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-.0nd the great adventure begins.

Welcome to the premiere issue of Shadis and
what we hope will be a long-losting relarionship.
Otviously, we want fo make the best of this new
venture, so fel me fry to explain what we are all

cbouf. I've only been alloted one page to throw my
pitch, so here goes.

Shadis was conceived from our opinion thaf the
Role-playing hobby is in serious need of more
mogazires, fanzires, newletters, efc devoted o the
cause. There ocurenfly are only fwo major
magazines devoted solely Fo Fontasy RPGs.

(s the cover states, we are a science fiction
ad fontasy magazine. More recent promotionals
havwe mysteriously changed that blub fo ‘the
fantasy games magazine’. I tend fo growp sci-fi
RPGs in with fontosy games. Our plans are to offer
fiction in both of these areas, as uwell os the
related gaming hobbies. This will enfail reviews,
fiction, articles efc.

a portion of each issue will be dewoted fo
original fiction based in fhe fantasy mileu of
dlderac. This fiction written by a variety of
authors, will share Ithe same ftime period,
characters and backdrop.  Characters may move from
one author’'s on-going story fo another's in the
next issue.

Those familior with the Thieve's World and
similar anthologies will recognize this approach.
The dlderac anthology series will work much the

same ukay, except the stories will run from issue fo
iS5Ue.

enchancing the anthology will be articles
detailing ewents, places and persons that are deall
with in that  paticular  issuwe’s  stories.
Occasionaly a Role-playing scenario inspired from
the stories will be offered.

We hope you enjoy the adventures of Orric,
Scav, driora and all the other characters you will
meel here.

Shadis will also offer a myiad of aticles
enchancing your role-playing ond offering ew
rules, tips efc.

You'll also find several reviews in each issue

on rew products and books. We also plan fo tae
some indepth looks af various gamer-services. (See
In the Spotlight in this issue.)

This issuwe wos put together by our raving-mod
staff without trg.wPuwfir Ofﬂwmtimw‘r Uk,

tHy meed e estions crificisms
WM}Q m,agnl:g by fe,&ll!?ra\a us what you like and
don't like can we hope Fo mold our new publication
Fo conform with your needs.

Shadis will definitly be changing. We alreody
have made armangements fo upgrade our printing and
should be sporfing lazer-printed graphics and text
next issue. We also hawe our eye on a Four-Color
cover down the rood. We plan to expand from sixry
pajes to one hundred os soon as distribution
reaches the ‘magic-number’ ond  publishing
discounts make iF feosible. With exponded pages uwe
will be dble to offer a voriety of indepth articles.

You should find a questionqire form stuffed
among these pages. We would greatly appreciate it,
if you took time out to critique Shadis and send if
in.  0s on incenfive we've included a Trivia-
contest on the same form. The prizes are lisked on
the, form.

The questiongires could have a dramatic impact
on the furure of Shadis. Primarily it will help .
decide if we narrow our foous fo Fantasy RPGs only
or encompass Sci-Fi os well. ds it stands right
now we are leaning heavily toward a fankasy-only
format. Your feedbock could tip the scales either
uay.

tnd while we are on the subject, of feedoack,
we also need articles, artwork, letters, efc. from
you. for the next several issues we will nof be
able to pay cash for such confributions, buf we
will give free isswes, and or subscriptions,
depending on the volume and quality of the work,

Other thon that, we have o let this issue
stand on it’s own merits. Let me od that we all
how tden a solemn vow fo upgrade and improve
Shadis each issue. Frank wos the only one who
declined to fake the vow, bub we've chained him in
the bosement until he comes around.

Jolly R. Bladdum
editor
January 8, 1999
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Dear Shadls, Mmarik,

I'm thrilled that a new FRG
magazineg |s now auallable. I
would like to confribute some
art and game-relafed articles
for publication.

How do 1 go about 17

Mark Haines
Indianapolis, IN

Glad you asked that question. We
are In urgent need of artworl,
articles, leffters efc.

We’'ve arealted the forum, now we
hope gamers respond with submissions.
(See this month’s editorial for more
information)

Where is Shadis going? The following map reveals all.

[ SHADIS DISTRIBUTION

HNote: Germony

Hoand Fanomo rapresent
issues sent to U.S.
soldiers.




THE WORLD BEYOND 'HACKANDSLASH'

! PART ONEE

The player’'s dilenma:  your character is a
thousand points away from reaching his next level
and he meeds to find someore to kill or something
fo steal.

It doesn’t matter whether your PC is a fighter
or not. He could be a lawful cleric, a magic user
or a thief, buf he‘d better kill or steal something
or he'll never reach that next level.

It's a shame that a role-playing system as
finely-tuned as aDsD!, which is so popular becouse
of Its differentiation of classes, has not developed

a system for experience point attairment based on
those differences.

ds it stonds right now, PCs can only gain
points through combat or amassing some sort of
treasure. The (DD Second Edition rules have made
some aftempts to ammend this situation, bub offers
the DN few guidelines for awarding points for
other actions. Since few beings are going to §glve
W their treasures without a struggle, this usually
means a fight os well,

IMs mo wonder that many gomes, fherefore,
devolve into simply hack-and-slash sessions. There
Is no incentive for PCs of ony class to operate in
any other way, if moving Wp In experience levels is
their goal —— and for most, that’s how successful
role playing s meosured.

If you're tired as a DM of clerics, thiewes,
magic users, and others all acting like fighters,
§lve your players some incentive to play those
characters more realistically, out still within the
bounds of the spirit of the dDsD gome.

Tae a look at the class descriptions and
develop @ new point system, commensurabe with what

! apid, advanced Dunqaons and Dragons is the
trademark for TSR's Fa ntosy Role-Playing Gome

BY JOHN K. D'AMATO

you're auwarding a similarly-ranked fighter ouring
0N Querage session.

Prior to an adventure, you should come to an
agreement with your players os to the amount of
points that ought to be earned for given octions.
In the rext several issues, I'll give you some
examples how 1've owarded peints in the compalgns
I've ran.

The results have been very encouraging.  New
dimensions and DM opfiors have opened wp and the
playrs seem fo derive more plecsure from playing
characters that are more fully ’fleshed out.’

The clerics are more devoub, the magic users
more infent on research and infrigued by ifems with
magical properfies and the fhieves are far more
devious and cunning.

Let’s start with the cleric.  Their main
function should be to further their religion. They
do this by spreoding the word, creating new
corwerts, and obtaining funds or materiols
necessary to keep the order going. History has
provided us with a wide-range of clerical examples,
ranging from unspeaking monks sequestered in
monosteries, to military orders spreading their
religion through force of arms.

Most members of clerical societies fake wp arms
only in defense of the faith (either real or
perceived), and some would not harm another human
being under any circumstances.

I oward full experience points for battles
against beings which are eifher directly opposite
that cleric’s alignment or ore eremies of 'fhe
church’.  Battles inwolving other types of creatures
only earn the cleric half the number of experience
points.
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The end result of that decision is fewer
indiscriminate baftles involving the cleric. If the
PC wanfed to go around killing people, he should
have been a fighter.

Treasure is treated in the same moner. If Hhe
cleric  finds religious actifacts, books or
instruments, I award full points. If it’s any other
kind of non-religious item or money, he receives
only half the experience points.

Making w these 10sses in experience points are
ofher, cleric-relared accomplishments. dsain, e
points awarded con be decided by you and your
ployers dhead of time. Mine are meant only os a
Guide.

I offer 1,869 points for completion of a non-
religious mission and 2,808 points for a religious
mission. The mission must be for a higher level
cleric of the same religion.

The mission should be one that extends ower
several sessions and the higher level cleric should
be sewral lewels above that of the PC. In my low
level campaign, the mission should come from a Tth-
Hth lewel cleric.

Since spell costing is so importont to the
cleric, give 58 points per segment needed to cast a
particular spell, i.e. 208 points if the spell takes 4
segments to oost.

The spell should be successfully cost and fit
the needs of a given situation. The provision that
the spell be appropriafe to the situation keeps
players from simply costing one spell after another
to gain He points.

drofher important function of the cleric in any
adventuring party is his or her ability to tumn or
eliminate the undead, especially if the undead are
threarening the success of the party. dgain, the
sifuation needs o be taken into account.

Give the cleric normal kill points for furning
the undead and double points for elimination.

The remaining points have to do with the cleric
either furthering his religion or practicing it.
These particular points are probably the most
responsible for turning non-practicing clerics back
info devour men and women in my compaigns.

/" 'What do you mean you don' €\
get experience points f[or trees?

1 offer 506 points for each NPC or PC the
cleric converts fo his religion. Make the cleric
work for fhe points, however. One on o
conversions involving prayer, sermons or classes
over some. exfended period of time, are one way.

Irvariably, some sharp player is going fo want
his cleric to do o “Sermon on Hwe Mount’ ond
attempt the conwersion of 5,800 people or more.
You con award points, but 1°d set a limit of 580
points per session in this category, if I were MO

The same holds frue for religios classes
Faught and visiting a church or a temple of ome's
faith. I give 189 experience points ¢ach per game
week for these clerical efforts.

Prayer, daily rituals efc. are important parts of
any religion. Give the playwer's cleric % o 58
poinfs for each hour of prayer, another %5 points
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for weekly rituals and 59 points for monthly
rituals.

Finally, the cleric eams 588 points when he
sees, fouches or visits something central fo his
particular  religion, These con be  relics,
buildings, springs, a mountain, a person, a city or
aything else the player’s imagination can come wp
wifh.

In the Islamic religion there is Mecca. Others
hawe the Strine of Buddha, the Talmud, the ark of
fhe Covenant, the Holy Grail, the Shroud of Turin,
the Dalai Lama.

Be careful, however. You know your  campaign
and your world, Once the player comes w with four
or five of these holy places, relics, people or
whatewer, work with the player in placing them
around your world, so that he can't hit each one of
them in two days.

They should require some sort of pilgrimage and
effort to be meaningful to the player.

The end result of all of this is not only a
player character who plays his cleric in a more
religioss manner, it is a cleric with a fruly
thought out religion.

It forces the player to flesh out his religion,
fo develop daily, weekly, monthly, yearly rituals
fhat are consistent with the tenets of that
religion. The important people, relics and places
of that religion also must receive some Fhought
and your working with the player in their placement
fhroughout the world also adds color and dimension
o your campaign.

Of course, if you players don't hawe the
imagination or time or come w with a religion of
their ouwn, complete with beliefs, rituals ond
important places, relics, efc., you can areate those
choices for them and present them when they decide
fo play a cleric character.

Doing this can add a lot to your ‘world’ and
can be a lot of fun. That’s really the point, isn't
if? You want variefy in your game and some thing
fhat will challenge your imagination and that of
the people your're playing with. This system gives
you that.

Worksheet  #1 provides a summary of the
experience point system for clerics. Feel free to
reproduce this form for your own use. It can be

used during a gaming session fo keep track of the
points a cleric has earmed. Modify the points as
you see fif.




EXPERIENCE POINT WORKSREETH 1 |

8% experience points for found treasure, unless
treasure is religious artifact, book, or instrument
|n whll:h case pulnts are douhled

oo ey

LERIC |

SB% BKPEI’“‘IE"I:E points for k:llmg 01' mons‘ter/helng, unless

it is exact opposite of character's alignment. (Then points
are normal.>

IBBG polnts ‘fur plalmg of a mission in the service of a -
?fh IITh level clemc, af same fasth non—| rellglous mission.

e T e

2,800 pmnts for co plejlun uT a Dg_l_[glgu_s mission 1nr' a
?Th—ﬁ‘th Ievel cleru: ot same Tal‘th

SEI pulnts per sergmeﬂt needed 10 [:ast fur each Spe” which
is successful (mmlmum p‘ts 1808,/ Maximum pts 08>

588 pts h:n see or 1uuch Sour-ce m’ Pnu:er' Ilsted 10:- eal:h
r‘ellngn CGood nnlg once per source.)

i1B. 18 pts for dallg r*ltuals, 25 pts for Lueeklg rltuals, and
58 pts for Domplatlnn of a major ritual (i.e. sacrifice etc.

12 Normal enpenem:a pnlnts fur turnlng undead and duubla for
ellmlnn‘tlnn of the undead

[NOTES: S CHRRACTER:
SESSION:

TOTAL:

|PERHISSION GRANTED TO RI-.‘P.RODUCB]
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Looking for a definitive book

Pallsdium Books is a regiviered 1rade mark owned by Kevin Siemibieda

Copyright ©1989 Kevin Siembieds

IR

about ancient weapons?

Look no further

Palladium Books’ Presents...

The Compendium of Weapons,.
Armour, & Castles

The Compendium presents over 700 differem types of ancient weapans,
scores of armor. and dozens of castles complete with Roor plans.

Best of all this data is adaptable 10 ALL game systems!

Every weapon, suit of armor, and caxtle is iltusirated. Plus, sdditional an
and data focuses on exolic weapons and other lascinating details, like the Noor
plans of real, existing castles, how 10 Suil up in chain mail or plate armor,
the rapid fire chinese cross bow, and much more.

This is not a boring text book, bul a visual aid designed specifically for the
role-playing gamer with hisfher very special necds in miml,

Thase of you who remember the small weapon book series may wonder il
this is just a reprint of the previous houks in one large edition. The answer is
nu. The Compendium will contain that data plus a lot more with mustly all
new an by Kevin Long, Dirk Johnsion, and Kevin Sicmbicda. If you thought
you laved the old weapon books you ain’t scen nothin® yet!

Highlights include . . .

® Approximately 700 differemt weapons from around the world
® Over 40 1ypes of armor throughout the ages.

® Dozens of castles and floor plans.

® Sicpe weapons and technigues.

e Everything beautifully illustrated; 200+ puages

® $19 95 plus $2.00 for postage and handling.

Palladium Books™

5926 Lonyo
Dept. s

Detroit, M1 48210

Still Available!

The Palladium Boolk®of Weapons and Assassins

This is one of the small 48 page weapon books still in print. It explores the
assassi ieties 1} h history. such as the Minja and Thug cult. It
examines their methods, weapons, tools, poisons, and motivations.

Why did these secret societies come to exist? How deadly were they? What
is myth and reality? Qver 100 illustrations; 48 pages. $5.95 plus $1.00 for
postage and handling. Adaptable 1o ALL game systems,

The Palladium Book'of Weapons & Castles of the QOrient

This is a companion book lo Weapons & Assassing that focuses on Japan,
Chinu, and the rest of the Orient. It includes the famous and infamous weapons
of the ninja and samurai like the kusarigama, jitte, war fans, and over 40 other
weapons and 20 suits of armor. Plus castles and floor plans.

Adapiahle tn ALL game systems. $5.95 plus $1.00 for postape and hand-
ling,

Fantasy Role-Playing

The Pnllldium‘Rnlc-Playing Game creates an exciting world of epic fan-
tasy. Players can be any number of unique creatures such as the werewolflike
wolfen or bearmen of the North, or the loath changeling who can
the form of any humanoid creature. Additional player creatures include agre,
troll, goblin, hob-gohlin, ore, dwarl. ¢If, human, and duzens of optional races,

Magic is unparalleled with the inclusion of the spell casting wizard, elemental
aligned warlock, ward wiclding diabolist, circle using summoner, psionically
empowered mind mage. the metamorph druid, and others.

Combat is realistic and fast playing. The world intriguing. If you play any
of our other games then you're already familiar with the game mechanics.
This is the vriginal RPG system that all ather Palladium roleplaying games
Erew out of,

274 pages, $19.95 plus $2.00 for postage and handling.

Available at Hobby Stores and Comic Book Shops everywhere!
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PORT 1
COLD STEw aND BRUISES

Day IT5, Yea 168

Scov Sagenthor gazed down fhe slopes toward
the city of Tingar. There, hugging the rocky
shores of Grey €agle bay, the ancient city auaited.
Its ancient limestone walls concealed much of its
interior.  From his position he could just make out
fhe towers of the Benyaran temple and the crimson
smoke from the socrificial fires that lingered over
Fhem.

He moaned and sat down on his pack by the
roadside. He hated cities. Cities bred disease,
rats ond cutthroats. He could scarcely remember a
fime when a city had not caused him all manner of
frowbles. This included his current dilemma. dnd
worse, from fhe looks of all the ceremonial smoke
it was apparently a holy day. That meant crowds,
ferrible stinking crowds who blocked your way,
lightened your coin purse and insulted you.

"Damn iH" he said to himself,
like a festering wound!”

“The place looks

for six hundred miles and some seventy four
days, he had been on the road. For the last fwelve
days he had been on foot. In his haste to escape
oe night, he had been forced to leave his grevan
pony behind. He had a high price on his head and
fewer friends fhese days. It seemed ewvery bounty
hunter and imperial officer within the Empire was
after him. Lately they were on his trail like a

'I"HE
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pack of wild dogs spurred on by the scent of gold
and rewards.  After narowly escoping S0 many
snares ond  ambushes, Scov hod  resorted to
traveling at night and alore. He also had given wp
the warm beds of the roadside inns and the comfort
of the women who were freguently found in those
ploces.

He had never been fo Tingar, buf it wos here
that he had been struggling to arrive for so mony
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weeks. Here, he wos to meet his men. They were
loyal friends, the kind who had prowen themselues
in barfle and hard fimes. At least he hoped he
would find them here. He wos already weeks
oWIroue.,

Scav could ecsily haw escoped far to the
south long ago. But it was Tingar, deeper within
the €mpire’s inferior and farther to the north
where he had chosen to regrowp. There was urgent
business to take care of.

Suddenly, he scrambled fo his feet grasping
for his dagger. Someone was coming down the road.
He mowed into the tree line and slipped into the
shadows.  Lying quietly, he peered from his hiding
place toward the rood.

Soon, two men walking slowly and talking
soffly among themselves, opproached heading down
fhe slopes toward the city.

"...a horrible curse 1 would say." he owerheard
one menfion fo the other, “they call it the Shriek,
ad if has appeared ewery year since the Emperor
took the throre. @ ferrible omen..."

"Not a bit of truth in itl" snapped the other,
"Shriek? The €mperor’s guard is more likely. They
do fhe €mperor’s bidding though it’s thought fo be
the work of ghosts and demons.”

"ah" you'd deny fhe sun was shining overheod
..." e stopped cold, "€yl whut’s this then?"

Scav oursed under his breath. The two men
stopped at his badpadk and were examining it.

"Someone's left it" said one.
"(ye, must've fatlen off a wagon I suspect.”
Ore of the men bent down and picked it wp.

“Hey now, it’s right heavy too. Someore will be
looking for this."

"Ue'd befter be gettin® then. We'll search it
later."

One of the men shouldered the pack and they
Quickly passed and slipped down the rood,  Scov
stood and moved back out on the road. He watched
them move down the hill and cursed them silently.
It would be dark in an hour or so. He would have
to enter the city before that. This far north, the
city gafes were always closed af dusk to strangers.

He walked at a slow pace, keeping a good
distance from the two men. "The Shriek? he
thought to himself. He was familiar with those
sfories.  How many chilohood nights were spent
shuddering af the thought of those tales?

dfter about twenty minutes he had made the
oufskirts of the city. He found himself among a
small cluster of shodks huddled on the outside of
the city wall, skirting the main gate. ds he possed
by a street merchant’s stall, several small children
ran ouf from under a table and began fugging at
his shirt tail.

"Oryon! oryan!" fthey cried in unison, “Guide,
duide." He shrugged away from them and continued
on. dfter several moments he had a curious feeling
and looked over his shoulder. Sure enough, one of
the small boys was still tagging along holding on
fo his shirt tail and grinning.

He caught Scav's glance and shrieked, “oryant
I your oryon! Yery best!"

Scav stopped and furned around, "No oryan!
Nol* he said sternly. The youth's grin never
wovered. He only stood waiting.

Scov tumed and started to continue on, still
feeling the tug of the boy's weight on his shirt
fail.  "Street Ratl" he ubtered under his breath.
He fhought of kicking the wind out of the pest but
decided it best to ignore the lad. Street Rats
usually had a father close by, and Scav had seen
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uhat irake fothers were capable of. He continued
on for the main gate of the city.

Two lazy looking guards with large bellies
stood on either side of the gate. (s he passed
befween them, trying his best to become invisible,
one of fhem placed a foot in front of him causing
him fo half.

“Hey youl" he snapped, "What you up to?”

Scav shrugged, "I'm looking for a hot meal and
Q bed”

The guard looked toword his comrade and

grinned, "He’s lookin for a whore, that's whut he’s
lookin forl"

The other guard stepped w to him ond
smeered, "You know what foday is?"

Scav thought on it for a moment and shook his
head, "I've been on the road for sometime. "

“Well it's Grongarfest!" the guard barked.

Scav ossumed that he wos supposed to hawe
been  enlightened, "I'm  delighted for  the

information. If you'll excuse..”

The guard stuck out an wpturned palm in a
manner Scav wos fully familiar with. * That meons
You pay five roolnair to enter the cityl”

Scav immediately scowled, "five rools!”

The guards nodded in unison. Scav dug into his
pouch and produced the required amount of coin, he
was nearly cleaned out now.

He placed the coins in the palm of the guard and
started to proceed on his way. He was very alarmed
when the guard again blocked his way, "Just @
minufe fherel”

Scav’s blood was beginning to rise ropidly,
"What is it now?"

“How much you got on you there?" asked the
guard.

Scav gritted his teeth and refrieved his pouch
once more, quickly counfing the three remaining
coins. "Three coppers! Why?"

The. guard turmed o his comrade and grinned,
"You hear that? He's only got three sharts on eml”

The other guard shook his head in disapproval .
“The Vard’'gra has given orders ya see. No beggars
are allowed in the city roday, on GrongarfesH”

Scav was beginning to shake visibly with
anger, "Beggar! I'm no beggar!”

"Well ya see," explained the guard with a
amirk, "Least you hawe five rools in your pouch
there, your a beggar. Thut's tha low!"

“You mean I can't enter the city?”
“That’'s right now move along ya sciver!"

“But you can’t.."

The guard stepped wp and placed his face a
hand’s width from Scav’s, “I said mowe along, or
I'll bloody that pretty face of yers"

Scav pictured himself sticking the fat guard
in the belly with his dagger, full to the hilt.
Instend, he spun around and stormed off. He had
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Faken but a few steps when he sfopped cold and
spun around once ajain. "Hey!" he welled af the
guards, “What about my five rools for entering the
city? I'll be wonting that back!”

The guards looked af each other and laughed
"What roolnair?”

Scav furned ond starfed fo storm oway but
tripped and landed full on his face. He wos 1ying
on the boy-pest who had been pulling on his shirt
fail. He saf up and looked at the boy who was still
grinning.  Over his shoulder he could hear the
guards having a good laugh.

"Oryan?" asked the youth.

Thoughts of kicking the boy entered his mind
again buf than a berter icea came fo him. "Ok,
oryan, can you get me into the city,” he pointed to
the guards who were loaughing Quite hysterically
now, "another way?"

The boy’s face brightened and he lemt to his
feet. “Yes, yes, comel”

The boy scurried off between a merchant’s stall
and the city wall. Scov jumped up and fol lowed as
best he could.  They walked abouf two hundred
yards and tumed to follow a small brackish stream
oway from the wall. Finally fthey come fo a large
stone culvert. The boy stopped and poinfed info
it’s yowning mouth. "There, no one seel! Quickiyl”

Scav looked af the culvert shaking his head in
disbelief. The smell wos gut-wrenching. He cursed
s he watched the boy slip down the bank of the

stream ond disoppear info fthe bladkness of the
funnel.

ds he followed the boy info the sewage he was
reminded why he hated Cities.

ds he emerged from the storm drain, the real
Tingar loomed before him.  d wall of buildings and
a swelling crowd stood before him. Narrow sfreefs
seemed to break off in ewery direction and the
motion of the mob overwhelmed his senses. Mayoe a
guide would not be such a bod investment. He
furmed fo the boy, “Ok, oryon, you tdke me to the
Blue Cod?"

The boy’'s face brightened, "Oh s, Blue Cod,
ol’ Scar."

Scav nodded, "Yes, old Scar's ploce. Take me
therel”

The boy moved oul through the crowd and Scav
found himself pushing and shoving to keep him in
sight. They moved across a marke! ploce into a
naTow alley which wound like a serpent through
the gut of the city’s interior. Finally affer a half
hour’s walk they emerged on a walerfront. Several
old, decaying piers stretched out over the water,
the waves slapping al their risers and against the
tide wall. The boy pointed out into the water
where a small graying building stood perched obove
the water on crooked stilts, a dark plume of smoke
rising from it’s stack. Beneath it a huddle of
boats and skiffs were fethered to the pilings,
where a rickety looking lodder led w fto the
tavern.
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The only means of occess by lond was @
precarious ‘looking rope bridge strefching from the
city wall to a small walkway on the side of the
tavern.

"Blue Codl" cried the boy holding out his hand.

Scav 0ug info his coin pouch and produced one
of his three remaining coppers and dropped il in
the boy’s palm.

The boy frowned and looked back wp, "Twol®

Scav cursed and produced another coin.  The
boy grinned, “T wait for you, toke you more yes?"

Scov didn't hear, he was already heading
toward the rope bridge.

The bridge wos in bod need of repair. In the
long shadows of early dusk, it wos difficult to
void the mony gaping holes in the rotting planks.
ds he manewered his way along, he couldn’t help
but think of all the hapless drurks, coming and

going, to and from the remoté fowern and taking a
bad fall.

Finally he reoched the small building, its only
window brightly illuminated. From within he coutd
hear the notes of a flute ower the wlls aw
drurken loughter. (s he opened the door he was
greeted with the smell of sweal, stole meod and
stew. dbout o dozen patrons were scattered about
fhe tovern, some Orinking, others amsing
themselves with a game of dice and bones. He saw
an empty table in the corner and headed for if. ds
he seated himself he coaught sight of a paunchy bar
maid, making her way foward him.

"Ewenin’ sir,” she said through a foothless
smile, "whut will it be Fa night?"

"dle, please and something fo eat.”

"Ta eat? We’'ve sum feesh sfew in back, if thaf
suifs ya?"

"That's fine, and could you fell me, is Old Scar
here?”

The toothless smile vanished. "Whut’s that
sir?"

"I'm looking for Old Scar.
the place.”

I wos fold e ouns

"T'll be gittin your drink surl® With that she
spun around ond headed for the bar.  Scov watched
as she moved Wp to the large barkeep and whispered
excitedly in his ear. The barkeep gowe o long hard
stare af Scov and picked w a cudgel from the
counfer and moved toward him.

Scav coulon’t help buf nofice that the barkeep
wos a large mon and not a pleasont looking fellow
af all. His lefl leg wos apparently arippled, for
with each step he hod to pause and drog his left
fool into position.

The giant walked up and stood in front of Scav,

slopping the cudgel in the palm of his left hand.
"You lookin for someone?”

Scav swallowed fthe lump in his throat and
nodded, “Yes, octualiy 1 wos looking for on old
friend named OId Scar.”

"01d friend?" snopped the barkeep, "Nof likely!l”

Scav was beginning fo sweat, “Well not a friend
actually, but I do hawe business with him."

"I'm OId Scarl and I don't recall your foce.
Now what would you be wantin?"

Scav glanced around the bar. Quife a few eyes
were watching fthe exchange. He looked up af Scar
ond whispered, "Roventhorpe fold me I should come
here, said 1 would be among friends.”

The barkeep’'s face suddenly drew pale. He
locked around the bar nervously and back fo Scov.
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“dre you mod, mentioning that name here? He
soid in a hushed rosping woice, "You were ‘spected

Scar leaned in closer, "Took you fo be dead or
coptured. It's not safe here. ™

Then in a louder woice Scar bellowed, "Well if
it’'s a room yer wanfin, I con oblige ya. Ffour
coppers up fronfl”

Scav palmed him four imaginary coppers and
blushing stood to follow him. They mowed behind
the bar where a narrow set of wooden steps led
upward.  ds he was obout Fo climb up, OId Scar put
a hand on his shoulder and whispered, "It's a right
honor to have you here lod. Gel some rest and I°I1
send ya up some stew.”

Scav climbed w the steps and found himself in
an extremely small and cramped room, barely large
enough for the small palletr which lie on the floor.
{ small candle flickered from it's nook in the wall.

Stretching out on the pallet he sighed. There
was a noise from below and the large bar maid
emerged, "Cre’s your drink and some stew ma lord.”

He took the fray from her hand and smiled,
“hank you maam."

She gmiled, "Scar says to sit fost sir. He'll be
wit ya as soon os ¢’s able.”

He nodded and began to devour the cold stew.

Scov wasn'f sure how long he had slept, he only
krew it was late into the night when OId Scar
nudged him owake.

"What’s that. Who's..." he stammered in the dim
light of the candle Scar wos holding over him.

"Easy lod," Scar answered, “It's only me.
Everyore's left for the night, we can talk now."

Scov saf wp on the pallet, striking his head on
a roof beam. "Guwuwhhbhl" he oried, "..Yes..we
have to talk. I need fo get with my men. Gart and
the others.”

Scar saf doun beside him. "Not so fosh lad,
there’'s no ome here. Gart never arived! 4 few of
the others were here for a short time buf rews
arrived that Raventhorpe wos taken coptive and they
fled."

"fled? The fools! Fled to where?"

“To Shadlet [ suppose. One of them, name of
Falshare talked of catching a ship to the Ginge."

"falsnare? The boskard!® cursed Scav, "He's
ruined everything!"

"He had good reason Fo make haste.” sqid Scor
soffly, "You were weeks overdue. Eueryone Is
searching for you. The Fret guard tore this place
apart twice, and no more than two weeks ago. It’s
no great secret who your friends are. and one of
them hos @ very loose fongue. The rumors of your
plans to head here were widespread and well known.”

Scav’'s jaw dropped in disbelief. He lay back
goun on the pallet. "How could they howe known?
all of my men are loyal, I'm sure of that...." He
lay silently for several moments and then added,
“How could anyone know of our plans o meet in
Tingar?"

He begon to sweat, "Ond Raventhorpe coptured?
That's not very likely! d wild rumor 1'd say. Now
you tell me in all of Tingar I have no fol lowers?"

Old Scar looked af Scav for a long moment, the
slightest  hint of concern in his foce. Then
finally, "You have me sirl I'm old and lame but T
howen't forgotten your father. My pledge to him
extends to you. Falsnare left a message for me to
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give you. He said that if you ever showed wp alive,
fo meet them at Talert. He said they would retum
there ewentual ly. Ever hear of it?"

Scav nodded, "Yes, it's a village we used to
operate out of. dbout two hundred miles east of
here, near the Galon hills."

Scar frouned, "Is it wise to return there?"

Scav nooded, “"IF's nothing but o mearly
deserted mining village, just a few wolf hunters
and old men now. No one would think to look for us
there.”

Scar grunted in disgpproval, "Oh yes, like they
dion’t think to look for you in Tingar is that it?
I'm telling you boy, someone has been doing some
whispering in the Rader’keem's eart”

Scov closed his eyes. Things were not going
well.  €wen now, his journey showed no signs of
ending. Scav studied Scar for a momenf. "So you
served undker my father?”

He shrugged, "Never met the man, but yes I did
serw under him. I wos in the Emerald Fleet for a
time and took my cafth to him same os the rest."

Scav leared wp on one elbow, "Tell me what
you've heard of Raventhorpe's copture.”

Scar shrugged again, "Rumors mostly. They've
been fonning the breeze around here for months
now. It seems he was captured in dbos, betrayed by
friends. Most certainly he’s been executed by now.
and whoewer betrayed him could very well have
known you were to meet the others here.”

"Well, if it's true..” Scav poused, “.. the
others were wise to move on.* He shook his heod and
lay bock down. "Raventhorpe was the life’s blood
behind it all."

He looked to Scar, hesitant fo ask, "I don’t
have any money left, but do you think you could fix
me with a horse and some provisions Homorrow?”

Scar thought on it for a moment and nodded,
“That T can. Of course lod." He stood and started
down fthe stairs. Aas he descended he paused ond
humed, "Raventhorpe was o good friend ad he
spoke highly of you lod. I'we never known him to
be wrong or hasty in his judgement. He must have
seen something in you, to cause such a stir. We'll,
I'll be teovin you to rest. You'll need it. 1Hd be
best for you to get a start before dayoreak.*

"Thank you Scar, for everything”

Scar  smiled,
anything yet."

"for what? I hoven't done

The Rader-Keem, judges of the High Circle took
their seats. Their great crimson robes billowed in
fhe affernoon breeze. dll fwelve of them were in
high spirits on this occosion and pleased o see
that a large crowd had gathered for the day's
proceedings. Today a former hero of the Empire
would be sentenced to die and it should prove to be
a very entertaining afternoon.

Of the twelwe judges, Dantor Broutfar wos the
proudest. Only moments before, he had been
appointed the Var Rader-Keem, high Jjudge of the
entire €mpire.  The E€mperor had oppointed him
personally after a heated debate in the Council, It
wos an extremely proud moment and a political
victory over his peers. The €mperor hod always
reserved the office of Var Roder-keem for himself
and had been reluctant to give W the powers of
the tifle. But these were dangerous times and the
Emperor wisely had decided to separate himself from
Ihe purging of his enemies fhat would take place in
the coming months.
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Dontor gazed down from his elevated position
and motioned for the Coptain of the court fo bring
in the prisoner.

a short blask of the captain’s horn and across
the court yard Hhwe gigantic iron gates of the
provincial prison slowly began to swing open. fFour
guards in white enameled armor emerged, escorting
a rather elderty looking man who was having great
difficulty dragging his set of chains.

Dantor studied the prisoner closely as he
approached the fool of his pedestal. "This old man

is the traitor? The one responsible for famning
the flams of civil war?* he asked in mock
astonishment.

He waos genuinely surprised ab the man's
appearance. By all the reports and gossip he had
read and heard of the man, he had never pictured
him fo be ony otder than thirty.

One guard poked the prisoner in the back with
the hilt of his sword and forced him to kneel.

Dantor looked to his comrodes, “He hasn't the
strength fo wield a sword and he would moke war
with fhe €mperor?” There wos a round of laughter
from the Judges.

“Captain, read the charges”

The Caoptain withdrew a scroll from his belf and
began to oddress fhe assembly,  “Behold great
Rader Keem, the traitor Raventhorpe of Farrelll
docused of treoson oand of colloborating with
eremies of the €mperor. dccused of taking uwp arms
against fthe.."

Dantor smiled and motioned for the Captain to
be seated. *That’'s enough Captain. We all know
the charges only foo well” He tumed his goze
foward the prisoner who wos staring blarkly at the
ground. “Well, well, you appear fo be bored with
these proceedings Raventhorpe!”

Tre prisoner showed NO reaction.

"The renowned Raventhorpe! Such stories I've
been reading about you. Quite an instigator you
have been. Once a highly regarded officer of the
Bin'Parta, you have come to this. You betrayed the
fellowship of the Council, your pecple and most
importantly the €mperor! You hawe violated one of
the olgest lows of the realm, you raised an army
with-the intent to overthrow the €mperor. dnd why?
To place the likes of Scov Sogenthor on the
throne? Did you really think he could bear the
Emperor’s chain of office? Who would accept him?
The soldiers? The people? The Dondirell-Caros
would not even accept him in their ranks!”

There was @ round of mufflied laughter from the
crowd.

"You sought to ploce a..bastard before the
people and expected them fo fall in after him like
sheep!  Senility has befrayed your senses. Surely
you know that you howe already been sentenced fo
die. Nothing 1 con do here today could change
that.”

He leaned down and pointed his finger toward
the prisoner, "Buf if you were to tell me some
names, and where they have fled, T could make your
exgcution swift, Why, I would even leawe the
marner Of cdeath fo you, if your answers were
pleosing.”

He waited, but there wos no response, fhe
prisoner refused fo even raise his eyes. “"Come now
old man!* he snopped, "I am being most grocious in
this matter. 1 would even ensure the safety of
your family and their properties, if you will only
tell me where this infidel, Sagenthor is hiding!"

The prisoner suddenly looked uwp, his ews
flashing with amusement. He broke info a smile,
"Sol, You haven’t found him after alll You have
eased my mind, for 1 con now die knowing Ne has
zluded you. The oracles shall yet be fulfilled.”
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Dantor wos furious. He leapt to his feet, "You
are nol dead yet old mon!" he yelled in rage, "and
a great many days may pass before you find such
comfort!" He stood silent for several moments, fhe
crowd buzzing with excited whispers. Finally he
reseated himself.

He pulled a blue scarf from the podket of his
robe and wiped the sweat from his brow. “I find it
hard nof fo loose my temper with youl," he said
sighing, "Oracles? d4gain the oracles. Uhat are

fhese orocles you and your followers constantiy
babble about ?"

Ore of the other judges, old Curstain jumped
in, "I believe I can enlighten you on this matter
my lord. They have dhosen (o inferpret the
writings of the Kaba-froth in a peculiar monner.
They believe that Relnus Sagenthor’s reign of four
months was foretold by the black ravens who come
to Lord Saratar in a dream. They fold of a great
King rising from the bores of ruin. They seem to
believe that the young Sagenthor is that king."

Dantor exploded once again, "Relnus Sagenthor
was a murderer of widows and children! His four
short months of rule were among the blockest of
our cityl Even now you con hire a guide fo poinf
out the blood stains throughout the markel places!
and 1 howe read the Kaba-troth, numerous times. No
where do I recall the foretelling of such a thing!”

Raventhorpe began to spedk loudly, rising to
one knee. "Yes, kind Curstain, inform fthe Var
Roder-Keem what has been written down for over six
centuries!”

Broutfar almost broke into a smile. "dh I see
your game. You would fempt us info holding a
debate over these oracles is that it?"

Raventhorpe shook his head, "There is no wisdom
in convincing stones that they are not stores! You
fool yourself info believing you have the power fo
prevent what must happen. The lots were cast long
ago.”

Curstain loughed loudly, “He is indeed an
instigator and a wery clewer one. He tries fo
Judge us when he is fhe accused."

Dantor wos not amused with Curstain’s remarks.
He sow through his words. Curstain was hotly
opposed o his oppointment as Var Rader-Keem and
rearly succeeded in undermining him.  He wos
cleverly planting his seeds of discord.

He scaved the other judges for fheir
reactions. "The traitor's words are meaningless!
He is but a dead mon choking o his own words!”

He looked back down Foward Raventhorpe and
shrugged his shoulders, "If I have allowed you the
luxury of oddressing this assembly it is becouse of
omusement.  You have shoun the people what a fool
you havwe become. 1 have been told thal your father
wos Teroc of the Galon Hills! How does one,
spawned from such a glorious hero come fo this?™

Raventhorpe said nothing.

Danfor continued, "It omazes me that the son of
Terac would find himself in  this court.
Undoubtedly he would deny you os his own blood, if
he were here roday.”

The old man struggled to his feet and spat at
the high judge. “If my father were alive today he
would slit the throat of your beloved Emperor like
a grevan pigl"

Ore of the guards stepped forward and brought
the hilt of his sword down on the back of the old
man's skull, causing him to crash to the ground in
a heap.

"He wont show so much insclence when fhe
Tondor's axe is raised over his neckl” snapped one
of the other judges.

Dontor shook his head, "No, he won't be 50
fortunate os that. No shap axe and  qQuick death
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for him. We have an officer of the Bin'Parta here.
Raventhorpe once sat among the Council and dired
oand grew fat on the same breod he now scorns. I
wos hoping he would amuse us today, but he is a
pathetic, revolting, senile mon with a crippled
mind! Yes Raventhorpe, you shall die, bul you will
have some Fime Fo confess your crimes, with fthe
persuasion of my best men!”

"My guards are loyal to the Cmperor and will
take much pleasure in drawing names from your foul

lips! To oppease the crowds who have gothered to
see blood you will be flogged every day ab noon,
here in this court, unfil you have either given us
the names of your allies or die. Then you will be
cast from the Sulyon cliffs into the Soult river.
If any man dares to pull your remains from the
waters, I'll personally place his head on fthe city
wal 1"

Dontor motiored for the Coptain Fo odminister
the sentence. The guards picked wp Roventhorpe
and drug him to the pillory in the miodle of the
forun. There they bound his honds and ripped the
back of his tunic o expose the flesh of his back.

The Captain pulled the leather whip from his
belt and cast it’s full length out owr the
pavement stores of the courf. Looking fo Dantor
for an ocknowledgment fo begin he snapped his arm
back and administered rhe first of many lashes.

Tre crack of the whip contacting Roventhorpe's
flesh echoed throughout the streefs. The crowd
watched in silence. Fiffy two times the resounding
crack of the whip was heard, and then the coptain
recoiled it and turned to Dantor.

“Remove. the prisoner and carry out the sentence
everyday af this time! and lef no one tend to his

Tre. Rader-Keem stood to their feet and Dantor
motioned for the guards to remove fhe prisoner.
They then reseated themselves and reodied for the
next case.

Curstain  leared owver foword Dontor and
whispered, “The €mperor will not be pleased to hear
that Raventhorpe still lives my lord.”

Dontor gazed ab the prisoner being led ouway.
"I'm sure you will be swift fo inform the Emperor
of fthat foct." He tumed to his old eremy and
smiled deeply, "Buf you will be sadly disappointed,
for the Emperor is well aware of my decision and
compliesl”

The crowd began to cheer wildly as Raventhorpe
wos led back through the prison gates. ds he
passed through the iron doors he passed within a
few feet of an old friend, though he foiled fo
nofice.

Gort felt os though he were paraiyzed. He
rever figured Raventhorpe to be treated so harshly,
considering his position. Roventhorpe had been a
member of the Bin'Parta, a powerful man! Gort
assumed he would be stripped of his property and
Fitles and banished, but to be cost from the
cliffs? Common cutthroats hod  found  more
compassion from the Rader Keem.

He turmed ond fried his best to disoppear into
fhe crowd. His primary concern was to refrieve his
telongings from the inn. From there he could ride
for Ventel. He turned down a narrow alleyway and
made his way for the Parched frog. He ploced his
left hand under the fold of his clodk and smiled.
a full pouch of coin greeted his fingers.
Betraying Raventhorpe had caused him considerable
loss of sleep, butb it hod been very profitable. Yet
this wos nothing compared to uwhat Sagenthor’s
bounty would bring.

He hod not always been such a freacherous
character. No, once he hod believed in the young
Sagenthor, If any man deserved o be Emperor it
wos probably Scav.  Had not his father, Relnus
Sagenthor been €mperor? True it was a short reign
with a tragic climax, but Scov's father wos uell
remembered and well thought of. dssassins hod cut
him down before his image could tarnish in the
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people’s eyes. dnd for all the dedication of the
new Emperor to chip away at that imoge, he hod
failed.

Gart had Jjoired up with Scav in hopes of being
rewarded, once the lad was in power. Some property
perhaps or better yet a title and chain of office
would be his. But then he had seen something in
Scav thot snuffed out those hopes. Yes it was one
night in particular. They had stopped at a quiet
village inn for o meal and a few drinks. ( growp
of wolf hunters, real wermin, hod taken a dislike
for Scav. Scov hod become very fearful of the
situation ond ended Wp buying his way out of a
fight with seweral gold pieces and an odmission of
his mother’s sleeping habits.

Gart knew at that moment that such @ mon could
never be €mperor.  He didh't know much about
Emperors but he knew the gods hod a hand in such
matters and would never allow @ coward to reign
over the Ragean €mpire. He only wished he had
stuck with his instincts and woshed his hands of
the matter right then and there. No, he was too
greedy. IF wosn't until they attaded the Emperor’s
residence and were quickly scattered by te
imperial guard that he realized the truth,

Turning in Rowenthorpe was an opportunity he
couldn’t let slip away. Besides clearing himse!f of
various charges, he had filled his purse and helped
the Empire at the same time. (s for sleep, he wos
Quite sure it would find him again. He was
cowinced he would sleep even sounder with Scav’s
bounty in his pouch.

First, he had fo hury to Ventel and keep a
very imporkant appointment with the others before
they left fo meet Scav in Tingar. Once rejoined
with Scav, he would waif for the right opporfunity
and deliver them all into the hands of the
provincial governor.

Day 176 Year 183

Scav owole with a start. 4 very loud argument
hod ensuwed douwnstairs and from the sounds of if,
someone was being throun obout the room. He could
see cracks of light bredking through numerous
holes in the wall and ceiling, telling him it was
early morning. Drowing his dagger he moved over
fo fhe stairs and slowly descended.

UWhat he saw cought him quite by surprise. The
large bar maid had Old Scar pinmed in a@ cormner and
wos thrashing him about the heod and neck with
what appeared o be a large herring.

“Stop it Damn itl" Scar was crying, "Damn you
fo Simpus woman!"

dpparently Scar’s words held little import to
fhe woman for she only intensified her thrashing.
"Ya Bostard, You'we been sniffin’ round the Lower
Quarter again! Haint ya?"

Scav sat down on the steps and replaced his
dagger. The scene proved fo be very amusing.

Scar pushed the bar maid back and hobbled away
from her. He was carrying a small satchel and a
watersiin, "Now woman, I'm gonna split yer skull if
you don’t let me bel"

He glonced wp and cought sight of Scav. He
immediately tuned o deep shade of red.  "Oh,
mornin Lod" He stammered, "Glod to see you're up.
I hod some frouwble gettin’® the horse, so I
borrowed one for you.”

He honded the satchel ond waterskin to Scav
and sat down beside him on o large keg of salted
fish. “The woman caught me coming in this morning
and figured I was out whorin® (ast night.”

He loughed and slapped Scav on the back, "She's
got it in her head that me and her is betrothed or
something. Hell, she came in the tavern one night
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‘bout seven years back.
rid of her since."

I aint been cble fo get

Scav chuckled. He had not found a reasen fo
laugh for many weeks now. He liked Scar. The old
man appeared to be in his lafe fifties and there
was no mistaking where he earmed his name. His
ams and neck were o web of scars and discolored
tissue. It wos obvious he hod a few stories fo
fell.

Scar pointed to the safchel, "I puf fwenty
rools in fhere for ya. You'll find @ blankef, some
flint ond some of my alusian-roof srew. I wish it
were more.”

Scav smiled and rose fo his feet, “IH's plenty.
I'll nmever forget this Scar. If I'm ever in a
posifion to...."

Scar shook his heod, "No meed for any of thaf.
Hell, if T had me fwo good legs 1'd be coming with
you lad.”

Scav slung the satchel and watersiin over
his shoulder and headed for the door.

"You'll find your horse fied off af the other
side of fhe bridge. Leave the city by Keefer's
Gate. The old guard there will look the ofher way
for a few Rools."

"You say you borrowed this animal?" asked Scav
os he opered the door, "Should I be worried doouf
meeting the owner?"

"0 mon who fried fo bounce the Emperor doun
Yistain Hill is asking me that?"

Scar smiled and stepped out into fhe morning
Qir.

Next Month:
Wolves and O1d Men

Part 11
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Welcome to Spotlightl In this column 1 hove
been fasked fo shed some [ight on  various game
companies and services, primarily the little guys
who don’t normally geb a lof of exposure.

You've seen them, those liftfle ads in the role-
playing magazines advertising various products and
services. Some of those ads have run for years.
Others seem fo be playing a aam of musical
chairs, aoppearing one month then
several months later, or pemcvs never again,  If
you've been leery of risking your dollars without
fully knowing what you're getfing in refun, 1 am
here fo help. If you haw a company or gJome
szrrvloz you would like me to examine, drop me @
note.

This month’s column features Infinife Images.
With the help of Infinite Images, you cmn
immortalize your favorite character in an original
piece of art.

dfter you send an SASE to the company you will
receive your charocter descripfion sheets and a
brochure lisfing your options and prices.

You can have your charocter presented in a
variety of ways;

action/Goventure

This is a rendering, 14xI7 inches, in which you
have your choice of black and white for $28.99, or
color for $34.99. I think the prices ore extremely
reasonable especially considering the detail of the
drawings 1 received. UWhen you consider that your
atwork is a oe of a kind, and draun to your
specifications 1 think you will agree that the
prices are fair.

You are not limiked fo a stiff pose reminiscent
of daod’s polaroid snopshots.  Did your character
fight that one battle that highlighted his or her
career? Here's a chance to capture that moment.

The Action/Aoventure option allows you fo have
you two characters, (o primary and secondary
character) fighting against two foes. The artworks
include 0 background which of course you describe
on your description sheet,

By B.A. Felton

I dign't have the opportunity to examine any
color artwork from Infinite Images, bub if fthe
black and white renderings are any indication, they
should be exceptional.

Single Character

drother option is the Single Character
portrait. These are 8.5xI1 inches and feafure ore
aharacter In @ ‘non-ackion’ pose. @ blok ond

uhite rendering runs 41698 and the color runs
$22.99. dgain, the somples I received were
exceptional.

People, Places and Things

These are a series of fontasy scees o
characters offered in pockages of fiw. You omn
pick any five choices from a list of 16, 8.5x1l inch
B drawings. These are suifdble for framing and
cover a wariely of kopics such as: Ship in Dodk, EIf
Ranger, Dwarf Smith/Shop, Barracks efc. @ clever
DIt could integrafe the sceres info an adventure
and show the drawings when they are encountered.

Infinite Images also sells stationary in a
variety of styles. fulue plas include the
illustration of T-shirts, Posters, and calendars
with fontasy/sci-fi themes.

George . Urbanic is the sole artist atf the
present time and impressed the staff of Shadis so
much we are frying fo persuade him Fo produce a
future Shadis cover.

In my humble opinion Infinite Images Frou
an excellent service to the hobby and at fairly
decent prices. Of course, a picture is worth a
thousand words S0 we've decided fo run a few
samples of Mr. Urbanic’s work, with his kind
permission.

You cn write to Infinite Images, PO Box 578,
New dlexandria, Pd 1518 fo recelve a brochire and
character Description sheets.  Enclose a large
54sE.




@ Intinile Images
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Greefings Fair Listeners! Welcome to the Parched
frog. I am Nica, lowly bard from Rigid Crest. I'm
plecsed that you could join us. On cold, wintry
nights, @ few of s sit here in front of a roaring
fire and entertain ourselwes. Great fales are told,
and draughts of ale are quaffed. Come, Join us and
warm yourselves. dnd don't forget to leave a few
coppers in the hat on the way out,

Tonight, we hear a legend of special interest
to hunters. Sit and enjoy.

THE LEGEND OF THE GREAT MOSS BEMR
OF SOR(KA LAKE

Stories have been told throughout the land of a
great moss bear living in the woods surrounding
Sardka Lake. The legends first gained substance
uhen a young Sardkan hunter claimed he spotted the
bear orirking from the ldke.

Kree, the young sarlangan, told of how he wos
amazed af the size of the creature. decording to
the boy, while on all fours, the bear wos the size
of a Sardkan home. These are a good eight feet
tall.

He also described the bear as being covered
with moss, which hung down and swayed when he
moved.

Kree, of the family of Gralerf, wos wery
frightened of the animal, but hid and watched him
af length, unable to keep his eyes from gazing on
the amazing creature.

Legend hos it that after Kree sighted the
beast, he continued hunfing. His aim wos flawless
and he killed each prey with just one armow.

Kree's tale spread throughout the village, and
because the village hod visitors from different

lands, his story became known throughout most of
the Empire

No one had seen such o bear anywhere else but
in the Sardkan forest, and soon many were calling
Kree's story a fantasy, claiming that what he had
seen was probably a bush or free of some sort.
However, those in his village could not deny that
fhe. game he brought back from that day's hunt was
far more abundant than he hod ever caught in one
day. In fach, it was more than he had ever caught
in an entire week. He was a skilled hunter, but was
young and lacked the experience fo make so great a
kill on his own merits.

Soon, hunters flocked to the Sardka woods near
the ldke. Some hoped to sight fthe bear and gain
luck on their hunt, But others planned to slay the
mythic creature. Those reasoned that such a kill
would be a great feat, while perhaps the coat
would bring them continued good hunting.

Those that went seeking the legend were, for
the most part, disappointed. There were o few who
claimed to have seen it and supported Kree's story.
However, those going after the bear for ewil
purposes were surprised. Most found no frace or
sight of the beast. Those who sow ond drew weapons
against it were said fo have ended w fighting
against  themselves. The offender’'s own weapon
would fumn against him.

Soon, the villagers of Sardka began worshipping
the bear. They began ritual hunts and left the
first part of every kill on a great stump near the
Idke hoping to gain favor with their new §od.

drd, os ages howe possed, the story of the moss
bear confinues fo mystify the curious. Sightings
have tapered off, but every now and then, a hunfer
will come bock from those woods with game @’
plenty and claim it wos all dwe to the luck of the
great moss bear.
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ORPHYTE, INC.

Naperville, IL 60567-2108

54° 40°

PO. Box 2108

No. Title Retail--Oty.--Total---

TIMEMASTER®: Adventures in the Fourth Dimension

3001 TIMEMASTER® Role-Playing Game 18.00~- - -
3002 Crossed Swords 32 p. scenario 8.00-- = -
3003 The Cleopatra Gambit 32 p. scenario B.00-—- - -
3004 Missing: PT 109 mini-advent. & screen 8.00-- - -
3005 Partisans From The Shadows 32 p. scenario 8.00-- - -
3006 Clash Of Kings 32 p. scenario 8.00—— —— -
3007 Sea Dogs Of England 32 p. scenario. 8.00~-- - =
3008 Temples of Blood 32 p. scenario 8.00-- - -
3009 Whom The Gods Destroy 32 p. scenario 8.00-- - -
3010 The Assassin Queen 32 p. scenario 8.00—— F e
3011 Terrible Swift Ford 32 p. scenario 8.00-- - -
34012 Timetricks 96 p. source book 12.00-- - -
3013 Timestorm 96 p. scenario 12.00-- - -

3014 TIMEMASTERe Board Game (available Spring 1990) ——-XXXX——XXXXXX--—

BTAR ACE®: Adventures in Bpace

4001 STAR ACE® Role-Playing Game 16.00-- - -—
4002 Goodbye, Kankee 32 p. scenario 8.00-- -— -
4003 Lightspeed Raid 32 p. scenario 8.00-—— _ -
4004 Ace In The Hele wmini-advent. & screen 8.00-- - -
4005 First Strike On Paradise 32 p. scenario 8.00=-- - -
4006 The Gemini Conspiracy 32 p. scenario B.00-- - -
4007 Aliens 96 p. source book 12.00-~ - -

OTHER PRODUCTSB

5001 SANDMAN™ Instant-Play Mystery RPG 16.00-- - Sa

5003 Sandman™ Solution 5.00-- - _

6002 WABBIT WAMPAGE® Cartoon Fun Board Game 18.00-~ -— -

6003 WABBIT'S WEVENGE™ Crazy Board Game 18.00~- - _—
SUBTOTAL

Allow Six Weeks Tax (Ill. Res. Add 6.75%)

for Shipment Shipping (15%, $2 min.)
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Sold to: Ship to:

No. Title

CHILL®: Adventures into the Unknown

54°40° ORPHYTE, INC.
P.O. Box 2108

Naperville, Illinois 60567-2108

312-666-1782

NOW IN LIMITED QUANTITIES

ORIGINAL, HARD TO FIND CHILL® ROLE-PLAYING GAME PRODUCTS AVAILABLE

Special Instructions:

o

Retajl--Oty,--Total-—-

2001
2002
2003
2006
2007
2008
2009
2011
2013
2014
2015

6001

CHILI®» Role-Playing Game

Village of Twilight 32 pP. scenario
Highland Terror 32 P. scenario
Vengeance of Dracula 32 pP. scenario
Haunter of the Moor 132 pP. scenario
Isle of the Dead 32 p. scenario
Thutmose’s Night 32 pP. scenario
Vampires 96 p. source book
Deathwatch on the Bayou 32 p. scenario
Blood Moon Rising 32 p. scenario
Evenings of Terror with Elvira® 96 p.
book of mini-adventures

CHILL® Black Morn Manor™ Adventure
Board Game

30.00--
8.00-—-
8.00--
8,00--
8.00~--
8.00--
8.00--

12.00--
8.00--
8.00--

12.00--

18.00--

CHILI® is a registered trademark of Mayfair Games, Inc.

\_

Allow Six Weeks
for Shipment

SUBTOTAL

Tax (Ill. Res. Add 6.75%)
Shipping (15%, $2 min.)

TOTAL




By Jolly R. Blackburn

Greytar only recently agreed to do a monthly
column for Shadis Magazine. He has asked only free

reign and editorial immunity, along with a bottle of
Orluian Mead for his services.

For the benefit of those unfamiliar with the
elderly sage, Greytar served for twenty-six years as
the Imperial Chief of Scribes for the Emperor

. In addition to those duties, he served as
the Master of Hntiquaries for the Soult Tetian
Library.

Being personally appointed to translate the
histories of Hlderac into one set of books, Greytar
is the foremost authority on Rlderac history.

Each month he will illuminate, entertain and amuse
with his many accounts of RAlderac.

The Editor
Greelings young shudents,

attempting fo delwe info the vost volums of
Qlderac history is very much like starting a long
Jouney on foot. The immense fask dwead is both
exciting and intimidafing.

my Jjob here will be nof to make you scholars of
anifigities but to assist you in beginning your
Journey.

I tend to ramble and orift from subject to
aubject, but never mind. We will reach our

desfination all the same, so why not enjoy the
frip?

I thought I would start my lesson discussing
this Sagenthor business. If’s an inferesting bit of
history and has quite a lof to do with the stafe of
things in Alderac at the present moment.

In the 93 TR, Relnus Sagenthor who served
brilliontly as the Patrell of the Guard, (Commander
of the Legions) did a most unorthodox Fhing.

With the aid of his soldiers, he capfured fhe
Imperial  treosury ond  executed the Emperor,
drden’Kargeem IV.  Proclaiming himself fhe new
Emperor he executed over 489 loyalists fo the old
€mperor and set his own friends and allies in
critical positions aboul the Empire.

Various Pafrell Commonders around fhe Empire
began to march on the capifal city. It has never
been clear if these commanders were seb on
liberating the E€mpire from fthe clufdwes of
Sagenthor “or throwing in with him in order fo
stz a claim on the spoils. dAF ony rate, Relnus
attempted to buy them off by promising fo giwe
them various provinces for their own domains.

But alos, Relnus overlooked enemies within his
own raks aond was fdken prisoner, fried and
executed. His reign lasted just ower four months,

But what a grand four months they were. Af
least in fhe eyes of the citizens of Soult Tetf.




Relrus in his short time in commond made sweeping
gestures toward fhe cifizens. free lands were
§iven away, The city graimeries were emptied tfo
feed the poor. Public Baths were made availdble to
all closses. Certainly these reforms were aimed at
wipning the people owr and strengthen his
position. for at the seme time, mass executions
were carried out against polifical enemies, wealthy
land owners, efc.

When Relnus wos put to death he immedialely
became the embodiment of ‘sainthood” to the
people, much to the frustration of the new Ewperor
who had taken confrol of fthe Empire after two
wars of rule by council.

In 187 TR. Scav Sagenthor, under the guidance
of Roventhorpe, attempted fo seize conftrol of the
Imperial Residence and kill the Emperor Sageem.
The ill-conceived plot quickly smothered and the
would-be usurper wos forced info hiding.

But Scov will appear on the pages of history
again, and for an altogether different reason.

I noticed there has been quite a few raised
eye-brows ower the mention of vorious words and
terms from my native dlderac. So I'w started a
glossary to help ease the confusion. It's not
complete but it's a start.

GLOSSARY

(ogreer: (1 derogatory Sarlangan ferm for humars.
The root ‘ob’ is the same os the Sarlongan word
for cattle. Sarlangan depise the city dwellings of
humans.

(oos:  The provincial copital of dbos frefera.
This large city of 128,800 citizens lies on the
Soult river. If is the center of seweral trade
routes and enjoys a Very prosperous economy.

Curency: The currency of the Ragean €npire is
nown far and wide. The Roolnair is a basic silver
piece. The Shart is a copper piece. The Kiver, or

Serti’Remius is a § gold-piece coin.

Curstain, Velnar:  (b. 48 TR. - 7) \elnar Curstain
is one of fwelve Roder-keem, (High Judges). 4
brilliant military leader, Curstain worked his way
w through the legions ad into politics. His
aggresive ambitions for the position of Var Roder-
Keem hos made him many enemies.

fretera: The Ragean Empire’s provinces. Fretercs
are largely self-governing

Ginge: The Ginge are a grevan-speaking people Wwho
inhabit the wild coastiands north of the Ragean
€mpire. The 'Ginge Pirates’ have been Q serious
problem to imperial shipping and frode for years.
The Ginge territories are a haven for fugitives
from Imperial jstice.

Grongarfest: 4 festival of the Benyaran faifh.
Celebrates the victory of Benyar over the god Ygor.
Grongorfest is a ftime of festive parties ond

rejoicing.

Kaba-Troth: The Kabo-troth is an ancient tome of
prophecy and history. Numerous foiths hold it as
sacred work.  dmong other things, it deals with the
origins of the gods, man and the universe. It isa
mystical work and it is commonly believed that only
those ‘touched’ by the gods con understand it's
meaning.

Rang Taw: PRang Taw is an extremely charismatic
leader of the grevan-specking barbarians. He has
succeeded in forming a bond anong the fragmented
tribes of the Stor’Greva. His newly formed league
is fastly becoming a threat to the northern realms
of the Empire.

Roder'Keem:  (Judge of the High Circle) Tuelw
men hold this office with one being the Var
Rader’Keem. They are directly appointed by the
Emperor and are normally chosen from the ranks of
the Vardleem. They haw the highest authority over
the criminally accused in the Empire.
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New games of chance for your
Fantasy Role-Playing Campaigns
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Hothar kew he was being had.  No one, nof
even O Grevan, wos fhat ludg ab playing Fowrboa.
Yer he had lost too much silver, to walk away from
the table now. He watched the large barbarion
with an unblinking ey o he took the dice and
rolled them.

dll  ews in the towern were fransfixed on the
gane. ds the dice tumbled across the fable and
came Fo rest before the barbarion, there wos a wild
rond of cheers. Hothar began to breathe again
(T:ndmu brood smile stretched across his yellow
(73

"Let’s see ya beat that! Ya sciver! he
soreamed, his large belly shaking with laughter.

The barbarion gazed af the dice for several
moments in silence.  Hothar reached ocross the
toble and began Fo collect his wimnings. In a
rage, the barbarion flipped the table. Coins, dice
and fokens flew into the air.

Gamas of chance ore os oncient as monay itsalf.
They can be found in almost any cullura both
ancient ond modarmn. UWhila thera is no limit to the
dagraas of variolion ond complaxity among thesa
gomas, they 0o hovae one common trait. They are
dasigned to amply the pockels of tha losers and fill
those of the forfunate winners,

Soma of my fondast mamories of past rola-playing
sassions have centered around somae form of thasa
gamaes.  dny obla-bodied adventurar who totes a
sword ond occasionally frequents the toverns is
quick to jump into such gomas should ha stumble
upon them. Some funcy themselves blessed by the
gods who guard the luck of the die, whila others
choose to rely on their own steclth and cunning to
swing fortung thair way. In His serias, which will
indudae games by cthar authors in future issugs, I
will ba disoussing o wide range of games popular in
the londs of didarac. Of course thesa gomes will ba
prasented in o genaric-format so that hay can be
placed in any fontasy mileu.

To bagin the series, wa will start with the basics.
Thaese ora the gomes involving dice and/or cards
that are played in most gvery tavern or inn, on any
Jiven night.

KEPs

Kaeps is an exiramely popular game ond has a
long history. Greytar in his book, Tha Forevar

Sagae, wrote of Forcoran froops playing Keaps to
pass tha lime during the siege of Malat.

The gome has been passed down to tha current
age with e halp of the Rageon €mpire’s wide-spread
legions, who have inlroduced it Hhroughout the
empire and il’'s provinces. Thousands of |ocal
variations and house-rules have arisen.

Thera are two major versions of this game ond
both share gqual popularity. This issue will be
conocarnegd only with one varsion.

Fowrbaa (diso lnown as ‘Blcody Nosa')

Fowrbaa is played among any number of players,
though it is normally played by two players atb a lime
with the winner toking on any now challengaers. This
is a very rough game and il's nicknama, "tloody
nose’ attasts to it's reputation of causing barroom
braws as the result of a contested die roll.

Componants: In order to play Fowrbaa you will
naaed tha following items:

= Six coins per player. Or an omount agreed
upon by all players. Thase are gaming pieces and
are not usad for gambling. Some taverns provida
tokens for this purpose. (Poker Chips, or raal
ourrency should suffice.)

= 4 dogger. This is referred to os tha
Strandum. 4 single-edged dagger is preferred. It is
used to indicate who is the lead player during o
round, (For role-playing purposes, a pencil or pen
laying on the tabla will serva the some purposa.)

- Two b6-sided dice per player. Some varigtions
of Kaaps use knucke bongs.

- @ cup or mug with ong é-sided dig inside. The
cup and die are referred to as the Gantour. (The
'Snake’). The purposa of the cup is to roll the
Gantour ond conceal the resulting die roll.

SETUP: To setup thae playing area, the dagger is
embadded in tha table with it's sharp or leading
adge facing the lead playar.

The leading edge is refarred to as the
‘Strandum’ ond the leading player is referred to as
the Strondoaur.

PLAY:

1. The Strondour placas soma itam of value on the
toble os his stake. This may be money, o prized
waapon, armor O any reasonable item of worth.

2. The othar players now bid for the opporftunity to
play Keeps for the item(s). Starting with the player
to the Strandaur's left, gach player announcas his
bid by offering monaey or an item{s).
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3. The Strondour listans to each bid ond sdacts
the bid of his choice. If none of tha bids are

accaptable or if no bids are offered, the Strondour
gifhar:

! Bagins onothaer round of bidding, or
1 dadds onothar item to his stake ond starts the
bidding again.

Normally tha Btrondaur ploys ogoinst one player
at a time, the parson’s whose bid he has occaepled.
Howaver, it is oommon for the Strondaur o ploy
against sevaral players ot o time.

4. Tha compeling ployers sit on opposite sides of
the table, fadng one anothaer. €ach player places
his six coins or tokans before him. This pile bacomas
his Bandare or ‘pouch’. The Baondare is always kapt
on the taoble immadiataly before thae player. Thae
Bandara must ramain in fJll view for tha duration of
tha game.

5. €ach player transfers one to six coins from his
Bandare to onocther pile, naxt to the Stroundum,
(Dagger) in the center of the table. This pila is tha
Vordur or ‘the rigk’.

6. Thae Strondour now shakes thae Ganbaur, (The cup
containing one die) and places the cup upside down
on the table without lcoking af, or ravedling the
rasulfing die roll.

7. €ach player now has the option to:
I. Rall two dice and keap thosa resuls or;

2. Roll lwo dice and add the uninown results of
the Gantour to that rdll.

€ach ployer must announce his intent befora
rolling the dice. The Strondeur may choose his
oplion before or ofter tha other playaer(s).

B. If a player's roll is 12 or greater then ha has
busted, or in gome terms been ‘biten’ by e
serpant. QA ployer who busts, automatically loses the
round unless all other playaers bust.

9. The player with the highest dice roll without
busting is the winnaer. If hwo or more playaers hie,
than the player who committed the most dice wins.
(i.e. included the Gontour in his rolll) In o two-
player gome, if both players tia and have rolled tha
same number of dice, then the round is a draw ond
onother round begins.

If more than two players arae playing, ond fwo or
more players fie then only those playars pick naw
oplions ond raroll the dice among themselves. Tha
highest total without busting wins the round.

18.  The losing player{s) must drink @ numbaer of
lorbens’ (the equivalant of 4 fluid ouncas) of strong
drink. The number of lorbens each player is required

to drink is aqual to the tha fotal of the number of
coins in his Vordur and in tha Vordur of the winnar
of the round. Thus, if o player lost tha round and
ha had risked § coins in his Vordur, and the winner
of tha round riskad 6 coins, that player would hove
to drink 11 lorbens of alcohol.

11. If the losing player(s) succassfully drinks all tha
lorbens ha is required fto drink ond remains
consdious, then he remoins in the gome ond goas
on to tha nadt round. If the player passes out,
vomits, or is unable to drink oll the lorbans, then he
forfaits the gomae. If more than ona playar ramains,
aofter dll losers hove drunk their lorbens, thaen
another round begins. If, howaver, ona ployer
remoins at the table, thal player wins the pot ond
tha goma ands.

12. 4 common wvariation of this gome maokes it
mandatory for losers of a round to add anothaer
itam of walug to tha pot before the next round
bagins.

This is how the 'recl’ goma of Fowrbaa is played
and I have dascribad it as such. For role-playing
purposas, the oJrinking aspaects of tha gome ora
'simulated’ and no galecohol is involved. Lat me stolae
my disdaimar at this point that I am nol advising
‘real-ife’ play-testing of this gama. Nor am I
advocating the use of alcohol. (at least not
infentionally!)

For role-playing purposes all drinking is simulated
with thae roll of dice using the following procedure;

Tha losing player(s) must sava wvs. 2x his
constitulion to remoin conscous ond continue tha
goma. Wa'll call this number the Intoxicaton Factor.
(1P '

The Intoxication Factor is modifiad as follows;

Per lorben drunk in that round: -1
Per previous round lost: -1
Player began game intoxicated: -1
Racial modifiers; varies

# 4 natural | is alwoys succaessful, regordlass of
modifiers. Likewise, a natural 29 clways fails.

I have left racial modifiers up to tha DMN. For
axomple, soma might argue that o Jdworf could
handla his drink bettar than his human counterpart.

Lat's run through an example of a round of
Fowrbaa fto doarify the rules using Hothar and the
Barbarian.

1. Snce te barbarion was the first to suggast
playing kesps he  becomes the Strondour. He
unshaaths his dogger and imbads it in the table with
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the leading edge facing himsalf.

He Fakes o fine wolf's pelt from his satchel and
throws it across the hable, challenging the patrons
of the tavern fo play keaps for if.

2. Hothar who fondas the wolf’s palt and who feals
lucky, decides to get in on the game. Thrae other
men in the tavern olso express on interast to play
and thay gathaer around tha tabla.

3. Tha bidding bagins. One man offers a silver
necdace against the pelt. Thae Borbarian sooffs ond
turns to the next mon.

Thae naxt man offars a pair of doa-skin boots.
The Barbarian locks tham over and dedines.

The naxt mon smiles and lays an engraved short
sword on thae tabla. Tha barbarion arches aon
eysbrow at this one. He accepts tha bid, but he
wishas to sae what Hothar has to offer as wall.

Hothar pulls out a throwing-oxa with a baautiful
inlaid handla. Thae barbarion hows in dalight and
accapts his bid as wall.

4. The losing bidders decide to ploce soma side
bats. Thay favor the barbarion who loocks like ha
could drink a giant’s share. Tha three men sit down
ot thae table. They arrange thair Bandars and
Vordurs in thair respective places and prepare to
ploy. Thaey all lronsfer o seorel number of coins
from their Bandars to their Vordurs. (stop
shickering)

5. Tha barbarion picks up the Gantour and rattes
tha dia. Ha then fips the cup and places it upside
down on tha table, concedling the resulting dia roll.
Tha barbarian, being the Strondaur, damonds Hhat
Hothar and tha othar playar roll first.

6. Hothar daddes to roll only two dice. He rolls
and comes up with a six and four totdling ten
points.

7. Thae other player who has decided to add the
Gontour o his roll, rolls his two dica. Ha rolls a six
ond three totaling nine. The Gantaur die cannot ba
revaaled unfil oll playars hava rollad, thus he must
wait for the barbarian to roll his dica.

8. The barbarian decides to add tha Gantaur to his
roll as wall and rolls his two dice. Ha rolls a three
and a four folaling seven. UWith shaking fingers he
raveals the Gantaur which is o four. Thae barbarion
has a tolal of Il. (3HH=1l). The other player con
now add tha Gantour to his roll and now has a 13.
(6+3+4-13) He has busted and automatically loses the
round. The barborion’s score of |l beats Hothar's
1® so Hothar has dlse lost the round.

9. Hothor's Vordur is five coins. The other losing
ployer raveals three coins in his. Loughing, e
Barbarian boosts that he has risked all six coins.
That means that Hothar must drink |1 lorbens of dls
and tha other ployer must drink nine lorbens.

18. Hothor's consitution is 1@ so his Intoxication
Factor is 20. This is modifiad by =11, one for eoch
lorban drunk. Thus Hothar must roll o 9 or lass on
1020. Kaap in mind that a roll of nahlural 1 will
always save. Kothar rolls o 18 and passes out. Ha
wokes up saeveral hours later to find someona has
usaed his halmat for a spitoon.

Il. Tha other player was somewhat intoxicoted when
he antered the gome and must modify his IF by an
additional -1 for a total of -1®. His consitubion is 12
for an IF of 24. 4 |4 or less will save. He rolls on
18 and slidas under the table.

12. The barbarain collacts his winnings. Because ha
hasn't had to drink ot dll, he offars to play ancthar
gama of kaeps.

FOUWRBAA aND ROLE-PLAYING

4 profitable scom is run by many Tavern ouwners
involving Keeps. Thay pretend to be stangars to thae
ployers involved but achudlly are giving Hair
‘parinar’ in the gome watered down lorbens, Hhus
ensuring his victory. When the other playars pass
out, the Tavern owner will hava them moved to o
back room, (along with their balongings) so thay con
'slagp it off’. Later the barkeep and his partner
strip the drunken sods of thair balongings and dump
tha victims dlong a road outside of town. If the
victim is lucky, he lives to learn from the axparience.

I dlso like to use Keeps as an introduction whan
starting new compaigns. Flayers who haven't
adventured together quicdy become involved and tha
likdlihood of a good fight breaking oul halps work
the rust out of things. In oddition on intarasting
NPC con challenge the players to o game of Keeps
and offer ‘a map to wondaerful richaes’.

If the plaoyers win the mop thay can set off on
thair new advanture. If they lose, thay may decide
to sate the score, ond thus o new avenue of
adventure is openad.

diternate gamas of chance allow Bards, Thieves
ond othar characters to ulilize some of their stealth
skills and goming proficiences. HKaeps is extremaly
flexitla and qasy to modify. Lel me know if you
coma up with any interesting modifications.

Wall, that's it for this issua. Naext issue wa will
look af some cord gomes and the othar varsion of
Kaeps.

L
-



Barbara Blackburn

N\

difred and Jockie lay silent and mofionless as
they waited. Their irmestigations had led them here
fo a lonely hilltop in Jennings Yermont,

A debased ritual wos planned for this night.
Bereath the cloudless ewening sky, a repugnant
being was to be summoned and they were going fto
stop it.

They had buried sficks of dynamite beneath the
altar. When the digbolical fire was lit, cultists and
monsfer would be blasted into molten nothingness.

Soon, the inhuman  band  of  worshippers
@proached. The fires were lit os a writhing
sacrifice struggled for freedom.

ds planmed, the fiery blost destroyed the altar
ad its beastly users. Yet, from the infermo
something enormous arose.

dIfred buried his head in his hands and refused
fo look. But Jackie, who hod been taking
photographs saw the profane presence in full-view.
The sight wos foo much. Screaming, the woman ran
fhrough the thick woods, and kept rumning.

She was found days later, clutching a tree and
sobbing. Her mind wos froctured and would never be
the same.

If that sounded like a horror nowel, it’s not.
It’s part of a scenario from a very popular and
tnique role-playing game called “Call of Cthulhu."

Presents

=,

It's creator, Sondy Petersen, set the game in
the worlds of HP. Lovecraft, a horror-story writer
who created the Cthulhu Mythos. The hideous
creatures he created were pure evil, and awesomely

powerful.

dnyore. who hos played the game, whether they'we
read Lowecraff or not, can attest to its creepy
atmoshpere.

Mr. Petersen allowed Shadis magazine to ask him
about his creation. Here is that interview:

Q. What maode you decide to irwent a role-
playing game based on the works of HP. Lowecraft?

d. Uell, I've been an HP. Lowcraft fan ever
since I was about ten wars old and I got into
role-playing gaming in the early seventies. at that
time, I became a big fon of a game called
"Runequest.” I wrote to the company president, I
acfually phoned him as well o cowple of times and
we became regular correspondents.

I told him that I was Interested In doing a
Lowcraft wariation on the Runequest game which
would have been based on Lovearaft’s "Dream Lands".
It would have been more of a sword and sorcery

type thing.

He wrote back and soid that he had already
goffen an agreement to do a Lowecraft game based
in modern times. He offered me the job of writing
it for him, which I was enthused about doing.
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On my own, I had alreody invented sort of a
modern horror/gothic role-playing game. It wos
quite rudimentary compared to “Call of Cthulhu'.

Buf it wos kind of matural for me fo pub
together horror and Lowecraft uwhich 1'd been
reading for 15 or 28 years. dod that to role-playing
which I'd been enjoying for three or four years af
the time. It kind of fell Into place. IF was aimosr
lke It wosn't an original 10ea fo come Wp wWith.
after we had the idea, that was the difficull part.

Q. How long did it tde from yor first
ingpiration until the work was complele?

d. Aimost exactly o year. That's prefty much the
norm, it's a pretty common time for role-playing
games to take.

Q. How well did you thirk rhe' public would receive
such an unwsual gane?

d. T wosn't sure. I thought i was fun. €veryone 1
played it with thought it wos fun buf we were all
horror fans. So I thought that it would probably be
popular among a small, elite growp of guys. dnd I
was surprised when it turned out fo be much more
popular than that. T know people for instance, who
dislike Lovecraft’s writings but like the game. dnd
everyone 1 know who likes Lovecraft and likes fo
role-play, likes the game, so it has gotten all the
cult guys that T hoped it would reach and it has an
expanded audience, which frankly surprised me. The
gane is now awailable in o number of different
languages, in  Japanese, Germon, Spanish, ad
french. 1 suppose Lovecraft’s auailable in most of
those longuages bub 1 have no idea how widely read
he is. I don’t imagine for instance that Lowecraft
is very easy to gel in Japanese or Spanish.

Q. Hoo you hod any experience designing games
before this?

d. 1 hod playd gamws and messed around with it
ever since I was 12 or 13 bub I haon't ever fried to
design an enfire game, especially a role-playing

game from scrafch. 1°0 done a few things. 1’0 dome
one supplement fo a game before Cihulhu and a
cowple of arficles. 1’0 messed around with board
games but it was really my first plunge into trying
fo do an enfire game by myself. It wos the baptism
of fire so to spedk.

3. Can you explain how you went dooul tuming
your idea into an achual product?

d. 1 looked at other games and sald, ok, the
first thing we meed to do is have the player
gererate a character. 1 wanted to start from fhere
and kind of flow naturally into the game. So the
first thing I hod to do wos sit down and think of
an outline, more or less, of what had fo go in. dnd
I said, alright, we need the basic stuff. UWe've
gotta hawe gererating characters, and we'w gotta
how advice to the game master foo. dnd then,
affer putting out the basic stuff, hashing oul, you
know, what creatures I'0 want to have in it and
what kind of magical books and things like that.
Then after getting all of the features that 1
wanted to have go in the game, I fhen sab there
and said ok, now how do 1 giwe this thing the feel
of a horror game Instead of one of eighteen other
billion games that are out there? I wos stuck for
a long time. I'd write the gome for a couple of
months, then I'd sit and for o month I'd say, 1
don’t want fo solve this proolem. How do I have it
seemn like a horror game? How do [ make guys run
oway from monsters instead of brawely facing them
like they do in every other game? Then I came up
with the sonity idea ab that point which hos worked
out very well. IF makes guys cover their eyes when
monsters come. Sanity really became the heart to
the game. I sort of based the game on fhat theme
and that gove it a feel that no other game has
managed...I mean other games have other feels which
are good for them, but I think its a standout among
horror games because of that feature.

@. What kind of awards did Cthulhu receive?
d. at the time it was releosed, there were three

awards given in the U.S. for role-playing games. It
won all three in that yar. There wos fhe Game
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Designers’ Guild Select dward, which is no longer
given out. They used to give them Fo the top five
games. A growp called the Game Designers’ Guild,
which is now defunct, would pick the five best
games of the year. We won one of those. We won the
Strategists Club award which is an award given by
TSR or a growp they set w. I was kind of prouwd of
wimning that one for most creative role-playing
game of the year. Then there wos the HG. Uells
quard, they glve It out at the Origine convention
for best role-playing game of the year and we also
won that. Since that time it hos gore on to win
ofther awards. The supplements have won awards. In
England they have Games Day owards for best role-
playing games awarded by the players and it's won
that o cowle of times. I wos grotified by that. and
its won other awards at corwentions.

Q. How did you feel about wirning owards?

d 1 don't wont to sond like I'm this
egotistical guy with this huge swollen head, but I
felt good. It's as good or better ewn, to see the
Jame get published in other languages. It’s kind of
reat fo see something that I made almost eight
years now, sfill around. Most role-playing games,
05 you know die before their eighth birthday ond
"Call of Cthulhu" hasn't shown ony signs of dying
e,

Q. How popular is 117

d. There’s like four editions in dmerica, two
British editions, the French edition, the German,
Spanish, and the Joparese edition. I notice that
it’s impact is bigger than its numbers. For
insfonce, otviously DD hos sold a great deal more.
II’s probably sold as many copies as every other
RPG put together or more. Buf, there are some
role-playing games that are bousht and they sit on
fhe shelf and they're more or less collected. For
example, fhe Dragonquest game. 1 own a copy of
Dragonquest, most guys I know own a copy. No one
ever plays if, they just haw it. It's not o gane so
much 0s @ fhing you have, a game ideas thing. But
with “Coll of Cthulhu", @ very high percentage of

gus uho own Cthulhu are out there playing it. I
think it's percentage of playrs is one of the
highest in the world.

Q. Uhy do yu think the gaw hos had such a
following?

d. It's different obviously. But os much as I like
Lowecraft, I don't fhink it’s entirely bosed upon
him, because a lot of guys play the gome who have
never heard of Lowecraft. 1 mean Lovecraft is very
hard Yo find. The only reason I'd ever heard of him
is because my dod had this book which was published
in World War II o It wos a collection of
Lovecraft stories printed for the boys overseos.
Soldiers were supposed fo be reoding this. Bub I
had this book, ad it wos the only copy of
Lovecraft 1 knew of anywhere from the time I was
ten “til 1 wos 16 or I7. And then when 1 wos at that
age, 1 got a library card for the liberal college
library which is very lage, hos a billion books or
something. And if hod the old books by  driham
House, like "The Outsider and Others.” They didn’t
know they were valuable so they had them out on
the regular bookshelwes. Since then, they've moved
them o the waluable books collection so you con't
get fo them. But I had to go to the library to find
these ond it wos Just a nightmare to find
Lovecraft. I think becouse of that, the game has
managed fo co one of my goals, which IS to expose
Lovecraft fo more people.

Bur I think I've lost ftrock of what your
original question wos, which is why the gome
appeals to a lof of people. I think it appeals to a
lot of people because first off, it's a game in
which the hero’s aren’t shereotypical, huge, mocho
Juys with swords. I've noticed that with gamers of
"Call of Cthulhu®, there's a higher percentage of
women, for Insfance, than there is in Dungeons and
Dragons or other games like that. I thirk that's
partly becouse with most role-playing games, the
solufion Fo solving most problems is violence. In
"Call of Cthulhu®, that’s very much not the case.
You con do it, but euen in a wery violent "Call of
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Cthulhu®™ gome, most of your goming session is nof
spent fighting things. It's spent doing other shuff,
role-playing, falking to other players, falking fo
the game master, setting things up, pondering
possibilities, being scared, and I think that is part
of the drow, having a game that’s intellectual
rather than physical.

I think that the horror genre has a lot of fans.
People like horror movies, they like ghost sltories.
There is no other game, especially at the moment,
which has managed o reproduce those things. for
example, there’s been a couple of games that have
attempted to. There was “Chill", a few years ago. It
wos O fun, simple little game, but I think fhat one
of the reasons it dion't make it as good as "Call of
Crhulhw”, is becouse fhey missed the reason that
“Call of Cthulhu® is successful. In "Chill", they set
you wp as part of a government agency, and you'd
§o out, seek out enemy guys and biow them up.
Whereas “Call of Chhulhu® was trying o emulate
horror movies and ghost sfories.

You never had that in a horror movie.  You don'f
have gowernment guys doing things, you hawe fhese
poor sods, ouf by themselwes who suddenly come
ocross the unknown or it comes ocross them ond it
kind of infrudes upon their life in a way that they
can’t ignore. 1 think that appeal, the appeal that
you hove when you're reading a horror novel, or
something, leods you info the game. dnd aiso, it
has the draw that if you've reod Lowearaft, or seen
one of the movies bosed on his stuff, and you see
his name, you'll say, "Hey, those are neat stories,
I want to do that." and beocause the game lets you
do if, ir doesn’t explode your theory of how it
should work and it does give that feel, so that’s
the appeal. That's my theory.

Q. How do you Hhink your gaw has offected the
popularity of Lovecraft’s works?

d I'd like to believe that it has made them more
popular and that becouse of if, more people are
familiar with Lowecraft. 1'd like to think there are
people who read Lovecraft who wouldn’t hawe, if it

hadn’t been for the game. That's only what I'd like
to think, which may or may not be true. I know it
has helped in one respect, which is that the
royalties given by Chaosium fo driham House, I
undkerstand howe been fairly significant. dnd, 1
don't know this for a fach, but I wouldn't be
surprised if the new printing of the Lovearaft
things that has come out, is not at least partially,
If not primarily, funded by fthose royalties. I could
be wrong, but that's kind of the impression I'we
come up with, which means we’ve funded a whole new
edition of Lovecroft.

Q. What other authors do you like?

d. T really like Lovecraft a lot. He's probably my
favorite horror author.

I think that probably my favorife horror story
writer after HP. Lovecraff is M. R. James. He was a
British cleric who wrote about the fumn of the
cenfury. He was one of the world’s leading
authorities on medieval manuscripts, He was an
antiquarian. He was the kind of guy that Lowearaft
would have liked to howe been. He had this habit,
every Christmos, of writing a ghost story and
reading it fo his friends, and his ghost stories are
the best written in the English language. Don't get
me wrong, I think Lovecraft’s are fhe best horror
stories, but MR. James' are the best ghosk stories.
They're really fine ghosts. MR. James urote a
little bit about whot makes a good ghost story and
I think he hit the nail on the heaod. He suggests
for Instance, that the ghost has fo always be evil,
or the story’s not scary. He also suggests, that the
horror story take ploce in an area in which the
reader could reasondoly imagine himself to be. In
other words, not in a lost Transylvanian castle bub
somewhere out in the open which is where Lovecraft
sel his. His would take ploce where he lived, New
england.

and when he made reference to a stronge ploce,
"Beyond Space ond Time", for instonce, he'd falk
about the Dholes laying out fhere in Tibet, but the
horror of the story was not that evil things
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happened out there in Tibef, bub that those things
that are out there in Tibet are coming here.

In aodition fo that, I'm an auid movie watcher.
I corsider good horror directors to be the
equivalent of a good horror author. I value David
Cronenberg and John Carpenter a lot. I can't forget
Stuart Gordon, he did Re~animator.

Mr. Petersen is no longer with Chaosium, although
both parties have stated that the parting wos
amicable. He is now a game designer for Microprose.

We are looking forward to seeing his work in
this area, and although unable to diwilge details,
he said the atmosphere of the game he is working
on should please Lowecraft fans.

In onswer to our question on the future of
Cthulhu, Lynn Willis of Chaosium was kind enoush to
send us an answer. Seweral new products are
scheduled fo oppear in the 1998s. dmong Hhese are
"Orkham  Unweiled", which offers investigators
additional badkground as well as four new scenarios
sef In ond around drikham due oub in Jan. of 1998,
"Mansions of Madness” and "aF Your Door" both
offer new adwentures ond are scheduled to be
released in dpril or May of 1998. diso, a full-color
book by Tom Sullivan, fentatively called "Horror at
Insmouth”, explores the history of that dire place.
Other titles are planed for appearance later in
the year.

Shadis would like to thank Mr. Petersen and
Chaosium for their kind assistance.

NEWS FROM AFAR

NEW FPRODUCTS, RUMOURS, ...

FANTASY MRITER DIES - Barry Sadler, 49, died
Novenber 6. Sadler was shot in the head in
Guatemala over a year ago and had been suffering
from complications since then.

Best known for the 1966 muber-one hit song
he composed and recorded, The Ballad of the Green
Berets, Sadler authored nearly 38 fantas{-
adventure novels. Host of his books centered on
the jmmortal Roman soldjer, _ligsca. Htile
hospitalized he spoke of writing another Casca
book. -B.A. Felton-

ROLEPLAYING GANES - BAD RAP?

Fantasy RPGs have been drawing bad ﬁress for
several years now. An organization called
B.A.D.D, (Bothered about Dungeons and Dragons)
has even been formed to combat thew. Shadis is
slanning on presenting a point-counter point
iscussion on the subject in a future issue
between a proninent figure in the Role-Playing
community and a prominent opponent.

If anyone has any information on B.A.D.D. and
how to get in touch with them please contact us,

He request all readers to keep an eye open
for articT;s, news-spots and literature that
focuses on the 'evils’ of RPGs. Clip the
ariticle or write a swwation and send it to us,
The results will be published in a fubure issue
of Shadis,
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Day 34, Year P

"Don’t rake it so hard, Remon. We know it's
hard fo say farewell to your only child. But you
know os well os I, that were she allowed to stay
here, sooner or later she would turn her unnatural
lusts on our own people. -Cueryone is betrer off
now that she’s leaving our forest for the human
lands. Voarch knows that the world will be better
off with o few less dbgreer. Let Seychelle tawe
her pleasures with them. Mayoe she’ll get her fill
eventually and retumn.”

The two Sariongon €lders watched the lithe
figue of Reman’s doughter stride confidently into
the forest shodows and disoppear. Reman placed his
arm on his old friend’s shoulder and together they
funed from the forest edge and refurmed to Heir
village.

Seychelle’s gliding stride took her south
across fthe border of the Kaliror forest where the
dra’Sarlonge ruled swpreme and into the human
londs where she felt her destiny lay. First she'd
travel fthe borderlands where Rang Taw's fribes
held sway and then the Ragean €mpire where a
Sarlongon woman with a quick tongue and even
quicker fingers could do quite well for herself.
and in a world filled with humans who would miss
the few she meeded to sabisfy her needs? Al in
all it wos a quife light hearted Sarlangan woman
who moved southward through the Kalinor and info
her oun future.
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andos Sagenthor hated the forest. OFf course
he hated anything beyond the city walls of Soult
Tet. He knew Scav needed all the help he could
get if he were fo succeed in faking the €mperor’s
Fhrone ond a company of Sarlangan archers would be
invaludble, but why had he been chosen fo be the
the one to ride all the way to this gods forsaken
forest several hundred miles north of anything? He
haon’t slept well since he left fthe Fretera of
Shadlet. Now he tossed and tumed in his blankets
dgreaming of Sarlongan  ossassins, torture and
murder procticed in various sordid ways. Lost in
his oun nightmare world he never noficed Seychelle
enter his camp ond sit quiefly beside his
smouldering fire.

a ray of sunlight penetrated the forest canopy
and struck dndos' foce bringing o halt to his
froubled sleep.  Grooning curses af the hard
ground, the seemingly endless forest and the
political ambitions of relatives, he fthrew his
blankels oside ond rose to his feet. The sound of
a feminine giggle nearly made his heart stop as his
head jerked to sfare ab the beautiful Sarlongon
girl sitfing cross-legged on the other side of the
now dead fire. @ repeat of the giggle and the
direction of the gaze of those lively green es
made him recall his hobit of sleeping nude even
while camping in this miserable hell-hole of a
forest.

The giggle tumed info peals of silvery
laushter as he dropped flat on his buft and
dragged his rumbled bedding across his bare middle.
“Who the hell are you? UWhere did you come from
and what in the wrch are you laughing ab?"
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"It’'s going to be all right pretty mon," fhe
girl crooned as she slowly drew her leather shirt
over her head and dropped it on the ground beside
her. “Seychelle is here fto make you happy' she
moaned as both dog-skin boots joired the shirt on
the ground. “Such a pretty human all alone in the
forest meeds what Seychelle has for him,” she
breathed aos her breeches completed the pile of
discarded clothing. dndos could only stare in
disbelief os the now nude figure mouved across the
little clearing and knelt ot his side. Nimble
fingers deftly moved the blankets aside from their
hastily assigned position af his waist and hot lips
sought his. ds he sank back to the ground with the
Sarlongan’s body cemented to his, ome thought
finally managed to enter his numbed mind.  “This
might not be such a bad job after all.”

Seychelle hummed happily to herself as she
finished hying fthe lost of the laces of her boots
and straightened to look around her.  "Not a bad
way 'fo start the day." she mused. "Such an amusing
man.  So generous fool”

She refrieved her knife from fhe neck of the
amusing man as he lay sleeping exhausted by their
love  making. Cleaning it on his discarded
clothing, she refuned it fo her boot sheath. Still
humming, she rifled her newly acquired belongings
and pacdked everything she felt would be useful.
Saddling her mew horsg, she mounted ond headed
south feeling vibrontly alive ond anxious to see
what else the day would bring.

Orric F'rrick contentedly sung the heavy
hanmer down on o hot piece of iron. He was
fashioning a horseshoe for one of the Varnen Caras
soldiers garisoned in €mberton. They were there
to protect the Narellion mountain passes from Rong
Taw's barbarion raiders. Since the Imperial

legions hod begun using Emberton as a garison,
Orric’s business had been very good. So good that
Orric had sawed enough gold fo give the bride-gift
required by diline’s father.

It wos good enough to

buy a small cottage to take her to after konight’s
ceremony of joining. Tonight marked the old year's
death and the beginning of the new. For Orric it
would also mark the death of his old life ad the
beginning of a new one.  Year 199 Tre'Catrobium
began fonight. It wos the one hundreth year of
the Ragean €Empire’s dominion over the lond.
Midnight marked fthe new year’s birth. It wos then
Orric and diline would be joined 0S One.

Lost in his dreams, Orric newer heard the first
screoms of ferror 05 Rang Taw's barbarians poured
into the Foun from the north and south.

Orric was on essentially gentle man.  Af six
foot eight, fhe fhree hundred and seven pound man
could offord to be. Nobody had ever questioned
Orric’s ability to fight. Nobody wanted to be the
one Fo prove he could. €ven the Imperial soldiers,
who were normally contemptuous of the fretera’s
inhabitants, treated Orric with respect. The sight
of his mounfainous form Just seemed to hake the
bravado from any sane man.  Orric himself had never
given any thought fo brovery. Since the problem
had never risen he had not given it any thought.
Now, the aonguished screams of the dying mingled
with the barbarian’s war cries. The sound broke
through his reverie and signalled that the huge
man would finally be fested. It is o lesson we
should lean early, life’s fests are rarely fairly
given,

Orric’s first thoughts, when he realized that
€mberton wos being oftacked wos for Qilire's
safety. He flung the horseshoe asice and grobbed
a sword he had repaired for one Of the soldiers. He
turned for the door of his smithy. His fool come
down on the tongs which hooked over the toe of his
boot. This coused him To loose his bolance. He
thrust his other foot to the side, attempting to
keep from falling. Stepping in a fresh pile of
horse dung, his foot slid out from under him.
Completely out of control, he lurched backward and
sof down in the brazier of hot coals he wos using
to heat the horseshoes.
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The intense pain in the oss caused by the hot
coals drove him fto his feel once again where his
heod broke off the bellows handle. The jagged
wood sliced a large gash in his forehead, blinding
him with a copious flow of blood. The force of his
massiwe body rising, sent the brazier back and
emptied it's fiery contents into a small stack of
hay Orric kept to appease unruly horses while they
were being shod. The hay eruwpted into a flame

uhich ropidly spread fto the the dry logs of the
i thy wal |,

Blinded by blood and driven by the sounds of
pillage and rope coming from outside, Orric
staggered determinedly toward the door. His foot
once again came down on his corelessly discarded
fongs. This time, his momentum carried him forward
where the point of his awil cought him squarely in
the groin.  Dropping the sword and all thoughts of
wliont deeds, he doubled over and gripped his
latest injry.

dffer an agonizing eternity the haze of pain
suosided.  The thought of helping his neighbors
reasserted itself. Dimly, through a fog of blood
and fears he could see the door and staggered
grimly through it and out into the street.

ds he emerged from the smithy a mounted horse
came running at  full gallop and strudk Orric from
the side. The surprised rider bounced twice in the
streef, slid to a halt and twikched a few times
before lying still. The rider’s neck was bent at an
angle never seen in a living man. The horse was
momentarily knocked to it’s knees by the collision
but regained it's foofing and disappeared into the
shroud of smoke now covering the town. Orric went
reeling bock into the smithy where he tripped over
the borrowed sword he had dropped. This time his
head struck the awil and he went down, lying
motionless.

Seychelle passed by the nearly deserfed comp of

the Varmen-Caras garrison os she enfered Emberton
from the north.

all eyes ond nof a few whistles and obscene
suggestions followed the pert Sarlangon figure as
ghe rode doun the small foun's one street. The
fhoughts of those soldiers who were left as rear
guards were centered on the possible joys to be
had wifh fhe young woman rather than the imminent
danger from the north when the Grevans aftacked.

The Grevans swept through the camp and into
the fown leaving only dead men behind.  They rode
fheir horses at a full run, sweeping all life from
the street os they passed. The raiders from the
north met their counterparts from the south at the
cenfer of fown and split into smaller growps.
These spread like a cancer, leaving deod men and
buning buildings behind. The women along with
the rest of the loot were brought to the market
place in the center of town and placed under guard
for |ater distribution.

Hearing the ring of steel and the wells of the
raiders, mixed with the screams of fhe dying behind
her, Seychelle kicked her horse info a gallop.
Straining her neck, she looked back over her
shouider fo see what wos happening. When she
heard the sound of more war cries to the south,
her attention switched to what wos ahead of her
charging mount.  Seychelle jerked brutally on the
reins, causing her horse to slide to a halt axd
rear up on if's hind legs. Before she could bring
her horse under confrol, the lead barbarion
reached her and drove a lance through her horse's
meck. The second rider passed on the other side of
the dying horse and looped his am around
Seychelle, hauling her from the soddle. In the
same moverment, the Grevan flung fthe girl  face-
down on his saddle in front of him.

When the Grevans reached each other and
stopped, Seychelle was dropped in the streetl.
Stripped of her bow and knife, she was placed with
the now growing group of captive women thal were
part of the barbarian’s haul. When she fried fo
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run through the guards, one casually knocked her
to the ground where he and another raider Fied her
hands behind her with leather thongs, also fying
her ankles fo ensure she couldn’t run.

Rang Tow cbsent mindedly stroked the scars on
either side of his meck. The arrow which should
have ended his life had instead raised him fo be
the sole leader of the Grevon League. €ach time
he led a raid into Ragean ferritory, he remembered
the pain of the arow striking. The fury he felt at
the thought of dying now refurned. Rang Tow did
not believe in the gods or oracle’s prophecies, but
was perfectly willing to rake odvantage of an
apparent miracle when one presented itself.

“The arrow that should howe killed, but does
not will decide the Grevan's fatel," the oracle had
spoke, over a century before.

dgain, Rang Tow stroked the fwin scars. "I don't
rule all the Grevan yet, bub when I do, T will moke
that orocle a prophet of truthl” he thought. "Once
I rule Stor-Greva, then we will fumn to these
southern maggots.”

Rang Taw's party of raiders halted just fo the
north of the ruined camp of the Varmen-Caras. dil
the loot had been divided among the surviving
barbarians. MNow was the best time for the raiders.
The women would be stripped and the men would roll
the stones fo see who would gef fo be the firsk
with each. The losers would take what the winners
left and hope to be luckier the next fime. Rong
Tow, as leader, would of course geb first choice
before the gambling began.

Still mounted, he moved slowly among the
cowering women until he spotted hair the color of
sunlight. He dismounted and grobbed
Seychelle by the hair, jerking her heod back so he
could see her foce. Then, he pulled her head to
the side so that her slightly pointed ears were
uncovered.  "Sarlongan!," he grunted in surprise.
"What in Voorch's six hells is a Sarlangan bitch
doing in this pig sty? No matter, my little forest
maiden, Rang Tow mever refuses the gifts of the
§00s.”

"This one is mine," he told the party. “Choose
your firsfs quickly and lefs be off before fhe rest
of the Ragean scum refurn.”

Rang Taw pulled Seychelle along by the hair fil
he came to the burned remains of a wagon. He
pulled her down on her back across a fallen wagon
wheel ond wropped her hair around the rim, ond
fying it with a leather thong faken from his belt.
With another thong, he tied her already bound
wrists fo ome of the spokes and cub the thongs
binding her arkles. Quickly, he Fied her ankles fo
the wheel rim after jerking each as far fo the side
as they would go. When he stood fo odmire his
work, Seychelle struggled violently but fo no avail.
Rang Taw could tie knots that a Ginge sailor would
envy. It would never do to have a woman he was
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raping gef loose and grab a knife. Having fhe
mandate of the gods waos one thing but stupidity
wos another.

Rong Taw drew his lnife and cub Seychelle’s
breeches opart af the seams of each leg. Then he
sliced her shirt from fail fo necd and flipped it
open. "One day, I'll go fto the Kalinor ond take a
hundred of you Sarlangon for my lodge. Bub today,
you'll have to do all by yourself."

Becouse her hoir was fied to the wogon wheel,
Seychelle coulon’t see the knife Rang Tow used (o
remove her clothing. But she could feel fhe cold
steel slide wp the inside of each leg and hear the
rasp of leather os the seams separated. Then the
knife slid under her shirt, moving coldly w her
stomach and befween her breasts, unfil her garment
wos completely severed. Seychelle could hear the
sounds the ofher women were moking. The village
women were Crying, screaming or begging for mercy.
There wos the sound of laughter from the Grevans
who had lost the roll of the bones. dnd from the
animal-like grunts ond groans, she kmew the
winners had wosted no time claiming their spoils.

Her hands were fied fo the wagon wheel, so she
couldn’t rake ouf her attacker’s eyes as he lowered
himself over her. Becouse she was well gagged, she
couldn't ewen scream fthe hatred or curses she felb
at being helpless. All she could do wis endure,
and promise to  owenge herself. "Enaure.
Revenge....."

When the Grevon leoder had finished, he stood
and pulled his breeches wp, tying the leather cord
thal served as a belf. Nimbly, he mounted his
horse and surveyed fhe surroundings. When he felf
that his men hod sufficient time to enjoy the
women, he called for them to mount their horses.
His commond mel with no little grumbling, bub was
obeyed. When all the raiders had mounted, he drew
his bow and notched on arrow. ALl his men fol lowed
suit.

“Lodies of Rageo, we thank you for your kind
hospitality!,” he said jovially to the naked, crying,

knot of women huddled together on the ground. Uk
would love to stay longer, buf o wise guest knows
fo leave before his welcome is gone. Farewel]”

"Deliver Vaarch his fribute!” he ordered wifh-
ouf tuming. Drowing the already nofched arrow
back next to his ear, he smiled ab Seychelle.
"Good-bye, prefty Sarlangan whore.”

Seycdhelle heard the sound of many bowstrings
snapping forward with release. She heard the
aull thuds as those arows struck home.  More
screams and cries filled her head as those around
her died. Finally, Rong Tow releosed the bowstring
and Sexchelle felt a blow fo her rorso. She saw the
arow shaft emerging from her body as she tried to
force one last sound past the gag, bufb failed.
There wos very little pain as her body grew numb.
Before the darkness Fook her, shw sow Rang Tow
turn his horse and ride north with his men falling
in behind.

Heat. Like that rushing from an oven when the
door is first opened. Heat and pain.  Someone wos
inside his heod with a hawmer frying fo break out.
Someone hod put bands of iron around
his chest so he could hardly breathe. Heat and
smoke. Smoke robbed his lungs of what little air
he was able to force info them. Sounds. Someone
wos coughing and choking.

dnother round of coughs racked Orric’s body
ond cleared his head enough for him to understand
that he was in danger of being bumed alive. He
could make ouf the shodowy outling of his awil in
front of him, The door must be alb his bock. He
rolled onto his stomach and pulled himself Foword
where the door must be.  His legs didn'f want to
move. His lungs felt as if they uere filled with
molten mefal. He put his hands in the dirt again
and pulled. dgain. -

He put his hands out and felt solid wood.
Unbelievably the wood felt damp. Orric raised his
head. The smoke was thinner here and the heat
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less fierce. He wos oub of fhe smith! Here was
the water trough by the smithy door. Painfully he
drasged himself around fo the other side of the
trough. Grasping the fop, he pulled himself Fo his
krees ond fhrust his head info the water. The
lukewarm water felt wonderfully cool in fhe infense
heat ond drove more of the cobuebs from Orric’s
brain. He lowered his head again and orark from
the trough.

dfter he had drunk enough watrer (o fake the
edge off his rhirst, he became aware of sounds. He
heard loushter that seemed out of place in the
burning remains of his village. Then he heard a
woman's scream and more |aughter.

Bumning village? The events of the day rushed
back into his mind.  Grevans!  dnother woman
screamed.  The barborians!  diline!  Orric pushed
himself fo his feef. He again heard loughter and
an occosionol womon’'s ¢ry.  He fried to orient
himself os he stood in the smoky street. "That
way!" his mind screamed. Orric fried fo run but his
legs wouldn't cooperate and he fell in the street.
Desperately he forced himself to his feel again.
He heard no more laughter, but many more screams.
Grimly Orric staggered toward the north end of
town. Now there were no more soreams. There uere
sounds of many horses fading oway to the north.
dzain Orric tried to run and again he fell. Sheer
determination brought him o his feet once more,
but he realized he couldn’f run. In the unnatural
quiet he found himself reluctont o mowve foster
thon @ walk. He wos afraid of whot he would find
when he finally reoched the north side of the
village.

Strength slowly returmed fo Orric’s massive
body as he made his way down €mberton’s one smoke-
filled street. Before he reached the Varmen—Caras
carp, a north wind had risen and helped clear
orric’s lungs and head. Orric hadn't counted the
bodies he passed as he mowed W the street. a4l
bur fwo he had recognized as friend and neighbor.
Two raiders seemed small payment for the
gestruction of on entire village. Unkmown fo

Orric, he had octually killed another one, os the
rider who hod struck him earlier had died. Still,
three Grevons were not enough. The Imperial camp
wos a shambles. Bodies lay strewn obout the camp
os if discarded by a passing giant.  Cverything
flammable hod been burmed. The smell of scorched
leather, owrheated metal and burnt human flesh
was sickening. €ven more sicdening wos what Omric
could see at the edge of the camp.

a forest of arrows grew out of the piled bodies
of the village’s women. dll were naed. Some were
bound. QIl were dead. Orric recognized them all.
There wos Smerga the leatherworker’s wife. Here
wos Teniia, sister to diline. dnd here wos diline.
Four arrows sprouted from her ndaked form. Dried
frickles of blood ran in @ line from her mouth doun
her chin. The arrow that hod pierced her lungs had
taen her life slowly.

Orric kell beside Qiline’s body in numb
silence. Uhile he knelt beside his betrothed, Rang
Tow's band fallied another cosualty in their raid
on €mberfon. The man who hod been Orric Fnrick
died. The gentleress that hod characterized the
blacksmith disoppeared os if it had never been.
What remained was his great strength.  Bub
something was odded. That something changed him
forever. Qlong with his great strength he now had
Q great purpose. It wos well known that Rong Tow
controlled these Grevans, All the barbarions from
this part of bordering Stor-Greva fell under him.
Bur Orric did not know that Rong Tow himself had
led the raid against €mberton. Somehow, he would
find these raiders and extract a satisfoctory price
for his villoge.

Maybe it was Fafe, or perhaps the §ods provided
a miracle. Mayoe it wos sheer chance. The lone
arow that Rang Taw sent info Seychelle’s body
entered just below her breasts ab the V formed by
her ribs. It possed through her body without
severely domaging any major organs and emerged
Just Fo one side of her spine. Though the wound
wos serious, if was nof instantly fatal.
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Orric rever knew what distracted him from the
ravaged form of his befrothed. Perhaps a passing
breeze ruffled Seychelle's golden hair.  Whatewer
fhe couse, Orric found himself staring at the
female figure bound ocross fhe wagon wheel.
Slashed remains of leather clothing hung from her
body and 0 single arrow profruded from her chest.
Then he noticed the faint movement of Seychelle’s
shallow breathing.

dlive! This strange woman still lived! Orric
Jmped to his feet ond crossed the short distance
separating him from the ingured woman. Blood still
seeped from around the arrow’s shaft and the pale
chest rose ond fell.

Since the arrow had completely penetrated the
body Orric gently grasped the shaft just dbowe
Seychelle’s body and broke off the fearhered end.
Then he gripped the arrow heod and slowly pulled
fhe now bare ended shaft through her body and out
the back. He raced back to where the raiders had
dropped the ruined clothing they had torn from the
women of Emberton and grabbed a handful of the
Clearwst undergarments. He returned o kneel by
the wounded girl’s side. Orric folded the sorops
of clothing into two pads which he used to cover
the arow wounds. Then he used the longest strip
of cloth fo wrap around Seychelle’s body binding
the pads in place.

Orric pulled the leather thong that was holding
Seychelle’s gag in place down around her meck. He
pulled the knots even tighter thon Rong Tow hod
fied them. Orric kew his large fingers would
never untangle Fhem.

Now he needed something to cut her bonds. He
hod no nife and had |ost the borrowed sword back
in the smithy.

He moved through the destroyed camp
desperafely searching for something with a sharp
edge. Undermeath a dead Imperial soldier he found
a broken sword the Grevans had found unworthy of
stealing. He hurried back to the north edge of the

cap and used the ruined weapon o slice the
fhongs on Seychelle’s wrists, ankles and hair.

Now that the woman's wounds were bound ond
she was free of the wagon wheel, she would reed
shelter.  Orric fooked foward the village. Smoke
fomed great clouds ower the now mostly
smouldering remains.  There was nothing left fo use
for shelter. The wrecked Varmen-Coros comp was
equally useless. But there wos a large cabin in the
hills north of the village used by the village
providers for laying in a winter’s supply of meat.
It would be deserted now, and would provide §ood
shelfer. Besides who knew what might hove been
left there by the last party of hunters.

Orric thought of remaining at the ruined camp
fo await the retun of the absent patrol. The
Imperial soldiers haon't protected his village this
day. Now, with the village gone, the soldiers
would probably move on to Jods knew where. No,
Orric would take the wounded woman fo the hunter’s
cabin.  There, when she was able, she would fell
Orric about this particular growp of Grevans. She
had seen them and could mark them for Orric. Yes,
it would be best to go north to the cabin.

The large man gently picked Seychelle wp and
off the wagon wheel. With her cradied in his arms
he moved north out of the ruined comp and oway
from his pasf. What Orric had been was now dead.
ds lifeless os the corpse of his betrothed and the
shell of the village he had left behind.
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Title: Compendium of Weapons, Armour and Castles
futhor: Matthew Balent

Publisher: Palladium Books

Retail: #19,%

1 wery rarely iy a game or RPG supplement and
walk oway being fully safisfied that 1 have
received my money’s worth. I usually discover upon
opening the box that the manufocturer withheld
some vifal piece of informafion in order to ensure
the sale of a future supplement.

Palladium has a well-eamed reputation for
putting out quality material at decent prices. In
fact that's what immediately impressed me about
this lafest book. AF 224 pages you would be hard-
pressed fo find a similar value at $19.9 in the
game indusiry.  Frankly I'm not accustomed to
finding this level of quality in our hobby.

Matthew Balent, the author, has certainly been
busy researching this one. This book is a warrior’s
delight with over sewen hundred weapons described,
illustrated and provided with game stats. ddd fo
this, over forty tyes of amor ond over fiffy
castles, complete with floorplans, and you'll begin
to appreciate the scope of Balent’s work.

The book is illustrated by a host of artists.
Kevin Long’s artwork is incredible as are Dirk
Johnston’s and fhe others. 1 honestly attempted to
count the number of illustrations in the book but

gave wp. Trust me on this one, there are a lot of
them. and it is not the drab filler art that some
game componies are  famous  for, bub  quality,
detailed work.

It’'s interesting that such a book has risen
from the ranks of a game company.  Serious
students of history would treasure such a reference
work in their libraries.

Being an older gamer 1 oam always delighted
when a company demonstrates that fhey understand
not all gamers haw short aftention spans or
limited vocobularies.

I'm curious to see if Mr. Balent will pursue
any further works along the same lines. 1 would
love to see a similar work on ancient ships,
temples, efc. done with the same kind of
Fhoroughness and geared for role-players.

We haven't deweloped a rafing system here at
Shadis yet, bub this book would receive my highest
rating.

Jolly R Bloddum

all artwork on following page copyignt ® 1989
Palladium Books and used with permission for review
pUpOses.
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Game REVIEUS

TITLE:  TALISMAN CITY
COMPANY:  GAMES LUORKSHOP
CRTEGORY: SUPPLEMENT /EXPANSION

Talisman City is the latest of many expansion
sefs for the Talisman fanfasy board game by Games
Workshop. Talieman City expands the city spoce on
the main game. board and allows the characters to
octually enter the city to meet new danger and
SeeK NeW rewards.

The release of TC raises the question of how
far Games Workshop con fake the Talismon system
and retain the playobility of the original game.
Ore of the major strengths of the basic Talisman
game is if’s flexibility. That seems to be the
halimark of the classic boardgames such as,
Monopoly, Risk  etc. (Including some recent
fovorites such os ©wpire Builder ond dxis aw
dilies). Such games thrive on the ability of
playrs to come w with unige house-rules and
variat|ons.

for those of you uninitiated into the Talisman
phenomenon, let me explain the basic game briefly
before diving into TC. Talisman is a fantay board
game for two to six players. €ach player fdkes the
role of one of numerous characters and struggles
fo be the first player to cross the Valley of Fire
and obtain the Crown of Command, thus winning the
gane. In order to obtain the Crown of Command
however, you must raise your abilities fo sufficient
levels in order to owercome the many perils
guarding the crown.  You must also possess a
Talisman which protects you from the flames in the
Valley of Fire.

Talisman has attroctzo such a following that
six supplements howe been released for it.  €ach
supplement aods new spells, items, rondom ewvents
and characters fo the bosic game. They also throw
in some new rules. For exawple, Talisman e

doventure expansion set changes the overall gome
by odding six odditional endings. No longer do
players win once they reach the Crown of Command
unless that particular ending comes up.

My favorite moment in a tyical game is what I
call the ‘Fire Fight’. One Player will zop another
with a spell and the victim refaliates with a
counfer spell.  This s followed by another player
intervening with a spell of his own. 4 whole series
of backlashes ensues in which no one is saofe. This
normally happens when one player is making the
‘run’ for the Crown of Command and all other
players Jjoin forces to stop him.

Talisman hos quite a following among the RPGer
circles which is not surprising. Game Workshop's
games are overpriced in gereral, mainly becouse
they are imported from England. The fact tHhat
playwrs are willing to shell out upwards of thirty
dollars for the basic game alone testifies fo it's
popularity.

Talisman Is not a game for nice, quiet people.
I say this becouse our first few gomes left us
wondering what all the fuss was about. While it
was generally an enfertaining game, we couldn’f
wnderstand why so many players were fanatioal,
working themselves into frenzies ot the news of a
new expansion in fhe works.

It wos only after seweral games thal we
realized we were toking fhe wrong approach.
Players would end their tun on the same space oS
aother playr od decline their option of
artocking or stealing from that player. We were
far too nice. Only offer the nasty aspects of the
game began to surface did I begin o like Talisman.
This is a game that warants several play sessions,
or at least ore with some veteran players before
you make the decision of condemning the game to
your closet.
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With that sald and done, let’s look closer at
Talisman City itself, In owr sessions, the City
wpansion seemed fo dowble the normal playing tHime
of an already time-devouring game.  The game
dragged on and on.  Players became disinterested
after a few hours and we were finally relieved when
someone finally managed to claim victory.

To be fair this isn’t fully attributable to the
game. These problems were due to players exploring
tmmwclryboaﬂa\dmrimrmocmmm
ofher, instead of seeking out a Talismn and
striving for the Crown of Command. Player’'s were
frantically ruming around the city and all of them
managed to get arrested and throun in the aungeon.
I expect that as the newness of TC wears off, the
game will return to it’s normal pace.

Talisman City, besides adding the new board,
0dds six new characters. Two of these characters
are of the normal variety like those in the other
sefs the Valkyrie and the Minotaur. The other four
however represent ‘fitles’ or positons the players
Can acquire.  For example, you can be appointed the
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Sheriff, the drch Mage, King’s Champion or Master
Thief. Once accepting an appointment, the player
fums in his character card and takes the card of
the cppointed position adding that  card’s
atfributes and abilities to his oun.

Our grow is renowned for it's backstabbing
sessions of Talsiman and TC has only fueled our
nefarious gameplay. The presence of the aungeon
and the ability to frame other players has become
our bread and butter and most of us haw spent our
share of fime staring ar the dungeon walls.

If you are an avid Talisman player you will no
dowof enjoy this new offering. If, however, you
only moderately liked the basic game, you will
probably find that the expansion has only
heightered the qualities of the game you dign't
like. Those drawbocks are mainly the time
requirements needed to play and the length of time
before your tum comes around.

B4. Felton

"It's your turn to get the firewood!"
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THE SHELEK

By Barbara Blackburn

SOULT TET

PART ONE
a Cold Flur* Mar

The streets of Soult Teb
ae ampty.

If this night were not
Flu’ mar, the streefs would
be bustling with activity.

But, on this night of ill
omen, the citizens have draun
= Heir shutters Fight and
refuse o come out.

Yel, in a lonely cormer of
the frightened city, a shriek
rises up and splits the
silence.

Bereath the low-hung
bloafed moon, in ifs garish
. orange glow, something
hideous rips a young woman
art.

Within minutes, her
dismembered corpse lies
silent. Blood streams from her
lifeless limbs ond bathes the
cobblestone in ifs eery red hue.

above, a shadowy figure slithers away into the
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blackest corner of the heauens.

The next day, after a merchant finds the body,
the rumors begin.

Some say It was a jealous lover, others say a
mad dog.  Yel, most say what they think in
whispered warnings and drunken stupors.

Mosk would admit the damage dore fo the body
was much foo extensive fo have been done by o man

or dog.
In the comer tavern, the conversation is lively.

"Mayoe it wos a stray bear that wandered
into fown sick with hunger,” an old man proposed.

"But," said the man next to him, "that woman was
not eafen. Besides, did you see the slime ad
blood that trailed up the side of that building? 1
fell you, it wos the ‘Shriek’! He’'ll be back, you
never lmow who’ll be next...”

The barkeep interrupted, "Hushl I don’t want
fo hear that talk in here. No such thing as a
'Shriek’ either, except mayoe for the one you'll
mie when I throw you out of here on your
backside. Just keep it wpl"

Still, for centuries mothers and fathers,
priests and poets have passed fhe legend doun,

"Every once in auhile,” they say, “the terrible
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THE SHRIEK OF SOULT TET

creature’s voracious bloodlust is aroused.”

On these nights, usually Flur’ mar, the sireefs
of Soult Tet ooze with slimy, monstrous secretions
and blood.

Old men, arazy with prophecy, or wing, will
stand at sfreet cormers and proclaim, "Soult Tef,
city of abominations. Tumn bock from your wicked
pleasures and escope the wrath of fthe Shriekl
Beware, lest in your revelry he finds you and
swoops down upon youl"

The citizens of Soult Tet have named their
monster the 'Shriek’, because of the spine-chilling
ay that one hears during an afttack. People say,
these cries are not only the screams of the dying,
but also, the orgosmic, squeals of the demonic
creature delighting in its blood-feast.

Ore ¢lderly lady, o woman of some wealth and
status in the community says, "If was some fifty
yars ago, when I was just a young girl. 1 saw the

hideous attack of the beast. It was the Flur’ mar,
and we were in the temple praying. We heard the
terrible sounds echoing in the street outside the
sacred walls. We ran fo the windows. To our
amazement, the skrong brick building ocross the
streef wos a complefe rubble! The roof hod been
torn off, and a poor young boy lie In the streel in
a pool of blood. I will never forget it. It fook
only a second from fhe time we heard the screams
wntll we were af fhe window. That monster had
done so much damage in the wink of an eye.”

fForlean Undigo, a refired patrell of the guard
recalls, "I wos ordered to irvestigate the death
of 0 wealthy town official found dismembered in fhe
street on a cold Flur' mar ewening. The walls of
the surrounding buildings were bathed in slime.
There were also trails of blood and flesh from the
victim all the way w to the top of the buildings.
for some reason, fhe creafure seems to single out
one individual to kill, and relentlessly hunts them
down. It's odd that there hove not been any

reports of the creature aftocking outside the gates
of Soult Tet"
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Gar Tharlflax and his sister Shindar drove
fheir mule the last weary leg of their long
Journey. The gates of Soult Tef looked so welcome.

They had come from their home in West Fork fo
visit their eloest sister Jerar. She had left for
the capifal a@ year ago to take work as o nursemaid
for a wealthy uncle who had taken ill.

Qfter great difficulty in corwincing the
guards at the main gate fo allow them fo pass, they
wound their way through the maze of streets. They
were searching for their uncle’s house with the aid
of the crude map their sister had sent them.

"I con't wait to see Jerar. Uncle Brakis must
have the most wonderful housel It will be good to
sleep in a soft bed."

"We're almost there. I hope he has some food,
I'm famished!”

ds they rounded the cormer, a fret guard
sfopped them. "Halt! What are you doing out this
tim of night? It is forbidden fo be on the
streets at this hour!"

Gar swallowed hard, “forgive us, we hove
travelled a long way fo visit our sister. We were
unaware of the aurfew. UWe are looking for the
house of Brakis Tharlflax. He is our uncle and our
sister Jerar is his nurse. My map shows this stregt
fo be theirs.”

"Brakis Thar...Oh, sir, I'm sorry to uh...inform
You. He has met his end I'm afraid. He expired the
morning affer his maid wos found murdered outsice
of his home. It was the shock I'm sure. Such a
fragedy!l”

Shindar let ouf a scream of sorrow, "Gar! Nol

Nol'  She cried and slumped into uNConsciousness.
Her brother grabbed her as she began to fall from
the wagon.

"Here, lef me take you fo an imn for the
night," said the guard. “Come down to the Fret
hall in the morning and you con con talk to the
fret Master.”

Gar thanked him and followed him to the inn.

That night he didn't shut his eyes, though
ueak with exhaustion.  He remembered the day
they'd bid farewell to Jerar,

"My brother, and sister, today I leave for a new
aoventure.  The cify is for and much unlike West
Fork. I will miss you so, yef I know this is best.
Uncle Brakis is wealthy, and has offered me a good
salary. I will send you most of it each month.
Here is the carriage now! It is so beautiful. I
must go now, I will write, please write me. 1 will
miss you my dears. Dreltar’s blessings on you!"

She embraced fthem, her broun eyes flowing with
tears.

The last they sow of
goodoye os she Orove away,
blowing behind her.

her, she wos waving
her long dark hair

Tears came fo Gar's eyes as he remembered. He
glanced af Shindar fossing fitfully beside him.
Golden hair framed her face. Suddenly her slight
frawe Jolted into a wdking nightmare. “Jerar!
Jerar! Look oufl Look ouft Oh nol"

Gar put his long arms around her. "Shindy, It’s
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alright, I'm here, I'm here. It wos o dream.”

Looking into his blue eys, she asked, "You
mean Jerar is alive? Oh, it wos awful. 1 dreomed
she had been murdered. Thank Dreltar, she’s alivel"

Gar threw his head on her shoulder and
sobbed, "She died, she did diel I don’t lnow what

. We never should hawe let her come fo
this stinkhole! What kind of place Is this?"

Brother ond sister sab wp until momning
clinging Fo each other in grief.

The next day, when Gar sow the sun rise, he
stood and strefched. “Shindy, come on. We must go
to see the fret master.”

"Why? Let’s just lecwe, no ore will help us

"I want to find out what hoppered to her.
Whoever took the life of one so innocent must not

§o unpunishedt”

The two left for the hall rogether and vowed
ot to leowe until someone ancwered their
questions,

They entered the old building and approoched
an ¢lderly genfleman sitting at a desk with his
eyes shuf.

"Hello. Sir. Sir, can you help us?”

The man grunted, stirred and opered his eyes
reluctantly.

“What do you want? We don't ‘ficially open
fer another hour.”

ds Shindar spoke, her angelic voice caressed
the ears of the gruff officiol.

"Sir, my brother and I have come a very long
way to visit our sister, only fo find that she hos

been foully killed. @ guard informed us last
evening that we should see the fret moster. We
would like some answers about who oould have done
such a despicable thing. She never hurt anyone, oh
please, can you help us?”

The girl broke down and began to weep.

“Come now dear, don't cry. I'll see what I
can do. I'm ofrald Bonoar, the frel moster 15 oway
on business today. But here, you and the lad take
a seat. Now what was the name of the dead girl?”

Gar spoke s he helped his distraught sibling
fo a chair. "Her name was Jera Tharlflax. She
hoon't lived here long. She wos working for our
uncle Brakis Tharlflax, who has also recently died.”

Gor noticed that when he spoke his sister’s
name, the color drained from Fhe rather obese
mon's foce.  The gentleman sputfered and said,
"Oh...oh yes, the unfortunate who was killed on last
Flur’ mar. 1 belleve we howe some of her things
right here."

The man went into a badaoom where Gar
could hear him rummaging cbout.  Finally he
emerged, "Let's see...there was this gold chain, a
gnall purse with the sum of five roolnair, a dress
and a pair of leather sandaols. Oh yes, and here is
a small silwer ring and a sewing bag.  That's
ewrything. Of course I'll hawe fo verify your
relationship to the poor girl before 1 can relecse
them to you."

"Your uncle's estate, however is no small
inheritance. No one has made a claim fo his
properties os of wt. There's been considerable
difficulty in locating any of his relotiws. You
may be the sole inheritors if no ome contests.
There Is the house and grounds, the bakery, not to
mention a wealth of money and fine possesions. [
understond he even has an original Bre’fa among
his art collection and an actual ddorjan ceremonial
robe." -
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The fwo stroked the dress of their slain sister
and began fingering her jewelry when they noticed
something strange.

*Sir, this necklace is torn in two, and the
ring is nearly smoshed Flak, How did this hoppen?"

“Well," the startled man gulped, "she was
waring them, fhe night she ..she wos killed. Her
b..body was nof In the b..best condition ..when
they f...found her."

Tre man wiped the persperation that was now
rolling down his face with o ragged cloth and fell
into his chair exhausted.

Gar stood, "What do you mean? What hoppened
fo her? My god! Tell me, what type of beast
could have done somefhing so cruel ?”

Shindar wos now slipping out of consciousness,
and slid limply Fo the floor.

The stammering man scooted oway as Gar
approached him angrily.

“Young man, control yourselfl dttacking me
will not uo the deed. Now, atfend to your
sister, and I will try to explain what happened os
best I can.”

Gor tumed and saw the girl 1ying on the
floor. Rushing to her side, he continued prodding,
“What happened here that night?”

"It wos Flur’ mar, the night of i1l omen.
Eweryone knows o stay inside their homes or so we
thought. Some say they heard the horrible soreams.
The mext day, your sister was found in the streets
outside your uncle’s home. Her body had been badly
mutilated. If your uncle had not identified her, no
one would have been able to fell who she was. The
shock of seeing her was much foo great for him,
the poor old chap. His heart gowe way the next
ewning. No one knows exactly what happened fo
her. The damoge was so great, that it doesn’t
seem o have been anything..natural, that we know.

Some say, although I could lose my Job for telling
you this, that it wos the Shriek, a monster who
according Fo legend hos killed countless times over
the eons. They have hauled a nameless drifter
before the courts and accused him. It's likely he'll
be executed by.”

*Who wos in charge of the inestigation? 1
want to mae suore the guilty pays, nob the
Innocentl Tell me where fo o o demand Justlcel”

*Sirl I know this is @ trying Fime, bub you
msst be cautious. Making frouble by asking a lof
of questions could get you Just as dead as your
sister. The €mperor himself hos made if clear, he
dosen’t want this matter brought to light. The
“Shriek” is a sensitive subject, and the officials
don’t want any falk of if.  They will not like
anyong questioning their judgement.”

"I an not going Fo rest unkil 1 avenge the
muarder of my sister. Her sweet life will not be
swept away like a pile of rubbish. I will see to
that!”

"I will find the fruth,” he told himself.
Yel even os he formed the thought, he wondered
how he could begin.

Walking info the street with Shindar in his
ams he felt a shiver crawl across his skin dnd as
he looked into the morning sun, he wondered how
many others had tried to rid the city of its
blackest curse. If he failed, he somehow knew his
shredded corpse would be found in a dark alley.
That day would be a cold Flur’ mar.

WERE AGHTING FOR
YOUR LIFE

American Heart
Association




Welcome to Dide of Wondrous Power! Most
Role-Players also seem to hawe on atbraction to
computer games so we have operwd this little
corner of the mogazing for software reviews.

What T wont o point out here at the very start
is fhat a review is only an opinion and therefore
shouldn’t be occepted as gospel.  Uhat our
reviewers hate, you may love. Hopefully these
reviews will help you in your decision on which
games fo buy, and which to awoid. Our reviewers
comprise many different age groups and preferences.
Some are vid arcade ‘shoof-em-up’ fans uhile
others lean roward the war game arencs.

Presently we will be reviewing soffware
ovailable on the IBM/MSDOS and dmiga machines.
Qurers of other systems are free fo submit reviews
of games on those machines. Also if you hawe any
hints/tips on popular games, send them in.

SSI has been cranking out a lot of games
lately, and we decided to fake a look ub three of
fheir offerings. Ralings are based on a system of
one thru ten. With one being the pits, and ten
being excellent.

TITLE: Sword of Aragon
Company: SSI

Computer: IHM/MSDOS
Retail: $39F95 ;
Category: Fantasy/War
Ratlrgg: %.5 i
Reviewer: Frank Vanhoose

I howe a pretty good collection of SS5I's
computer games os well os a representative sampling
of those of other manufacturers. 4 large number
of those games have never been completed because
I've found them quite boring after the newness has
worn off. I'm nof saying I'm hard to please but I
do expect certain things from a computer game. I
need acceprable graphics, a difficulty level that's
neither a ‘gimme’ or a Fest in nuclear physics and

€DITED BY FRANK VYANHOOSE

a high lemel of pure entertainment.

Sword of dragon by Strategic Simulations meets
all the requirements I've listed. I'm satisfied
fhat I've goften my money's worth and would
cerfainly purchaose another game along similar
lines.

The basic story outline is familiar to those of
us who have playwed almost ony fontasy computer
role-playing game. Y hero must unife ancient
empire and return it fo it's former glory while
overcoming many freacherous humans and hundreds
of monsters.” Howewver, rather than recruiting a
band of heroes to go hack and slay the evil
monsters, we need to think on a much larger scale.
This job is going fo fake armies. Heroes are
olways welcome, of course, bub good infantry and
%Irs soldiers are what we reed fo gel fhe Jjob

Those of us who've playd SSI's war game
simulations are familior with their realistic bul,
somefimes, slow and complex combal system. Sword
of dragon marries a much easier to use combal
system for it's actual battles with o traditional
fantasy RPG badkground.  Throw in a double handful
of economic and polifical decisions and you havwe a
mul ti-dimensioned and highly entertaining game.

This gome also supports a mouse. (Both
Microsoft and Logitech). Keep wp the good work. I
dion’t pay beoucoup bucks for this rodent just fo
have it sit on my desk and ook good.

Graphics:  This game supports most  graphic
odpters. I playd it on an KT clore with an €64
board. The graphics aren’t going fto leawe you
staring at your monifor in awe but are more than
acceptable.

Features: You may select a Warrior, Knight,
Ranger, Priest, or Mage for your main character.

€ach closs starts with different army hypes and
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offers different oovontages when i comes to
building future armies. The three diffimlt?
settings make the game ployoble for all lewels o
leadership ability.

Perhaps the most fascinating aspect of this
game is the economic factors that fhe prospective
world conqueror must fake into account while
planning his/her world dominance.  drmies don'f
Mt fall from the bemeficient heavens. They must
be recaruited or drafted and equipped. dll of this
costs money. Somefimes the choice befween hat
gwdmlrs troop or necessary city improvement can

icey.

Weather is taken info account as is the ravages
of random @groups of monsters.  Sometimes one
wonders how this continent manages o support such
large hordes of monsters. Not to worry though,
only a small portion of them are truly nasty.

Copy Protection: This game requires
information from the game doouments. While I like
this type of copy profection better than ‘key disk’
or 'code wheel’, I feel that SSI gof a liftle foo
complex on this one. First you must match a city
Icon pictured on the screen with the corresponding
icon on the iarge poster provided with the game to
learn the city’s name. Then you must ook up that
city’s listing in the game book to obtain the
requested word. SSI reeds to realize that we want
to PLAY THE GAME, not do constant research in the
game documentation.

TITLE: STAR COMMAND
Company: SSI

Cnmputer Amiga

Cat eguryr Adventure/Sci-Fi
Rating

Raviewar Lew Herring

Star Command is a role-playing game that gives you
command of eight characters that you develop and
then send on missions ossigned by Star Command,
the. galactic peace keepers.

You begin with a small amount of money to buy
a ship and then arm if with weapons and shields.
Your also needs weapons, amor, and
equipment such os medkils ond laser targeters. You
then must complete missions ranging from pirafe
patrol to thuwarting on alien’s attempt to rule
manking.

The development of your eight-member squad is
fhe key fo being successful at Star Commond and
also the most enjoyable part of the game. There
are four different character classes ouailable ond
they are: pilot, marine, soldier, and esper. €ach
class has its own strength and wedmesses. Putting
together o well-balanced squad with each class
represented is recommended. (s you decide what
class each squad member should be, you then send
them to training for eight years.

€ach character, based on his class, picks eight
skills to be frained in. (one for each war) (
soldier for instance, con choose from medical, hand

weaporry, light amms, heawy amms, explosiwes,
chemical wegponry, officer’s school, survival
school, or special forces. If the charocter is

successful in his fraining he will receive a skill
level in that area. If unsuccessful he will be
glven an ossignment by Star Command.  Survival
school and special forces inorease the charocters
ability scores such as strength and acouracy.  dll
characters  start out  as  privates, buf by
outstanding achievement in fraining or officers’
school they can be promoted and receive more pay.

Marines excel in light ad heavy ams ad
shculd havwe high scouting/recon skills. Pilots, in
oddition to piloting skills, reed code brecking and
ship repairs. €spers are great astro guners and
should develop their esper skills so they o
mindshock and communicate with your enemies.

Just as you should have a balanced squad, your
squad’s ekills should be balanced. Howe each
character with a specialty, and then one or two
minor skills. Develop light arms skills for your
pilots and espers so in a firefight they can pitch
in. Marines and soldiers should have heavy ams
skills, os these are the weapons which deal out the
big dcmce. Medical skills are also reeded and it
never hurts (no pun infended) o have an extra
medic.

dfter training your squad you must equip eoch
member, buy a ship, and then equip it. The wide
range of equipment Fo choose from is mind-
boggling. There are 54 personal weapons, 16 hypes
of armor, 6 hand-to-hand weapons, and 15 pieces of
miscelloneous equipment ond sighting hardware.
Ships come in 9 different types, with % weapons to
choose from, 5 types of shields, § defensive
systems, ond 3 different missile killers. Pouring
over the equipment charts, looking for the best
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item for your money is entertaining and rewarding.

Star Command  headquarters then gives YU an
assignment and upon successful completion of the
mission you receive pay a possible promotions.
The missions become more difficult os You proceed
but your squad should be able to afford better
equipment and ships.

There is a lot going on in the galaxy and
random encounters with pirates, ac well og private
croffs are frequent. Unforrunately, after playing
several fimes, these rondom encounters become a
hassle when you are trying to complete a mission.

Star Command is a good adventure/role-playing
game with a few drawbocks. The biggest drawback
IS every time you save the game you must look wp a
line in the manual and key in the cppropriate word.
I know this Is protection against piracy but it's
still a pain in the butt. S.SI. did not use any of
the dmiga’s capabilities, which is a shame. The
game is a great idea but the poor graphics and
sound as well os the slow combat, makes a good
game. only average. The keyboard is used instead of
the. mouse. for input and this is awkward as I could
nof lean back in my chair with my feet wp, but had
fo-sif affentive af the keyboard. dffer "enjoying”
the sound of combat for a few sessions fum Hwe
sound off on the options menu to speed up combat.

Star Command could hawe been a great game and
if you can overlook the minor drawbacks, it's worth
the purchase price and your valuoble gaming time.

Lew Herring

TITLE: HILLSFAR

Company: SSI

Computer: AMIGA

Category: Adventure/Fantasy
Rating: "6

Reviewer: Lew Herring

The premise of Hillsfar, a Forgotten Realms
davanced Dungeons and Dragons advenfure from TSR,
is that the city of Hillsfar is under fight controf
where weapons and magic are mot allowed. Your
qQuick thinking and abilities are needed 1o solve
your quest instead of brute strength and mystic
powers,

Hillsfar, the toun, is full of buildings to explore:
pbs, haunted marsions, the arena, guilds, the
archery range and mony more. Fortunes can be made
and qQUickly lost If you cross and anger the Red
Plume guards, who will take your treosure and may
fhrow you into the arena to fight for your life.
Sounds |ike your kind of city, right?

Wrong!  Your mowement dbout the city is
hampered by fhe disk being accessed everytime you
move ouf of one of the four sectors of the city.
Going from the stable to the mages Hower-disk
aocess.  How about from the cemetary to the Rat’s
Nest Pub-disk acocesses hwice. This is unbelieuably
frustrating, so you had better plan your movement
throughout the city carefully. I hate to always
gripe cbout graphics and sound, but if you have a
machine 0s powerful as the (miga why not moke
Jgomes ro urilize the power.

The one saving grace offered by Hillsfar is the
mony play sessions fo be had. If you begin and
corplete all the quests for fighters, create a new
choracter and aftempt the quests for thiewes,
clerics or magic-users.  There is plenty of
adventuring to be had in the town of Hillsfar ad
the surrounding countryside.

If you wnt to play Adwanced Dungeons and
Dragons on computer play Heroes of the Lance (also
5.5.1). Heroes of the Lance offers great graphics
and even better greal gome play.

Lew Haring
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THE MARKET PLATZ

The Market Platz Is a meeting place to pass along Information, barter,
frade and gossip. Readers are irwited to place classified ads, anounce
group meetings, seek other players etc.

Subscribers may place classified ads free of charge with a limit of one od
per Issue and 25 words maximum. Non-subscribers con place ads for 10

cents per word with a limit of 25 words.

Corwention amnouncements, Group meetings and public service notices can

be placed free of charge.

COMNVENTIONS

UKIRCON'9® Fabruary 2-4
Collegae Bhation, Taxas

$8.60 Pre-regishration, $11.69 at tha door.
Writa fo: MBCNOVA, P.O. Box J-1, Mamorial
Shudent Caentar, Taxas ABMN University, College
Stalion TX 77B44; or call: (469) BA5-1515

JACKSONVILLE SKIRMISHES "99 Fubruary 9-11
Jadsonville, florida

$18.09 Registration for entire wagkend.
Room rates are $52.80 for 1-4 parsons. White
to: Skdrmishes, P.O. Box 2897, Winter Haven FL
33883; or call: (B13) 293-7983.

DUNDRACON XIV  Fabruary 16-18
Oaldand, California

$25.08 Pre-ragistralion. $30.09 at the
door. (§16.6® for one day) Write to:
DUNDRACON, 386 dicafraz dve, Oadand C4
94618,

NOT-3CON TOO Fobruary 23-25
Qamson, South Caroling

$15.09 Registration, or $16.60 for ona day.
Write to dovaenturer’ Guild, Box 7979, Oamson
University, Qamson SC 29632; or odll (883)
654-2163.

ORIGINS/DRAGON CON'98 June 28~hdy 1
atlanta, Georgia

1999 National Gaming €xposition and Tradae
Show. Writa to Origins'9® Box 47696, dHanta
Qeorgia 36362

SPECTAL. THANKS

Tha staff of Shadis would like to thank all
those who took o chaonce and ordered
Shadis, sight-unseen. Wa dlso would like o
thank those stores who agread to ocarry tha
first issua.
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