moral grounds but 
simply because it got a bit 
repetitive at times. The humour 
here is a bit more diversified 
and it actually had me laughing 
out loud on several occasions.
   In case you’re not already 
convinced that you ought to 
give this book a try, it’s also 
worth noting that the author 
has generously made the 
electronic versions of all of the 
books in the series available 
under a ‘pay what you want’ 
model, so you can sample them 
for little or nothing! If you’re 
like me, though, you’ll need a 
physical copy for your shelf by 
the end of the process!


DEMIAN KATZ
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eavy Metal Thunder 
2: Sol Invictus is the 
darker and edgier 
continuation of 


humorous Sci-Fi gamebook 
Heavy Metal Thunder. Kyle 
Stiff has kept the same level 
of engaging writing mixed 
with action-packed scenarios 
to create yet another great 
gamebook. In this book, your 
character, Cromulus, has been 
reunited with his unit and 
immediately gets thrust into a 
dangerous mission on Pluto, 
followed by a big mission 
where he and his team manage 
to commandeer an Invader 
spaceship in the middle of a 
space battle.  
   The writing remains high 
quality and there are a few 
comedy moments in the book, 
such as the names (Wolf Tits, 
for example) and the option 
on what your pre-ass-kicking 
one-liner should be before you 
blast an Invader spaceship, but 
it has been toned down since 
the first book. One of my team 


gave me a heartbreaking story 
about her terrible boyfriend 
and the corpse-filled base on 
Pluto is also harbouring a 
terrible secret as to what the 
people were doing there before 
they were massacred. This is 
not necessarily a bad thing, but 
there is a shift in tone which 
makes the book a bit more 
sombre. This book is the Empire 
Strikes Back of Kyle’s series. 
Kyle uses the same diceless 
system with Sol Invictus as he 
does with Heavy Metal Thunder, 
with some slight changes (you 
now have money). It is an 
excellent system which allows 
a lot of character customisation, 
has character advancement 
involved and allows you to 
make tactical decisions based 
on your equipment and skills. 
Since you don’t have dice, your 
success or failure is simply 
determined on how high your 
ability scores are and what 
skills and equipment you might 
have. The numbers are not too 
high or low and since your 


ere we have a dark 
fantasy offering from 
Marc Wilson, the first 
of two Kickstarter-


funded books.
   In this adventure you play 
Sigasünd, a slave with a 
colourful past. Your master is 
Hieronymous  Kroos, a “famed 
antiquarian of Maasenborg”. 
You haven’t actually seen 
Kroos for six months as he has 
set off in search of something 
big. Eventually, you receive a 
letter from Kroos instructing 
you to meet up with him and to 
bring some books that will help 
him understand an artefact he 
has found. It seems that it will 
lead him to a more powerful 
artefact that has decided to 
reveal itself to the world. Your 
journey takes you to a city full 
of anti-elf extremists, vampire 
nobles, inept necromancers and 
many more.  
   The gamebook is set in 
a standard fantasy world 


doing something stupid. 
There are some sudden-death 
paragraphs for not having a 
certain gift, score or item, but 
these paragraphs can always 
be avoided in several ways, 
one of which is an item or a 
codeword, so even if you do 
not meet the requirements you 
can always pick up something 
in your adventure to help.
   The second book, entitled The 
Lost Legion is set in the same 
world as the first, but this time 
it is in an impenetrable jungle. 
You may be able to command 


a company of 
soldiers or go 
alone. This will 
be shipped in 
January 2015.
   Restless Heart 
of Evil is a very 
good dark fantasy 
gamebook 
with excellent 
atmosphere and 
a balanced game 
system.  It is a 
great read and I’m 
looking forward 
to the sequel.


STUART LLOYD


the course of the book. You 
also have some interesting 
companions in the form of the 
professor and Adz, who joins 
you on your journey to find the 
artefact.
   The system that Marc uses 
is a diceless one. Instead of 
comparing your scores to dice 
rolls, you are simply asked 
if one of your ability scores 
(dexterity, agility and fortitude) 
is equal to or above a certain 
number. Your character can 
also have gifts (or skills) 
which may be useful to have. 
Character creation 
gives you a lot of 
freedom in the 
sense that you 
might be able to 
spend points on 
increasing your 
ability scores or 
you may spend 
points on gifts 
instead. The 
tests are of a fair 
difficulty and 
while there are 
some sudden-
death paragraphs, 
they are usually a result of 


and the story takes you on a 
journey from ship to city to 
the underground caverns and 
various other set pieces that 
lead you to a powerful artefact. 
However, obtaining it is not 
the end of the adventure as 
the city you return to is on the 
brink of destruction and you 
have to save it. The book has 
a brief happy ending before 
introducing you to a dramatic 
cliffhanger. Since Kickstarter 
hasfundedtwo books (the 
second is underway now), we 
may get answers…
   Many situations in the book 
have a classic Fighting Fantasy 
feel about them, but Marc 
has made sure that his game 
system is fair and that there is 
more depth to the scenes than 
just quick interactions with 
NPCs. In this book, we get to 
learn about different people 
and groups, their relationships 
with each other and how these 
relationships play out over 


H


character can advance and gain 
ability scores and extra skills, 
if you find that you have any 
weak points, you can improve 
on them. Kyle is clever 
with how he hands out 
experience too – you 
can get experience for 
doing many things, 
including making 
meaningful connections 
with people, exploring, 
gaining an item and 
victory in combat. This means 
that a character of all abilities 
is able to gain experience 
and level up. The variety of 
different situations that you are 
put in is another of the book’s 
strengths. You don’t just fight 
– you also talk with various 
members of the resistance, 
including people who don’t 
like you, explore an abandoned 
station and when you do come 
across combat, you get to make 
several tactical decisions based 
on your skills, rather than just 
check an ability score. None of 
the situations in the book feel 
out of your control and I could 
not find any sudden-death 
paragraphs in my playthrough.
   There are several interactions 
with your fellow crew 


members, which hints that 
Kyle is building a larger world. 
Kyle has put a lot of effort into 
world building (he has also 


included a useful codex 
at the back for you to 
read up on it) and there 
is plenty of stuff to learn 
beyond your mission. 
Hopefully, these tidbits 
of information may 
be relevant in Kyle’s 
next book, The Sands of 


Masada. 
   As someone who finds it hard 
to keep up with who is who 
in books, Kyle’s Metal Codex 
provides handy explainations 
about what the prominent 
locations are and who the 
prominent characters are. That 
was another nice touch, which 
made the book even more 
readable.
   This is another fine addition 
to the Heavy Metal Thunder 
series. However, the Invaders 
still control Earth. The next 
book is set on Mars (so we’re 
not there yet). It looks like 
our beleaguered Cromulus’s 
journey is far from over, which 
is something I am glad to 
know.


STUART LLOYD
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ou are the Hero – A 
History of Fighting 
Fantasy Gamebooks 
is a beautifully 


presented and wonderfully 
informative book that every fan 
of Fighting Fantasy should have. 
Hang on, shouldn’t everyone 
who’s reading this fanzine be 
a fan of Fighting Fantasy? Then 
you should have this book! 
Right, that was easy. Review 
over.
   I guess you want more, don’t 
you? What can I say? This book 
contains everything you ever 
wanted to know about Fighting 
Fantasy and much more. Each 
Fighting Fantasy book is given 
some space in the book along 
with comments from authors, 
artists, publishers and fans, 
allowing you to spend hours 
reminiscing over your favourite 
moments from the series. 
These anecdotes and opinions 
are interspersed with Fighting 
Fantasy facts (did you know 
that Steve Jackson might have 
coined the term ‘role-playing 
game’?) and beautiful full-
colour art and photographs.
   The artwork is amazing. 
There are full-page colour 
illustrations of Fighting 
Fantasy covers, Warlock covers, 
Battlecards, photos and many 
more, including such nuggets 
as the manga-style cover to the 
Japanese version of Deathtrap 
Dungeon. There is also new art, 
including the amazing cover 
featuring the famous villains 
and monsters from Fighting 
Fantasy. There has never been 
Fighting Fantasy art as good as 
this.  
   There is plenty of new 
material for even hardcore 
fans ranging from the Fighting 
Fantasy phone game to the 
stories of Fighting Fantasy books 
that never were, stories of 
Fighting Fantasy films (do you 
know that there’s a script for a 
Deathtrap Dungeon film?) and 
details of every Fighting Fantasy 
product that ever was (who 
remembers Goldhawk?) and 
stories of how Steve and Ian 
started this incredible series.
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   Jon has gone to great lengths 
to track down everyone who 
ever had anything to do with 
Fighting Fantasy and interview 
them for You are the Hero and 
the love he has put into it is 
evident in every page. Authors 
talk about their books and a lot 
of secrets are revealed (such 
as who really wrote Legend of 
Zagor).
   We fans also feature 
prominently in the book. As 
well as a whole chapter on 
us (with a section devoted to 
Fighting Fantazine), Jon Green 
asked Kickstarter backers for 
their opinions on the Fighting 
Fantasy books in a survey (I 
missed that one. That will teach 
me to pay attention to surveys 
in the future). It must really 
add extra joy to see someone 
you’ve met in the book, or even 
yourself.
   The final chapters of the 
book talk about the future of 
Fighting Fantasy, including the 
possibility of Steve and Ian 
writing a new book for the 40th 
anniversary.  
   It has been a great year for 
Fighting Fantasy – we have had 
its first convention coupled 
with this comprehensive and 
beautifully presented history. It 
was well worth every penny.


STUART LLOYD


illing 
Hitler 
with 
Praise 


and Fire, by 
Matthew 
Hutchins was 
funded on 
Kickstarter in 
January 2014. 
Its presentation 
and style mimic 
a Choose Your 
Own Adventure 
gamebook where 
the reader is a 
time traveller 
from the distant 
future who 
has a chance 
to travel to 
different points 
in Hitler’s life 
in order to stop 
him becoming 
a genocidal 
dictator. This 
may save humanity, which is 
near extinction and hasn’t got 
long left. This is a light-hearted 
and self-aware approach to 
Choose Your Own Adventure – 
your computer will save you 
from death at the last minute 
(allowing you to go back to a 
point and start again) most of 
the time, giving you an excuse 
to ignore the death paragraph. 
The book also pokes fun at 
time travel tropes with a level 
of absurdism including Nazi 
dinosaurs, Nazi robots and 


having a chance to 
meet several famous 
people from the 20th 
century.
   There are some 
illustrations – Matthew 
has decided to 
illustrate the more 
bizarre parts of the 
book, including Nazi 
dinosaurs, a pineapple 
coming out of your 
chest and a futuristic 
Nazi robot attempting 
to cut you up.
   The book is split 
into several different 
points in time to travel 
to, each serving as 
a separate set piece. 
Since there are few 
death paragraphs and 


you can choose to do each time 
period as many times as you 
like, you will be able to play 
almost all of the book in one 
sitting.  
   There is no puzzle element or 
much logic to the game (apart 
from the fact that trying to kill 
Hitler seemed to not work and 
it was best to give him a better 
life) and it is best enjoyed as a 
romp through time where you 
find out what the consequences 
of your crazy decisions are. 
Even if you succeed in some 
time zones you might not save 
humanity, but you might just 
make life slightly better. It is a 
shame that the book does not 
record the cumulative effects of 
your efforts to stop Hitler being 
a genocidal dictator (I was 
told that he was slightly nicer 
several times) as it seems that 
each trip completely ignores 
your efforts from the last one. 
However, there is a path that 
allows you to save humanity 
in the future – you just have to 
find it.  
   Killing Hitler with Fire and 
Praise is a nice little adventure 
that allows you to mess about 
with time and learn a little bit 
about Adolf Hitler’s life.


STUART LLOYD
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his product comes as 
a brightly coloured 
cardboard box 
with 32 glossy and 


coloured carboard rectangles 
inside. On each rectangular 
card there are two scenes from 
the story of a bunny (Osvaldo) 
and each scene has a small, 
coloured shape (squares, 
triangles, circles and a few 
stars). The images are clearly 
geared towards a younger age 
group as there are no words on 
them (noises and other sounds 
are represented as in comics) 
and two cards are left blank 
so they can be drawn and 
coloured at will. The cards are 
glossy on the front side, with 
fancy images, while on the flip 
side there is a carrot-filled, non-
glossy background. They are 
quite strong and hard to tear 
into pieces. All the material 
looks nice and is made to a 
high standard.
   Despite the unusual 
presentation, this is a de 
facto gamebook (or maybe 
a gamecomic to coin a new 
term)! To start the game, you 
have to find the only card 
with a star on the left side: it 
represents Osvaldo Bunny 
woken up by a shot. On the 
right side of the card there 
are two Hunters with their 
rifles, walking in the forest: the 
related key is a red circle.
   At this point you have to scan 
through the deck looking for 
a card with a red circle on the 
left side and choose one of the 
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t’s finally happened. 
We now have a 
gamebook podcast. 
Thom Rosell and a 


guest play through a gamebook 
in the hope of beating it whilst 
having a lot of fun on the way.  
   I’ve enjoyed listening to 
gamebook playthroughs of 
books I’ve played purely so 
I can relive the memories of 
when, for example, I got Titan 
City blown up, or had to trudge 
all the way back to Yaztromo’s 
tower.  
   The podcast will also 
introduce you to other, less 
common gamebooks. Thom 
has played books from 
Fighting Fantasy, Choose Your 
Own Adventure, the Sonic the 
Hedgehog gamebooks and Give 
Yourself Goosebumps. Thom 
has also played To Be or Not 
To Be – That is the Adventure 
with its author, Ryan North. 
It’s great to hear them being 
played, along with the various 
comments from Thom and the 
guests, which always serve to 
entertain. 
   Thom doesn’t play 
completely fairly by the 
rules. Apart from the fact that 
it would probably get his 
characters killed pretty quickly, 
it’s quite tedious to listen to 
the sound of dice rolling. For 
this reason, Thom has a rule 
where his characters only have 
to make one successful hit to 
win a combat. It certainly does 
make things more interesting 
(and when he gets to Crypt of 
the Sorcerer, he might even be in 
with a chance).
   This podcast is something 
that gamebook fans can enjoy, 
so get it on your playlist and 
give it a go. You can also 
support the Pod Your Own 
Adventure podcast on Patreon.


STUART LLOYD
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options. This card will continue 
the story and present another 
key on the right side, where 
it will be possible to couple 
another card and so on, a bit 
like you would do when you 
play dominoes. The stories can 
be longer or shorter and the last 
scene will always end up with 
another star. There are seven 
different possible endings and 
plenty of story combinations.
   Describing the resulting 
story to another person is an 
integral part of the game and 
its fun. Compared to more 
standard gamebooks, instead 
of having written paragraphs 
on pages you have comic-like 
pairs of images and instead 
of numbered paragraphs you 
have small coloured shapes for 
keys. Once you get the basic 
mechanics it is smooth and 
funny, with many combinations 
and surprising storylines.
   This game is clearly geared 
toward children who are 
developing complex thinking 
and storytelling skills, and 
it’s a great learning tool that 
will provide many hours of 
clever entertainment. Adding 
a couple of white cards is a 
cheeky invitation to critical and 
analytical thinking, as the new 
cards to be drawn will have 
to fit with the rest of the deck. 
The following step, of course, 
will be drawing a full deck of 
cards by yourself! The words 
on the box explaining how to 
play are in Italian, but there are 
no words on the cards, which is 


therefore very suitable for the 
international markets as there 
are no international versions.
   Probably the wording on 
the box should be clearer 
as the main problem of this 
game is the initial learning 
curve, which is a bit steep 
and may prevent some 
parents from unlocking lots of 
clever fun for their children. 
An alternative, perhaps, is 
having jigsaw connections 
instead of/in addition to 
the coloured shapes, which 
would help by adding some 
kind of mechanical and visual 
verification that you are using 
the cards correctly. It must be 
noted, in fact, that this game 
requires a very thorough 
induction by adults and good 
supervision, particularly at the 
beginning when it is critical 
to understanding the game 
mechanics in practice.
   Additionally, thirty-two 
cards are probably too many 
to handle for the hands of 
some smaller children and may 
lead to confusion. A slightly 
stronger cardboard material 
wouldn’t hurt either.
   While Osvaldo Bunny is 
nice, maybe having a branded 
protagonist would help appeal 
to more parents and children. 
Probably the biggest problem 
for this product comes from 
distribution. I couldn’t see this 
game on the shelves and even 
after ordering it, I had to wait 
several weeks before having it 
in my hands. It may have been 
a one-off unlucky delay, but it 
makes me wonder about the 
commitment of the publisher to 
promote this game.
   After I got into the game 
mechanics, this surprisingly 
novel game revealed itself to 
be a real cracker! From its title 
(which can be translated as 
‘The Stories Mixer: Osvaldo 
and the Hunters’), it can 
be guessed that this was 
potentially the first installment 
of a line of ‘Stories Mixers’ 
that, after almost ten years, 
hasn’t actually materialized 
yet. The most glaring reason 
for this seems to be insufficient 
willingness/ability to present, 
support and distribute this 
product on the market. This 
novel idea, which still has 
fantastic potential, looks like it 
has ended up as something of a 
wasted opportunity.


ALESSANDRO VIOLA
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