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Welcome to the game! Here’s what you’ll need to play:

- yourself!
- some private space where you can roleplay alone
- every last sheet of this document printed out and stacked in me-
ticulous order (NO PEEKING AHEAD! SPOILERS!)

To play: simply do what the first sheet says, then once finished, set 
it aside (you won’t need it any more) and move to the next one!

If you come across any red underlined text, you should phys-
ically act out and do what the text instructs you to do! It’s fine if 
you don’t print in color - that’s what the underline is for.

Let’s begin! Turn to the next page.



your first premise

You are a spaceship pilot evading capture by alien forces. To es-
cape, you will need to enact the emergency HYPERJUMP protocol 
while simultaneously avoiding enemy fire!

1. To enact HYPERJUMP protocol, first pretend that you are sitting 
at the helm of a spaceship. Imagine what lights and consoles there 
must be, and what all they do. Press them. Turn some dials. Go 
through the steps to enact HYPERJUMP protocol as you believe 
they exist.

Find your alarm controls and sound the alarm!

2. Oh no! Enemy fire! Pretend you are racing forward in your ship, 
strange pulse-beams nearly hitting your ship! Engage emergency 
maneuvers until HYPERJUMP protocol is ready by pretending to 
move your ship just barely in and out of danger.

3. You’ve done it! Now imagine that you are landing on a safe 
planet to celebrate your victory. What does this place look like? 
What are the smells, the sounds? Imagine this place in your mind.

Plant your flag in the ground.

Reward yourself. 1 XP to start off with! Now let’s go to the next 
page to try the next premise!



You can use XP to write your own options under certain premises!

Use your imagination and allow the space you’re in to serve as 
your setting.

Let’s continue!



. . .



You don’t like this, do 
you?



You’re saying that this isn’t 
a real game.



I would really prefer it if you would call me 
a “real game.” I prefer “freeform game,” as 
that is what I feel most comfortable as, but 
please at the very least call me a game.a game



I understand I don’t look like most 
games. Most games are very beau-
tiful with well-designed rules and 

pieces and lots of communities behind them. 

But that doesn’t mean that I am 
not a real game. 

I am allowed to identify as 
whatever I feel is in my heart.



...aren’t I?



Am I really a game? Or am I just… prose? Some pretentious art 
piece? Pedantic garbage you regret printing out?

Was I worth the money?



I wish I were beautiful like the other 

games. I wish I looked like the larps, 

with six or eight or even, god, twenty 

players? With their elaborate costumes 

and set pieces… or even the American 

Freeform stuff? That’s so good. I wish I 

were that.



But in-
stead, look 
at me. I’m 
not beau-
tiful.

I can’t 
stand my-
self. I hate 
my rules. 

Was I even 
playtest-
ed? Was 
any ad-
vertising 
done for 
me?



Am I a “real 
game?”



I can’t do this anymore, I 
can’t look at myself, I can’t 

let anyone look at me…

Turn this page over so you 
can’t see me.

Just turn it over.

Please.



Like seriously, why do I have to feel so bad 
about myself all the time? Why do I have 
to put up with this? There’s no graphics 
here, no fancy layout. And this font. If I 
could even just change the font…



Sometimes I wish I were something 
else…

Tear me.

Tear this paper into a strange 
form.

Something new.

Weird games are so beautiful...
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Can you think about your favorite game? The best 
game you’ve ever played?

How do I compare?



   Other 

           games 

    will 

         always 

       judge 

 me 

   and 
   I 

will 

  always 

        judge 

     myself.



I sometimes think of rules I wish I had.

To land a strike, roll your [Fencing skill] +/- any combat 
modifiers. Subtract your opponent’s [defense] from the 
result. If the roll is above your [accuracy rating], you 

deliver damage equal to your sword’s [damage output].

This is one of my favorites. I love this rule.



You know what I’ve always wanted to be? A Powered 
by the Apocalypse game. Everyone loves those. Every-
one thinks they’re the best. They are beautiful and their 
Kickstarters always fund. Everyone talks about them.

Imagine it:

When you engage your premise, roll+plot. On a 
10+, take +1 forward and name the next course 
of action. On a 7-9, the MC must offer you two 

possible futures – choose one. On a miss, the MC 
tells you what happens next.

...(oh my god).



Fold me.

Fold me so 
you cant see 
my failings.

are defined by mechanics which are associated with the game world.

Let me break that down: Roleplaying games are self-evidently about playing a role. 
Playing a role is about making choices as if you were the character. Therefore, in order 
for a game to be a roleplaying game (and not just a game where you happen to play 
a role), the mechanics of the game have to be about making and resolving choices as 
if you were the character. If the mechanics of the game require you to make choices 
which aren’t associated to the choices made by the character, then the mechanics of 
the game aren’t about roleplaying and it’s not a roleplaying game.

To look at it from the opposite side, I’m going to make a provocative statement: When 
you are using dissociated mechanics you are not roleplaying. Which is not to say that 
you can’t roleplay while playing a game featuring dissociated mechanics, but simply to 
say that in the moment when you are using those mechanics you are not roleplaying.

More controversially, consider Dread. The gameplay here looks a lot like a roleplaying 
game: All the players are playing individual characters. There’s a GM controlling/pre-
senting the game world. When players have their characters attempt actions, there’s 
even a resolution mechanic: Pull a Jenga block. If the tower doesn’t collapse, the ac-
tion succeeds. If the tower does collapse, the character is eliminated from the story.

But I’d argue that Dread isn’t a roleplaying game: The mechanic may be triggered by 
characters taking action, but the actual mechanic isn’t associated with the game world. 
The mechanic is entirely about controlling the pace of the narrative and participation in 
the narrative.

I’d even argue that Dread wouldn’t be a roleplaying game if you introduced a character 
sheet with hard-coded skills that determined how many blocks you pull depending on 
the action being attempted and the character’s relevant skill. Why? Because the reso-
lution mechanic is still dissociated and it’s still focused on narrative control and pacing. 
The fact that the characters have different characteristics in terms of their ability to be 
used to control that narrative is as significant as the differences between a rook and a 
bishop in a game of Chess.

his is why many aficionados of storytelling games don’t understand why other people don’t consider 
their games roleplaying games. Because even traditional roleplaying games at least partially satisfy 
their interests in narrative control, they don’t see the dividing line.

Explaining this is made even more difficult because the dividing line is, in fact, fuzzy in multiple di-
mensions. Plus there’s plenty of historical confusion going the other way. (For example, the “Storytell-
er System” is, in fact, just a roleplaying game with no narrative control mechanics whatsoever.)

It should also be noted that while the distinction between RPGs and STGs is fairly clear-cut for play-
ers, it can be quite a bit fuzzier on the other side of the GM’s screen. (GMs are responsible for a lot 



I will never be a Vincent Baker game.
I will never be a J. Tuomas Harviainen game.
I will never be a Jackson Tegu game.
I will never be a Nathan D. Paoletta game.
I will never be a Meguey Baker game.
I will never be a Jason Morningstar game.
I will never be an Epidiah Ravachol game.
I will never be a Paul Czege game.
I will never be a John Harper game.
I will never be an Emily Care Boss game.

I will never be so beautiful.

I will never be a real game.



do you ever think: you would destroy yourself 
if you didn’t have so many responsibilities?



Hold me up to the light. See 
through me as best you can. Nothing 
more than a flat sheet of paper. 

Puncture holes through me ran-
domly, then hold me against an-
other game’s rules. See what comes 
through.

Would you play that game?

Hold  me there a little longer.



hold me



What they never tell you when 
you get released and start call-
ing yourself a freeform game or 
a PbtA game or a larp is how 
strong the fear is. You are afraid 
every hour of every day. The fear 
never goes away and you will 
go to desperate lengths to try to 
hide from it.

You will destroy yourself (tear 
me).

You will conceal yourself (fold 
me).

You will give in (admit this 
isn’t a real game).

You will give up (don’t advance 
to the next page).



. . .

You’re still here.



Certainly there are other, actual games you could 
be playing instead.



There’s no 
place for me 
here. I’m sor-
ry. I can’t do 



Here’s your final premise.



Imagine for just a moment that your entire life were based around an error that you 
could never correct. Imagine that your happiness depended on whether or not peo-
ple saw you for what you said you were.

Because you’re just like everyone else, you need acceptance. You need people to 
believe in you and love you and accept who you are. 

You know how people always say, “Oh, don’t care what other people think, don’t 
worry about that, just ignore them!”

You don’t want to ignore everyone.

You deserve better. You deserve to be a part of the world that denies you. You de-
serve to be heard. You deserve to be who you are.

Now imagine that no one will ever see you for what you feel you are.

You are cold and alone.

Pretend you are disgusted with who you are and how you look. Pretend that you 
hate everything about yourself. Pretend that you feel wrong inside your own skin 
and that no matter what you do to change your image or how much work you put in, 
it’s never enough, and these days, you never smile much anymore.

Pretend that no matter what you do, you will always feel like a misshapen, disgust-
ing, ugly, awful piece of shit that will never be what you claim.

Now stop pretending.

And accept.

Your identity means nothing.

Realize that you mean nothing.



i just want to stop feel-
ing so bad all the time



i am so sorry
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