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Welcome to our Bumper Summer
Special!

Well, you've never had it so good. Four more pages and a
colour cover! However, I'm afraid the extra pages are a one-off
and the cover may be too - it depends whether I throw financial
prudence to the winds or not (unlikely for an accountant). But

anyway, it was summer, there was a bit of money in the bank
account, and we thought what the hell...

Otherwise things are horribly busy at the moment. We've all
been working hard on Convulsion, our Malkioni freeform, Tales
#12, and Wyrms Footprints. This is why I've put back the
letters page for an issue, and why I've been terribly remiss in
writing back to contributors. Please accept my apologies if
you're awaiting a letter from me - I will reply soon after
Convulsion.

Hot Goss

The RuneQuest: Adventures in Glorantha manuscript has not
been approved by Chaosium. Greg Stafford has told me that
Avalon Hill “are considering other opinions, and they are
searching for an editor to finish the submitted manuscript.”

At Avalon Hill Ken Rolston has now moved on to work for a
Multimedia company in Washington DC. He may be doing
some RQ development work in the future, but he has hung up
the fur hat and Cossack boots of the RuneCzar. In to Avalon
Hill has come a new Marketing Manager, Joseph Scott, who is a
direct mail expert and an RQ fan. He'll be looking after the RQ
line. Good luck to both of them!

The next supplement in the pipeline is Lords of Terror, and is
planned for a Gencon release. A contract has just been signed
with Michael O’Brien for Soldiers of the Red Moon - but don’t
expect to see it until next year. Mike Dawson has been hired to
develop Soldiers.

At Chaosium Greg is still working on his Lunar book, but this
has recently been side-tracked by the upcoming Nephilim horror
RPG. In the meantime he's produced another interim work
entitled The Book of Emperors which should be available
through Wizard's Attic about now for around $20. The book is
84 pages long and is a series of documents on the Emperors of
Dara Happa, including the Red Emperor. It’s also got maps
from the GreGanth Atlas and notes on the Gloranthan sky.
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DICT

Reaching Moon Megacorp

Our own Wyrms Footnotes has been delayed again, until after
Convulsion. It’s over 50% done now, and since the contract is
about to expire we WILL have it out in a few months, honest!
Hopefully, it will coincide with issue #13.

The future plans for Tales include special issues on the West
(#13), Prax and the Wastelands (#14), and the Lunar Empire
(#15 or #16). MOB’s rumoured Best Of reprint is on the back-
burner so pester him if you want it!

2 Naolf
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Runepower

" e

mma, a Sartarite woman, is an

initiate of Ernalda. Because

omens for the next planting
season are bad, she goes to her temple
and sacrifices three points of character-
istic power for three uses of Bless Crops.

Emma is also a wife and mother. It is
her duty to protect her home and
children when a party of trolls raids
the family stead one night.

Nobody said it would be a fair fight.
While the other members of the house-
hold are fighting outside, a fanatic Zorak
Zorani crashes through the door. Emma
does her best to defend the children, but
she is quickly overcome. Battered into
unconsciousness, she feels her life
slipping away. (In game terms, Emma

is at one total hit point, and losing blood
from wounds. )

Emma knows that unless she gets some
serious healing, her beloved children will
soon follow her into the afterlife.

Ernalda, her patron, is able to grant
the divine spell Heal Body. Emma has
recently sacrificed three points of power
to Ernalda. But, because it was for the
wrong spell, Emma’s life slips away...

Why does Emma have to die? Why do
the current rules say that Ernalda cannot
intervene to save her faithful worshipper
without a full divine intervention?
Emma has sacrificed for three points of
rune magic, right? Why is it that Ernalda
can’t exercise some judgement in how
that rune magic is granted?
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The proposed
variant

Instead of sacrificing for specific spells,
worshippers (initiates and up) should
just sacrifice for divine points, or rune
points (I'l] use these terms interchange-
ably). These divine points would be
spent for divine magic, upon demand,
from the appropriate deity.

Divine points can be spent on any divine
spell offered by the deity. The character
decides what spell he wants at the time
of casting, not at the time of sacrifice.

Initiates get their divine points non-
reusably, just like current divine magic
sacrifices. Acolytes, priests, and lords
get their points back through prayer,
just like the current system. Unless, of
course, they call for spells which are
listed as non-reusable. As with the
current system, initiates do not have
access to spells that are defined as non-
reusable for priests.

Paraeus the initiate begins an adventure
in Pavis with four Humakt divine points,
having previously sacrificed four points
of characteristic power at his temple.

Early on, Paraeus suspects that a
certain Swifty is trying to sell him and
his buddies a bogus map. He decides he
needs some magical perception, and so
asks Humakt for a Detect Truth spell.
He is now down 1o three divine points.

Later, as they are wandering in the
Rubble, he and his party are attacked by
trolls. Never one to shirk a good fight, he

calls for a Truesword, and Humakt
gladly obliges. Seeing that Paraeus is
such a tough opponent, the troll shaman
sends a ghost to attack him in spirit
combat. This is one foe he cannot parry,
so Paraeus feels the need to call upon
Humakt for a point of Spirit Block (a
common divine spell), and again is
answered. Paraeus group goes on to win
the fight, collect a small sum of loot, and
stumble back to New Pavis, only to be
taxed heavily upon their re-entry...

Note how Paraeus was able to call for
any spell Humakt is able to grant, as the
situation warranted. Not that he got off
easy, however. Over the course of one
short adventure, he spent three POW
worth of divine magic. It will probably
take Paraeus at least a year to gain that
amount of POW back, whether he plans
on sacrificing for more divine points or
not.

A different way of
rationalising
divine magic

As currently written, the RQ rules

portray divine magic as kind of a “holy
hand grenade.” A divine spell is powerful
magic your deity “gives” you. Once the
god hands it over, he or she has no

control over how or when you actually

use the spell. You “pay” for it by
sacrificing characteristic power.

By adopting this variant, I suggest you
view divine magic not as a holy hand
grenade, but instead as a divine favour,
kind of like a limited divine intervention.
The deity, and thus the gamemaster,
retains some ownership. The character
still controls what spell he asks for.

The gods are not omniscient, and their
attention is usually not on the inner
world (the physical plane), even when

a worshipper calls for divine magic. The
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god trusts that the worshipper is asking
for an appropriate spell. Note: as
gamemaster, you might want to intercede
at this point. By going with this philoso-
phy, the flexibility, and responsibility, is
there for you to control the game if you
need to.

Because the character has a magical
relationship with his god, and because he
previously sacrificed some POW, he can
call the favour from his deity. This favour
is answered in the form of a predictable,
magical effect: a divine spell.

But what about
the Great
Compromise?

The divine point concept fits within the
restrictions of the Great Compromise.
Yes, a worshipper has more flexibility
with the magic he can call for. But, he is
still constrained to only the divine spells
offered by his god. Worshippers can not
create new spells just by spending divine
points - such an act would violate the
Compromise.

Let’s look at two fanatical Orlanthi
priests. Hakon Cloudson spends all his
POW on Cloud Call. Borali Thunderfist
spends all his POW on Thunderbolt.
Both have 20 points of their favourite
spell, and practically no other rune
spells. Does either of these priests violate
the Great Compromise when they stack
all their points in one big spell? No.

By adopting the divine point variant,

a character has lots of flexibility, but
gains no new powers.

Points to ponder

Below are some observations on how
the divine point concept will affect your
game, and some suggestions on how to
work out potential rules glitches.

Will this make rune

magic overpowered?

In the campaigns I have been involved
with, rune magic, even reusable rune
magic, was a very precious thing. The
characters struggled for months of real
time to get POW increases, so they could
spare a point or two to sacrifice for a
spell. Those spells were only used when
things really got bad.

Half the reason I developed this idea
comes from my belief that divine magic
is underpowered, especially for initiates.

I think having magic from a god should
make a character tough! The character is
sacrificing some of his spiritual essence,
his soul, for the benefit of a magical
effect - often for only one use. Let it be
worth it!

Acolytes, Priests, and Lords: Yes, they
will be much tougher, because their
divine points are reusable. These people
are Rune Masters; they should stand far
above the average person. They should
be magically imposing!You should ask
why these people are running around
adventuring? They have full-time duties.
Most of their divine points will go to
pedestrian spells like Spellteaching and
Divination - and not Divinations for
personal use either! The flock that
supports the priest with tithes expects to
be spiritually supported. Just as the
craftsman makes things for the commu-
nity, the priest makes magic for the
community, assisted in this task by his
acolytes.

Acolytes are expected to give 50% of

their time to the temple, priests and lords '

must give 90%. Remember, a priest’s
10% free time is probably more like one
hour per ten, not one week per ten. Make
the player characters feel the burden of
responsibility. Consider insisting they
semi-retire the character, except for when
there is a threat to the community so
great that it warrants calling up the Rune
Masters.

Of course, some people prefer high-
power, Rune Master-dominated cam-
paigns. See Game Balance below, for
some different suggestions.

Shrines vs. Great Temples
As the rules are currently written, a
character can only get a spell or two at

a shrine, a few spells at a minor temple,
and only at a great temple are all the
spells available. With the rune point
variant, we don’t make distinctions
between spells at the time of sacrifice.
So, the restrictions on spell availability
are meaningless. This is a tricky issue. I
might suggest ruling that shrines are only
good for renewing rune points; it takes at
last a minor temple to actually sacrifice
for new points.

A related issue is even more complex.
Ignore the subjective politics for a
second; a minor temple is just as
“powerful” as a great temple, because
they both provide total access to the
god’s rune spells. There is less incentive

to be a minor priest at a great temple,
because the “magical importance” of
great temples is decreased. Why be a
small fish in a big pond when you can be
the head fish in a smaller pond?

Now let’s put politics back into the
picture. Of course serving in a big city
temple will have more prestige than some
minor temple out in the wilds. Plenty of
people today are little fish in big ponds,
whatever the reason. I think that is
(human) nature. So, if you adopt the use
of rune points, the labels Great, Major,
etc., will not relate to the availability of
certain spells any more, just the relative
size of the temple.

Being an initiate of more
than one cult

Characters that belong to more than one
cult should maintain separate divine
point tallies. Of course, divine points
held from one god cannot be used to get
divine magic from another god.

Paraeus is an initiate of both Humakt
and Orlanth. After the Pavis Rubble
adventure, his character sheet might say
Humabkt divine points = 1, Orlanth divine
points = 2. Paraeus can only spend his
Orlanth points on divine spells that
Orlanth himself offers.

Divine magic from
associate deities

Back in the Godtime, the gods shared
magical secrets with their friends, and
stole powers from their enemies. Because
of this, they can still grant their worship-
pers those powers, in the form of
associate divine spells. To cast associate
divine magic, a character just spends
divine points normally. Of course, the
worshipper is restricted to only the spell
or two that his deity has access to.

Back in the Godtime, Issaries showed
Orlanth a magical way to keep his
belongings safe. From this act Orlanth
now knows the spell Lock. That is why
an Orlanth worshipper can spend Orlanth
rune points to cast Lock. He doesn’t need
to sacrifice to Issaries. However, Lock is
the only Issaries divine spell that the
worshipper can get from Orlanth.

Rune magic from sub-
cults

A character can only call for the rune
spells of sub-cults he belongs to. For
example, a foreign Humakti could not
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get the Indrodar Greydog spell Release
Zombie (as seen in Tales #5). Release
Zombie is only available to Humakti in
the Lismelder tribe of Sartar, and only to
those Humakti who have actually joined
the sub-cult.

Issaries Spell Trading
During the Spell Trading ritual, each
participant actually casts their spell. The
ritual serves to capture the spells before
they take effect, and deliver them to the
respective trading partners. So, each
trader spends the divine points to cast
the appropriate spell normally.

Thanatari head stealing

The Create Head ritual enslaves the
victim’s spirit. The Thanatari can then
force the bound spirit to use its rune
points to cast spells.

As the current write-up states, minor
heads provide only one-use rune points.

Major heads can get rune points squeezed
out of them reusably, if the Thanatari
sacrifices his own POW to do so. I
believe this is compatible with the idea
of rune points. Think of it this way: the
bound Rune Master has an especially
strong tie to the runes of his god
(remember, only a head that has reusable
rune points to begin with can grant
reusable points to its Thanatari master).
The Create Major Head ritual allows the
Thanatari to manipulate that victim’s
runic ties, and to get those runic powers
reusably. Perhaps this is why Thanatari
are so hated, feared, and persecuted!

Truestone

The holder of the truestone spends divine
points to cast a
specific spell.
That spell is held
= in the stone, to
be released later.
I do not think that
truestone should be
allowed to hold raw
divine points.

Game balance

Obviously, adopting the rune
point system will make your
rune magic-using characters
more powerful. They will be
able to call upon most of the
spells their deity offers, as
the situation warrants. It will
be harder to design
adventures because of this
new player character
flexibility. Rune magic-
using NPC’s will also get
tougher.

What steps  can
be taken to
prevent
characters
from
becoming
unreasonably
powerful?
Below are some
optional sugges-
tions to keep  the
rune point concept
reasonable. Mix and
match them as you see
fit. (Hint: even if you
don’t adopt the rune point

idea, many of these suggestions could
apply to regular rune magic.)

Make it tougher to get
divine points

Too many players think having some
excess POW obliges them to sacrifice

it for divine magic. There is a ritual
involved, officiated by your priest. What
have you done for the temple lately, for

the priest lately, that he would allow you
to sacrifice that POW?

Let’s also look at the common “adven-
turer on the road” situation. Perhaps
Paraeus is far from Pavis, in a foreign
temple where nobody knows him. Will
his host spend a precious Divination to
ask Humakt about Paraeus’ standing in
the cult? What has Paraeus done for this
temple, that he should be allowed to
sacrifice for more divine points?

The gamemaster should be willing add
some role-play to the ritual of divine
sacrifice. This gives the gamemaster
more control over the divine magic in
the campaign. A word of caution: do not
overlook the responsibility of making
decisions like this. The GM should not
arbitrarily deny a request for new magic,
or the players will feel cheated.

If the character has not been a good
temple citizen lately, let the player know
that the chances of getting new divine
points are slim. This is an excellent
springboard for adventures. In exchange
for the privilege of sacrificing, the
characters might have to perform some
favour (big or small) for the priest. This
is part of the role-play behind the
initiate’s 10% time requirement.

Another way to limit the availability of
divine points is to say a character can
only sacrifice during a cult seasonal holy
day. This is easy to rationalise: the
donation of spiritual essence (POW) can
only take place when the god is closer to
the world, during the suspension of Time
that accompanies a worship ceremony.

Make it tougher to renew
divine points

Again, I suggest adding some role play to
the renewal of rune magic. Normally, the
character spends-one-day-in-prayer-for-
each-point-to-recover. Pure rules. What
is happening during that day of prayer?
The character is giving his god informa-
tion. Because of the Great Compromise,
the gods find it difficult to do anything



QURYRADt . oYaANPYOINDXXAINRO

new. This includes learning things on
their own. Worshippers have to provide
the gods with new knowledge, through
prayer.

How about a dialogue with the god?
Perhaps the deity insists that you tell him
what you did with that rune magic you
cast, before he agrees to renew it. As
game master, perhaps you think the deity
might disapprove of how those rune
points were spent. Did a Sword of
Humakt cast Shield just so he could
retreat from a combat? Maybe Humakt
punishes the cowardice by not renewing
those points until the Sword goes back
and slays the foe that drove him off.
Perhaps Kyger Litor is offended that her
priestess traded away some rune magic
to an untrustworthy Issaries
Goldentongue, and refuses to renew the
points until atonement is made. Remem-
ber, your god will know if you try to lie...

A word of caution: don’t punish
characters because they beat up your
monsters too efficiently. Punish them
for acting in a way the god would not
approve of.

Another restriction could be to say Rune
Masters can only renew rune points on
seasonal holy days. This can be pretty
severe, but if you feel that there is too
much reusable rune magic flying around
your campaign, this will definitely put a
damper on things. If you take this
approach, I would remind you again
about temple duties. How many rune
points will a priest spend tending his
NPC flock each season? What effect
will this have on his rune point tally for
an adventure, especially as he gets
further from the last holy day/renewal?
Casting rune spells is part of a priest’s
everyday duty; try telling the worshippers
“sorry, I'm saving up for an adventure on
my day off.”

Make it tougher to
become an Acolyte/
Priest/Lord

An obvious one: don't just have the
player make a few skill rolls to qualify
for Rune Master. Have adventures where
the candidate proves his worthiness.
Maybe he won’t survive!

My personal favourite is to add a new
skill requirement: Cult Lore. Doesn’t it
make sense that to move up in the temple
hierarchy, an initiate must show a good
knowledge of the cult legends? Perhaps

a minimum of 50% to qualify for acolyte,
80% for priests and lords.

I also think the importance of the
Ceremony skill is underplayed. Certainly
a priest should be well versed in cult
rituals? Would you want the priest
bungling your baptism, or wedding, or
burial? In a magical world like
Glorantha, think of the consequences...
Again, acolytes might need at least 50%
in Ceremony, 80% for priests and lords.

To make it even tougher, impose
minimums for Enchant and Summon too.

Limit, or even do away
with, Acolytes

I have a theory that acolytes are a rules
construct, to allow player characters
reusable divine magic without the burden
of full priesthood. Too many of these
pesky guys around, throwing all that
reusable divine magic? Do away with
them! We got along without them just
fine in RQ2...

A more moderate stance would be to
limit the number of acolytes in any
temple hierarchy. A priest can only have
so many helpers around, and the
community can only support so many. If
the gamemaster doesn’t want a character
becoming an acolyte (or even a priest),
tell the player there are no vacancies. It’s
your world. '

Initiates and acolytes still

sacrifice for specific spells

A deity is obviously closer to his priests
and lords. Perhaps this special relation-
ship is necessary for the use of rune
points. Initiates and acolytes are not yet
ready for the fuller glory of the god, and
thus can only be trusted with specific
spells. Of course, a mission of great
importance, or a heroquest, might prove
to the god that a special initiate or
acolyte is trustworthy enough to handle
the flexibility of rune points.

A more generous gamemaster might
allow acolytes rune points, but keep
the restriction on initiates.

Watch out for
those Tricksters!

Thanks go out to George Harris for
noticing that Tricksters will be
unmanageably gross if you give them
reusable divine points. Imagine all those
nasty magical pranks, totally at the

trickster’s beck and call! Three solutions
come to mind:

1) Tricksters are an exception. The
character must travel to a shrine to learn
the spell available at that shrine. From
then on, however, the trickster can call
upon that spell using divine points, as
normal.

2) All trickster spells become one-use.
They retain the ability to call upon any
spell, though. Tricksters will still have an
incredible variety to draw upon, but will
only be able to use it sparingly.

3) Impose a Disorder penalty. Recently,
Stafford mentioned that “all tricksters are
fools. Half the time, their pranks
backfire.” Perhaps you could impose a
significant (50%7) chance of a spell
fumbling (which could be great fun for
the gamemaster and other players).

Most of the resistance to the rune point
concept comes from what it will do to
game balance. Yes, game balance might
end up at a new equilibrium point.
Admittedly, this is more of a philosophy-
of-magic idea than a game balance idea.

The catalyst for the rune point concept-
comes from my questioning why the
gods are arbitrarily restricted in the
magic they give to worshippers. This just
smacks too much of D&D. I see rune
magic as a miracle granted, not some-
thing pre-packaged and handed over.

The gods are intelligent entities. They
are responsible for the well being of their
worshippers. Why shouldn’t they be able
to grant any miracle within their scope of
abilities? What is the justification for
having to sacrifice for a particular spell
beforehand? One of the great things
about RuneQuest is that many of the
rules make sense (as much as a fantasy
game can, that is). It makes sense to me
that rune magic, being the miraculous
event that it is, should have a bit more
flexibility than it currently is written
with.

Another look
at Divine
Intervention

While we’re thrashing the traditions of
rune magic, why not also take a look at
the other way gods interact directly with
the world - Divine Intervention.



QURYRAAD T o YaNXPYGIDAXAINRO

In Wyrms Footnotes #12, Greg Stafford
shares his views on DI in the article
“Divination and Divine Intervention”.
Stafford addresses what he sees as game
abuses of DI, things like silly multiple
attempts, teleporting out of danger, and
restoring the dead to life. I would like to
suggest a different take on the question
“what is the limitation of a god?”. Much
like the rune power variant, I think that
the gamemaster should take significantly
more responsibility for role-playing the
way a deity answers a call for DI

Many players, and gamemasters alike,
see Divine Intervention as a miraculous
cure-all. It can teleport you out of
trouble, it can raise the dead, it can
increase stats, et cetera. I ask “How?”.
How did Ernalda get the ability to
Teleport her worshippers? How does
Magasta restore life to a dead Orlanthi?

A god’s runic association, his “theme”
if you will, determines the kind of divine
magic that god can grant. I think the
runes should also constrain the Divine
Interventions allowed. Much as rune
magic might be seen as a limited DI,
Divine Intervention might be said to be
“super rune magic”. The basic idea: use
the god’s spell lists (both divine and
spirit) as a rough guide to the possible
effects from DI.

Escaping Danger

For example, I think that only Orlanth
and Mastakos should be able to Teleport
their worshippers out of

danger (or anywhere for that matter).
This is because only these two deities
have the rune spell Teleport. Other
Mobility-rune gods might bestow a
similar benefit. Perhaps worshippers of
Issaries, Etyries and Lokarnos might pray
and be granted a super-mobility spell, to
outrun their enemies. Looking at spirit
magic spells provided, I might suggest
that any god who can teach the spell
Mobility might be able to grant such a
miracle.

What if the character doesn’t worship a
Mobility god? Look at the runes. Look
at the rune magic and spirit magic lists.
Use your imagination! I might suggest
variations on elementals and spirits.
Ernalda could have the earth swallow up
her worshipper, to be borne to safety
underground by a gnome. Not necessarily
far away, as Ernalda is not a Mobility
goddess; just to safety. Air gods could
have sylphs carry an unconscious initiate
away. Sea gods could have an undine
knock foes down, and “wash” the
worshipper away to safety. But, don’t be
afraid to limit DI; the gods are not
omnipotent! If the Magastan is in the
middle of the Wastes, there can be no
undines coming to his rescue. It’s his
fault he is too far away for his god to
reach. Magasta will have to think of
something else.

Minor gods are even less omnipotent.

They are usually too weak to directly

intervene in the world. Often, the only DI

they can grant is to send a cult spirit, or a

small elemental, to aid the worshipper in

need. Cacodemon is a prime example:
the only DI he offers is the appearance

of one of his demonic Fiends.

Resurrection &
Healing
I think a deity should only be
able to restore life to one of
his or her own followers.
The god has no mystical
link to other souls, and
thus cannot pull them
from the path of the
dead (An obvious

exception would be any Healing deities,
who have special spells to do just this
sort of thing).

A related miracle is healing, usually

in the middle of a battle. An argument
could be made that a god who has no
healing magic, spirit or divine, can’t
do it! Admittedly, this could be pretty
severe in a game. But, I'm not advocat-
ing game balance. My intent is to keep
the gods within their spheres of influ-
ence, bound by the Great Compromise.
As an example, Wachaza doesn’t offer
his worshippers any healing magic. But,
to help a worshipper through a combat,
he might bestow several points of
Seastrength, Bladesharp, Coordination,
and Mobility. If the praying Wachazan
is already unconscious, then maybe he
doesn’t deserve the patronage of
Wachaza, and is better off dead.

Role-play the Deity

This is the underlying theme. As
gamemaster, you have to decide what
the deity thinks about this prayer for
intervention, and how to respond. In a
DI situation, the god turns his attention
toward the worshipper. Note the contrast
to what was said earlier about calling for
divine magic. The god is not omniscient,
so he probably only knows what is in the
mind of the praying worshipper, and any
other worshippers in the immediate area.
Using this information only, the god, as
played by the gamemaster, decides how
to intervene. The player can make a
specific request, but the ultimate
authority about what happens rests

with the gamemaster.

Don’t grant Interventions that don't fit
the image of the god. Humakti or Storm
Bulls who ask aid to escape from a
combat should be laughed at, whether
they make the DI roll or not! Humakti
and Storm Bulls who DI to be better
fighters have the right idea, and should
be answered appropriately, if the roll is
made of course. Other, less violent gods
are more prone to protect and shelter
worshippers in need. Just how they do
this is up to you as well.

Thanks go to: Steven Barnes, Martin
Crim, David Hall, George Harris, Oliver
Jovanovic, Rob Mace, Mike McGloin,
Charles Morehouse, Erich Schmidt, Greg
Stafford, David Scott, Ross Stites, and
James Wadsley, for their help in the
development of this idea.
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One-Use Rune

Magic

A Modest Proposal by Nick Brooke

If one-use spells are renewable annually,
such speculative casting is less wasteful,
and characters are more likely to sacrifice
for outré special spells like Wind Words

" or Detect Truth, rather than relying on
the standard array of Shield, Truesword,
Heal Wound and the like.

One-use spells are regained only on the
cult’s High Holy Day. This has signifi-
cant and reasonable effects in the world.
Cultists will be far more magically potent
in the weeks around their High Holy

ector and Cassius are Sword
HBrothers of Humakt. Both gain a

point of POW every year
through their adventuring activities in

Prax, and sacrifice it for one-use
Truesword spells.

Hector likes to cast Truesword before
any major conflict he engages in,
emulating his god: as a consequence,
he has only a few points of Rune magic
at any time. Cassius instead hoards his
Rune spells, and looks forward to the
power he will enjoy as a Sword of
Humakt.

Under the standard RuneQuest rules,
Hector will never have the ten points of
Rune magic needed to become a Sword,
while Cassius will fulfil that requirement
in a decade or so. By then, Hector will
have cast Truesword ten times, Cassius
never. Which of them is closer to their
god, more worthy to serve as his
exemplar in the mundane world?

I would like to suggest that the one-use
Rune spells received by initiates be
redefined: instead of being usable once
only, such a spell may be cast once per
year.

This does not in itself imbalance the
game, as no more Rune magic will be

in circulation. Players have always been
able to save up several points of one-use
magic and cast them all in one scenario;
gamemasters have always had to cope
with the threat of a sudden Rune magic
deluge when running their campaigns.
(And that’s leaving the possibility of
Divine Intervention out of the picture!).

Besides which, we all know that the
limiting factor in determining how many
points of Rune magic a character
possesses is the frequency with which
the gamemaster awards points of POW.
If, like myself, you find the POW gain
roll an unpleasant mechanic that carries
too much weight (as a player, I feel bad

Day: before the ceremony, they might as
well cast any previously unused Rune
spells; afterwards, every worshipper will
once more be brimful of magical power.
The High Holy Day itself will be the time
of year at which major ritual spells are
cast, as only then will the full magical
strength of the cult be present at one
time.

about asking for one!), the solution is
obvious: award POW gains where they
are deserved, not whenever the letter of
the rule permits.

Allowing recovery of one-use magic
narrows the gap between initiates and
priests. With initiates used to casting
Rune spells when they appear useful,
instead of saving them for moment of
dire necessity, the “jump” in power
between cult ranks is no longer so great,
and characters’ playing styles will not
have to change drastically on elevation.
(Does Cassius strike you as a “good
Humakti”? Would a Storm Bull who
never went berserk deserve to become

a Storm Khan before a colleague who
did so in every battle? Using the current
RuneQuest rules, these “unworthy”
characters would become killing
machines ablaze with Rune magic as
soon as they reached the priesthood.)

“But Hector must be pretty stupid!” I
agree entirely. I do not feel, however, that
the keen enthusiasm he shows by calling
so frequently on the power of his god
ought to disqualify him from the
priesthood.

Hector approached the old,
deserted tower, which the folk of
Weis had told him was the
haunt of a vampire. Sensing
Undeath within, he

crossed himself piously

and muttered a brief

prayer to Humakt. His

sword gleamed with the cold
light of Death’s edge, in
anticipation of the battle ahead.
Hardly necessary, when a
crowd of skeletons was all that
awaited him, but how was he to
know? Another point of one-
use Rune magic wasted...

As a gamemaster, I used to feel guilty

if players had their characters cast one-
use Rune magic unnecessarily: when *
engaging in a fight they could not win or
finish, or attempting to sense something
that was not there, or preparing for a
contingency that never arose.
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. From ‘The Widow’s
Tale’, a novel set in
Glorantha

by Penelope Love

ow Mik-esh was a marvellous thing. He was a serpent
Nthe length of twenty-one horses standing nose to tail.

His eyes were gold and slitted. His upper body was
armoured with raised and overlapping crimson scales, like those
on a carp, and there were seventy rows of seven scales. Spikes
crested his back, and there were forty- nine spikes, including the
venomous sting that lay sheathed in his tail and also a small horn,
like a rhinoceros, that tipped his snout. His belly was mailed with
supple hide of yellow-gold, tougher than chain-mail. He had two
eagle-claws, and seven rows of seven teeth in his snake-snout,
each as long as dagger blades, and strong as sword-iron. He could
spit poison. Two vast wings of black membrane, veined with crim-
son, arched from his back, and raised a great gale about him as he
rose into the air. He was swifter than ten eagles and more terrible
than ten lions, but most of the time he preferred to lie gorged in
his dust wallow and was very peaceful. Teel-al daily polished the
crimson carp-plates, and laved the yellow belly-mail with oil, until
Mik-esh shone with a red light above and a golden light below,
and was a fearful sight to behold swimming through the air. This
is the last thing, that Mik-esh loved Teel-al with a passion beyond
human understanding and a fervour greater than mortal capacity.
This was why Mik-esh allowed Teel-al to ride him, and so served
the Lunar Empire.

Teel-al went by the name of Wyvern-Rider, for there was
only one of him in this camp, and it was easier for everyone to
remember. He was a tall man who wore his red hair tied back in a
long plait, and he oiled and plaited his beard like a snake-tongue.
He wore armour like his wyvern, plated crimson at his back and
sides, and gilded chain mail at his chest and abdomen, and also
contrived at the inside of his thighs, a marvel whose cost was the
source of much awe. He had a caparison of crimson, and a high
backed, high fronted crimson saddle, trimmed with silver. There
was no bridle for Mik-esh would never consent to wear bit and
halter but must come and go as he would, although he always
obeyed Teel-al. Teel- al had a lance, long and supple, with a crim-
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son banner. And when Teel-al was in this armour, and on the neck
of Mik-esh on his crimson caparison, and crimson and silver
saddle, then a peacock with a tail of gilded green and purple was
no more proud than he. Teel-al was a vain man, and quick to feel
slight, although otherwise honourable.

Now, a foe confronting Teel-al and Mik-esh must face first
the venom that Mik-esh spat from a distance. Then they must
keep their horse to stand before Mik-esh’s stoop with eagle-claws
outstretched, and venomous sting extended. They must charge
into Teel-al’s lance-stroke if they are to have any hope of hurting
Mik-esh at all. Then they face the buffet of wings, and tail-lash,
and teeth as long as daggers and sharp as iron-swords. Generally
if the foe is foolish enough not to run at first sight, they do so if
they survive that one pass, and Mik-esh runs them down later.

Wyvern-Rider had two friends, and the three of them were
inseparable. One was Pent-Moran of the tattooed face and black
teeth, servant of Dylath-Lar, and the other was an infantry ser-
geant called Terlech. Terlech was tall with copper hair, strong and
impossibly lovely, as are all ogre-people, and her chaos-taint gave
her powers of witch-healing. This meant that her squad rallied
around her in the hope that she would share this gift, and swore
never to leave her side in battle. Terlech was called Half- Ogre,
but she gave herself another name, on account of she did not like
making work for other people. If a soldier was causing offence, or
making a nuisance, or stealing, or spitting, or taking in vain the
name of the Red Goddess or the Seven Mothers, separately or all
together, Terlech did not like to report them to officers, or start up
the tedious business of court martial. Terlech liked to take that
soldier behind the bath-house, and teach him courtesy with her
bare knuckles. Terlech’s squad were notable for their good man-
ners. For this reason she liked to call herself Terlech No-Trouble.

hree years ago when Terlech and Moran first met, they
did not love each other so well. The cavalry had just
joined with the infantry in the Sartar campaigns. It seemed
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to the infantry that the cavalry rode high and mighty on their fine
horses and did not care for them, and they said so. It seemed to
the cavalry that the infantry were slovenly and badly drilled and
crawled as slow as a slug upon its belly, and they said so, looking
down their noses from the height of their horses. So the infantry,
who had control of the quarter-master, gave the cavalry bad fod-
der, oats which were all chaff and old meal, unfit even for mash-
ing. Moran thought highly of his master’s horses, but also thought
he did not want to make a fuss. So at night he would return to the
quarter-master store with a stolen key. He would tip the measure
of oats he received into the top of the store, and take out a fresh
measure from the bottom, so that the level remained the same and
no one could see his tampering but he had sound oats to feed his
master’s horses. This went on for many days before Terlech be-
came suspicious. But she was anxious not to make a fuss also.
She lay in wait by the quarter master’s one dark night. When Moran
appeared, and opened the grain store, she pounced. “I don't
want no trouble,” Moran said, quickly, when he saw her. “Well,
you’ve got her,” No-Trouble replied, and doubled over her fists.
Then and there the pair set-to with their bare knuckles, and this
was a mighty battle. Moran was smaller, but he was wily, and
knew how to keep out of Terlech’s longer reach while landing his
own blows dancing around her. At first the infantry posted a watch,
and said nothing except to cheer their champion, for none cared
to bet against No-Trouble. But by-and-by some of the cavalry
were roused by the commotion, and wanted to bet on Moran, so
the infantry accepted. The fight grew very exciting, for neither
combatant would yield, and blood spurted everywhere. Feeling
ran high on all sides, and there were shouts and jeers, so that by-
and-by an infantry officer was roused by the commotion. The
posted watch gave a hissed warning, and the engrossed crowd
scattered. But Terlech was just about to land on Moran a terrific
blow to the stomach, that would double him over, and then she
would get her knee in his face and knock him stone-cold and win.
Meanwhile Moran was planning to give Terlech a sharp blow to
the chin, that would knock her senseless, and he would win. So
neither ran, and the officer caught them.

The officer, who was Que-Kerech, asked what was going
on. Moran explained that he was just pointing out to Terlech a
pimple on her chin, and Terlech explained that she was just cur-
ing Moran of his hernia trouble. Que-Kerech looked at the spilled
oats, and the battered faces. He thought that they could both dig
ditches for the latrines for seven days. This was so, he explained,
Terlech could get the fresh air to help her complexion, and Moran
could get some work to strengthen his abdomen. Digging ditches
for seven days made Moran and Terlech inseparable, and after the
day’s work was over they would go out and get drunk together.

And they met up with Wyvern-Rider in this wise, that he
was proud and quick to be insulted, and happened to quarrel with
someone else while Moran and Terlech were very drunk in the
same beer-tent. Now both of these two liked a fight, and seeing
one start without them, they joined in and hurled furniture. By the
time the three had crawled out from underneath the wreckage and
fled the guard that came to restore the peace - and it happened
that all three fled in the same direction and hid together - they
were all very companionable. They were notorious in Wyvern
Reach, so that people were scandalised and often said so, while
discussing the latest outrage. They started fights with people big-
ger than themselves then ran away, leaving the other side to take
the blame; they organised betting on races and cock-fights; one
dark night they got Ker-albach’s grey horse up several flights of

stairs and into the wooden fort, so it had to be lowered down
again by winch and was up there three days together, and a horse
on a height is a ridiculous thing; they swapped the altar statue of
the Green-Mother with a small and very live piglet during the
Earth Season festival to Ernalda, causing much outrage among
the locals. And had they done half the things people said they had
done, they would have had no time to do anything else, yet they
were very busy. Terlech had her squad to look after, and Wyvern-
Rider had Crimson-Claw, and Moran must spend a lot of time
running after Dylath-Lar.

eanwhile Dylath-Lar turned deaf ears to news of their

offences, and said that all this gossip could not be

believed, even when he was looking at Moran and
Terlech No-Trouble, and knew very well that the innocence shin-
ing in their eloquent eyes was one big lie. He only got angry with
them once, and that was soon over. This is how that happened,
that Dylath-Lar had a daughter of whom he was very fond. He
would lift her up when he saw her and toss her into the air to hear
her delighted squeal of laughter, or put her before him in Tor’s
saddle and take her around camp while he was riding about. When
she was one year old her mother took her to visit her own people,
who lived in a small village in another part of the mountains, and
when she came back there were green stains on her infant palms,
and also about her mouth.

When Dylath-Lar wanted to know what this meant, his
daughter’s mother replied that she had given her own mother two
sheep, and they had given her into Ernalda’s care when one year
old, as was the custom of her people. Green was the colour of
growing wheat, she said. They had daubed her daughter’s palms
with green dye, then pressed her hands against Ernalda’s shrine,
leaving her prints there so Ernalda would know to look after her.
Then she had put her hand in her mouth, as children do. But the
dye would do her no harm, and would wash off eventually. This
news displeased Dylath-Lar. It seemed that his own daughter was
being taken from him. Also his money paid for those sheep, from
gifts he had given his daughter’s mother, and this seemed an over-
generous sum for a paltry piece of village worship. So he took up
his child in his arms, and went to consecrate her to the care of
Teelo Norri, who among the Seven Mothers casts a watchful eye
over the young and innocent.

ylath-Lar paid the priestess of Teelo Norri a handsome
sum, much more than two sheep, and the priestess

placed on the child’s forehead a crimson mark so that
Teelo Norri could look down all the way from the Red Moon, and
know that this child was one she must look after. Dylath-Lar took
his daughter back to her mother in triumph, sitting her on Tor’s
saddle before him, and he said that the stain would wear off even-
tually. Mother and father were displeased with each other. The
mother said that she would go back to her own people in the moun-
tains, and Dylath-Lar said she could go where she pleased, but he
would keep his daughter, and that stopped her. Although in the
end all that happened was that both Teelo Norri and Ernalda looked
after this young child, and she grew strong and vigorous.

But this coldness between mother and father seemed a ter-
rible thing to Moran, and when he was drinking he confessed this
to his friends, and wept over it. Wyvern-Rider thought nothing of
it, and went away on a journey soon after, but No-Trouble was
deeply touched by this sad story and the pair thought on it, long
and hard, especially when they had been drinking. Now it hap-
pened one festival day, while both mother and father were busy
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about something else, Moran took up their child, and took her
with him to drink with No-Trouble. The little girl chuckled and
played amongst the tables, and the soldiers fed her bread sopped
in beer- lees which made her tired, so she crawled up into Terlech’s
lap and slept. And all this time Moran and No-Trouble were drink-
ing and debating the fate of this poor child, to have parents that
did not love one another, and they were deeply touched and wept,
and thought how they could cheer this small child up even though
she seemed bold and cheerful. But they said it was just her natural
good-nature, because Teelo Norri had blessed her, and really she
was dreadfully unhappy. As they were thinking this, Yelm was
sinking below the horizon, and Crimson-Claw and Wyvern-Rider
swept across the face of the sun. Now it struck both Moran and
No- Trouble that the way to cheer Dylath-Lar’s daughter would
be to set her in Mik-esh’s saddle, as she had often been set in
Tor’s, and this plan seemed also eminently wise and sensible.

So they took the sleeping child, and went with her to where
Mik-esh had set down, and Teel-al gone to deliver his urgent dis-
patches before taking off the gear and harness, and they set her in
the crimson saddle with silver trimmings, that was laid upon the
crimson caparison. And by this time, her mother had noticed her
missing, and had been searching for her, although she did not
think to look in a wyvern-pen or a beer-tent. She found Dylath-
Lar and accused him, and he did not know what she meant. So he
also started searching. He looked in the beer-tent, and the sol-
diers there said she was with Moran and No-Trouble, and they
were taking her to the wyvern. So Dylath-Lar turned around and
ran. Meanwhile the child woke, and saw she was sitting in the
crimson and silver saddle, atop the red wyvern, and she chuckled
and waved her arms with delight, for Mik-esh seemed to her to be
like Tor, and the high back of the saddle was her father. And both
Moran and No- Trouble wept again to see her so happy, and un-
conscious of her fate with unloving parents, and they leant against
Mik-esh’s armoured flanks in order to weep better.

ow Mik-esh was greatly astonished to find a small
Nchild set in his saddle, and greatly displeased at this

offence to his dignity. He turned his snake head about on
his long neck, and his terrible jaws gaped, showing the seven
rows of seven teeth in his snake-snout, each as long as dagger
blades, and strong as iron-swords. He thought he would spit poi-
son, then he thought he would just swallow whole this offence to
his arrogance, and he coiled himself back upon his own body, his
crimson scale glittering in Yelm's last light, and his snake-head
rushed, jaws gaping. But the child just laughed, and waved her
plump arms, so he was greatly astonished a second time, and taken
aback. So he closed his jaws, and nosed her doubtfully, wonder-
ing if she was no mortal but a spirit-thing, to be unafraid of his
wrath and majesty. Her forehead was daubed pink, and her mouth
and raised hands were faded yellow. She patted the velvet tip of

: (XXIX. 21-009) Lunar Battalia #17: The University Guards are notorious for their inhuman savagery. The regiment originated

his nose, then took a grip on the first spike, the small one over his
snout, and would not let go.

And this was what Teel-al saw as he returned, and also the
running Dylath-Lar. Teel-al jumped up quickly, and got himself
between the terrible snout of Mik-esh and any injury to this small
child. He abused his foolish friends, but they were too busy weep-
ing to pay attention. Dylath-Lar snatched back his daughter from
the saddle and had her safe in his arms. Dylath-Lar was very an-
gry, and would have done forceful things about this anger, except
that at that moment Mik-esh spoke.

None of them beside Teel-al had ever heard Mik-esh speak.
The chest was deep, the lungs powerful, and the tongue inhuman
that produced this deep, liquid voice, and it rang like the roar of
ten lions and the scream of ten eagles. Only it was ten times more
terrible again because of the ancient wisdom threaded through it,
that made them feel both melancholy and martial.

“Who is so bold to sit in my saddle and laugh at my glory
although she can barely crawl?” Mik-esh asked, his head sway-
ing, his yellow eyes slit-glinting. And Dylath-Lar replied with his
daughter’s name, for he was greatly astonished at being so ad-
dressed.

“l foresee for her that she will be as great as her father
before,” Mik-esh said, and he nosed the child’s pink-daubed fore-
head. She seized his horn again. The hot stink of the wyvern’s
breath rushed over them both, and blessed them. Then Mik-esh
gently withdrew from the child’s clutch. He laid his terrible head
back in the sand facing the western sky, which was glowing crim-
son in Yelm's after-light. This wyvern’s praise pleased Dylath-
Lar greatly, so he said nothing more. But it did not please her
mother, when she heard of it, and she went to Moran and Terlech
and Wyvern-Rider (although he had no part in this foolery) and
the things she said to them, one by one and all together, have
gone down in myth and history. The trio met afterwards, ashen-
faced and shaken, for they had thought that Mik-esh was the only
one in camp who had a venomous tongue. And over their beer
they agreed that this woman was to be known between them as
the Serpent, which is half-insult, half-compliment. For the ser-
pent is small and shy, and creeps quietly to one side when danger
is near, anxious to keep the peace. There are only two reasons
why she will bite. The first is if someone rudely surprises her
when she is sleeping in the embrace of the sun. The second is
when she is wound about her eggs, and they threaten her young.
Then she turns upon the enemy, and bites him in the soft part of
the heel so he is quickly poisoned, and that, agreed Moran and
Wyvern-Rider and No-Trouble, was exactly how they felt, and
they must have another drink to recover from this poison. So they
applied themselves to the cure with great vigour. But this mutual
fright reconciled Dylath-Lar and the Serpent to each other.

from those followers who guarded Raibanth University when Irrippi Ontor was awarded his honorary degree. (XXIX. 21-010) _
“Oh raven steed, whose fortune it is to spread the golden thighs and god-like firm convexities of the divine Majesty....” begins
a panegyric, praising the horse of Guilmam the Fat, King of Seshnela. (XXIX. 21-011) Sorin Vingsson told me of the time he ;
 went to the Land of the Dead and there saw poor spirits imprisoned in great rolling insect-like forms such as those pig-insects
" found under rocks and wood. In this form, Ikadz, demon of the dead, sends spirits rolling throughout the grey plains until their

torment is eased by another. Sorin broke one roller and gained a companion for the night. Sorin also saw the place of peace ~ =
¢ where no day falls, but he could not explain the meaning of this to me. (XXIX. 21-013) The town of Runegate Fort gets its name
from the gate in the east wall. This gate is rumoured to have been brought from an ancient city in the Holy Country by the horse
- people who settled the region, and before that from an even older city, now lost. The gate is shaped like a Luck rune, and the
wood which shapes the rune is of a type which no scholar I have found has ever recognised. The rune-carved gates inside the
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he nymph Glamour was a the
I daughter of Tylenea, Mistress of

Illusion. She is the patroness of
those who deal in fashions and cosmet-
ics. She is the source of the spirit magic
which bears her name, though her
initiates are also able to cast it to alter
favourably the appearance of inanimate
objects as well as people. It is no surprise
that her initiates now include trinket
sellers and guides in the capital city.
From her sacred spring on the borders of
Dara Happa, she provided solace for
those who found the harsh light of
Yelm’s Truth and Justice too much to
bear. When the Red Goddess ascended
into the heavens, the Red Emperor
sought out Glamour to provide comfort
for her worshippers now their imperfec-
tions were exposed to her watchful eye.
The story of their courtship forms the
opening verses of the Dance of Returns
and is customarily sung at Lunar
Weddings. The Red Emperor bestowed
on Glamour the title “The Inspiration of
Moon Son”. She granted him use of her
spring and land beside the Crater, and he
in return made her goddess of the city he
founded there.

Glamour is the Goddess of the
Capital city of the Lunar Empire. Her
cult has all the normal aspects of a city
cult. It is also dedicated to presenting a
positive image of the city and the Empire
to the world. Glamour's priestesses make
sure that the pronouncements of the
Emperor, along with the architecture of
the city, news from the frontiers and
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Glamour

The Acceptable face of the Lunar Empire

By Chris Gidlow

unpalatable aspects of the Lunar Way, are
viewed in the most favourable light. Her
single, Great, Temple, known as the
Temple of Truth, houses the Lunar
Ministry of Information. It stands beside
the Citadel of Halfway, at the end of Red
Square and is one of the most famous
landmarks of the Empire.

In addition, she provides spells
and skills to those involved in the
fashion, cosmetic and souvenir trades.
Most of her initiates occupy low status
jobs as hairdressers, beauticians or
trinket sellers, but her cult is patronised
by the rich and famous from throughout
the Empire, and all Lunar cults maintain
friendly relations with it. Her priestesses
are, not surprisingly, citizens of great
influence. Her cult is connected with the
Runes of Illusion and Harmony, and the
Red Moon. It offers the Rune Spell
Optimism, which has an effect similar to
Fanaticism on those non-combat skills
which benefit from a positive state of
mind. It is the source of the pink-tinted
lenses used to contemplate the full glory
of the Red Moon from so near the Crater,
and is responsible for the warm rosy glow
felt by most travellers visiting at the city.

A Visit to Glamour

“My visit to Glamour could hardly
have been complete without a sight of
Red Square. The focus of the Outer City
is bathed in the warm light of the Citadel
of Halfway, whose massive wall forms
one side of the Square. The ashes of
Heroes of the Empire find their last
resting place here, and there is always a
queue to enter the Mausoleum of Yanafal
Tarnils. This is a squat red structure, built
in the Dara Happa fashion and curiously
ugly. Once a year, the Emperor and
attendant deities and demigods review
the Red Army from its flat roof.
Opposite, on the other side of the Square

is the splendid Second Wane temple of
Etyries. They say that in more prosperous
times all imaginable goods from the
furthest corners of Glamour can be
bought there, though obviously, given the
current state of the Wane, I did not find
its booths particularly well stocked. One
end of the Square is formed by the
imposing temple of Irripi Ontor, housing
the Imperial Archives. Illuminating
inscriptions with the slogans “War is
Peace, Light is Darkness, Chaos is
Fertility” mar its otherwise austere
facade. Most visitors hardly give it a
second glance, however, their gaze being
irresistibly drawn to the beautiful Temple
of Truth at the far end. Its three multicol-
ored domes are surely one of the most
famous sites of the Empire.

I had intended, in common with
most tourists, to buy one of the small
replicas of the temple available from the
official Ministry of Information stall, but
was prevented from crossing the square
by a crowd of rowdy and unkempt White
Moonies shouting disloyal slogans and
waving Sartarite banners. Just as I
thought matters would get out of hand,
the gates of the Citadel swung open, and
a squadron of Char-Un rode out from the
barracks within. I confess I shuddered is
these terrifying troops cantered their
horned steeds across the centre of the
square. They were particularly fearsome
in their traditional dress, complete with
long moustachios and fur caps. At a word
from the Hetman, their polished sabres
shot from their scabbards. As the
priestesses of Glamour later made clear,
the Moonies threw missiles and placards
at the troops, who were provoked into
response to avoid injury to innocent by-
standers such as myself. The rioters were
swiftly dispersed though I must confess
that my appetite for further site-seeing
was dampened.”

13
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Using the Ernalda
Option in Realising the
HeroQuest

“This is the role of heroes in the history
of mankind: it is through them that a new
world comes into being.”

Hegel, The History of Philosophy, 1834.

“One thing that comes out of myths is
that at the bottom of the abyss comes the
voice of salvation. The black moment is
the moment when the real message of
transformation is going to come. At the
darkest moment comes the light.”

Joseph Campbell, The Power of Myth.

Questlines

Questlines will be a regular column
about myth, anthropology, roleplaying...
and the mysteries of Glorantha. I won't
be laying down the law or providing
specific rules-fixes. Rather, I hope to
challenge and stimulate your thinking ,
providing you with general tools and
insights to apply in your own roleplaying
(as in last issue’s kinship article). In
presenting Questlines, I’'m drawing on
my training as an anthropologist, my
twelve years as a Australian convention
designer with the Wyrm's Footprint
(especially my interest in ‘systemless’
and experimental roleplaying), and of
course, my fifteen year fascination with
Glorantha. In the next few issues I'll be
exploring some of the tools we might use
in realising the heroquest.
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Questlines

_V Gloranthan Myth: A

User’s Manual

Part One “There Is Always Another Way”

by John Hughes

Options for the
HeroQuest

“It is hard to follow one great truth in
this world of darkness and endless
changing shadows. Among such shadows
mortals get lost. “

Kierston Validor, Lawspeaker of the
Tovtaros.

“We can never overcome the myth. We
can only misunderstand it.”

Fazzur Wideread, Sea Season 1625,

From the time HeroQuest was first
announced by Greg Stafford in the early
nineteen eighties (‘Due Fall 1982’!) it has
fascinated and enthralled RuneQuest
players. Heroquesting is a process
whereby characters interact with the
mythological world, transforming
themselves, their communities, their
world or even their gods. Rules versions
for HeroQuest have been attempted at
least four times'". It started out as a kind
of Super RuneQuest, but has evolved in
keeping with Greg’s Gloranthan vision
and the development of more sophisti-
cated approaches to roleplaying. Yet the
inspiration and goal have remained
constant: the archetypal journey of the
hero as detailed in the writings of
mythologians such as Joseph Campbell,
(and, more recently) Carol Pearson,
Clarissa Pinkola Estes and Robert Bly.®

The approach that I'm going to explore is
that heroquest requires not so much a new
system of rules as a fairly fundamental
transformation in the way we view
roleplaying. A rules framework is

necessary of course. However, the hero’s
journey involves an inner transformation
of the quester and his or her society, a
change in the way one thinks. Greg
stated, in a recent RQ-Con seminar, that
he envisioned heroquest having this sort
of effect on the players. While surpris-
ing, this is a fairly logical development
in Greg's thinking, which has moved
from combat to storytelling, from outer
to inner, weapons to ideas, history to

myth.

Outlandish proposition? Impossible
dream? I believe Greg's ideal is
approachable, but to do so requires

a view and style of roleplaying very
different from the wargaming model
that has dominated its history. There are
alternative models available, and they
have tools we can appropriate for the
heroquest®. However, to use them
properly, we have to change a lot of our
ideas as to what roleplaying can and
cannot be. We have a lot of unlearning
to do.

To realise the heroquest, I believe we
have to firmly ground our characters in
the social matrix of Glorantha — firmly
delineating the links between micro-
cosm, mesocosm and macrocosm. No
more lone adventurers. We need to
understand the different types of
heroquest and their effects. We also
need to become more aware of the links
between our characters and ourselves,
understand the nature of heroic
transformation and be open to new
roleplaying strategies and techniques.
This issue I'll look at what myths are,
and describe the ‘Ernalda Option’-
different ways to overcome problems.
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In future columns I'll describe some

‘systemless’ roleplaying techniques and
alternative strategies. I'll examine the
ways we construct player characters, and
game techniques to meaningfully connect
them to the wider Gloranthan commu-
nity. I'll explore the links between player
and character, and examine ways to
constructively utilise these links. I'1l
describe alternative heroquests to that of
the warrior. Finally, I hope to present a
heroquest scenario built on these
principles. And I'm sure, along the way,
I'll get lots of feedback and ideas from
readers.

What is a Myth?

The story is not the myth. Oh no. The
story is like a piece of firewood. The
myth is the healing fire that waits within
the wood. Touch-Earth Rip-Wind.
Keeper of the Waters of Darkness,
Dagori Inkarth.

Where do our myths come from? They
are eternal, but we also must dream them
anew in every generation. They come to
us in new robes, though their truth is
unchanging. When one of our tribe is
sanctified, or initiated, when they go

off alone into the wilderness, or into

the depths of the temple, there they will
dream a truth. It might be song or story
or vision or spell. That truth is holy, and
it must be shared with the entire tribe. So
our myths live.

“Share what you can of that truth. But
do not worry if your words seem
inadequate; we all know that more was
shown to you than you can tell.”

CloudStrider. Wind-Shaman of Far
Point.

To understand the heroquest we have

to understand myth. In their studies,
anthropologists use a wide variety of
different approaches, usually based on

a very close study of the specific cultural
and historical circumstances from which
a myth springs. By contrast, psycholo-
gists working in the Jungian tradition
have described myths as archetypal
stories, universal fragments of our soul
life that reveal what it is to be human.
These apparent conflicts reflect the
biases and different emphases of the
respective disciplines. Joseph Campbell
combined elements of both approaches
in his work, stressing that a myth is
rooted simultaneously in history and
eternity. Campbell’s ideas figure

prominently in Greg’s construction of
Glorantha, and are essential in under-
standing that world. In Glorantha,
Campbell’s theories become the laws
of reality, the laws of mythologic.

In our own society, to call something

a ‘myth’ usually means it is untrue. As
a culture, this reflects our distrust of
metaphor and our alienation from
spiritual values. Throughout most of the
world, and most certainly in Glorantha, a
myth is a profound cultural truth; not
necessarily literal, but revealing
something of the nature of reality and
the sacred. In Gloranthan terms, a myth
is a pattern in the Godplane: eternal,
unchanging, yet able to manifest in a
variety of different forms through time.
Myths provide models - models of how
to think, models of how to behave. They
divide the universe up into categories
and explain how the present order came
to be.

Before continuing, you may wish to read
the Lightbringers’ Quest in King of
Sartar or the Doraddi origin myth from
Tales #11. Think about how the points I
raise apply to these myths.

Myth is a natural language of
human potential and meaning

In Glorantha, belief is something
intertwined with the very nature of life,
not something optionally imposed on the
top. One does not ‘believe’ myths. Myths
are.

Myth is a picture language, a language
of truth and insight, the language of the
priest and shaman, sharing a wisdom of
death, life and meaning. Myths are not to
be judged as true or false (and many
Gloranthan scholars endlessly and
fruitlessly debate this) but as effective or
ineffective, life-giving or life-destroying.
They are not invented; they occur. We
can never overestimate the educative
power of these life-binding images.

Because of this, it is dangerous to
analyse myth too much! (God Learners
beware.) Myth sets its own agendas,
demands its own responses. A myth’s
real existence is on the Godplane and

in the depths of the human psyche: the
shared stories that we call myth are only
a temporal and partial reflection. Myth
cognises, re-cognises the elementary
ideas of our own being. Myth is its own
exegesis.

According to Campbell, myth “touches
fires burning deeply in the psyche:
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permanent presences, desires, fears,
ideals, potentialities that have glowed in
the nerves, hummed in the blood, baffled
the senses since the beginning.” Myths
are a product of nature as well as culture,
as necessary to a balanced and mature
psyche as nourishment to the body.

Myth creates and defines a
community

It creates a single moral community of
believers who share a common sense of
meaning. It provides a truth that is
emotionally experienced — the truth of
the relationship of the individual to the
group. When change threatens and action
is required, a community will look to its
myths.

Human myths relate to the spiritual unity
of the species. The myths of the other
Elder Races serve a different purpose,
even if at times we believe we understand
them. And of course, Chaos has no
myths, even if we have myths about
Chaos. Chaos is anti- structure and anti-
meaning. Chaos is anti-myth.

Myth finds expression in ritual
and ceremony

Myth are carriers and catalysts of truth
and meaning. They are ritually enacted
and rehearsed for the spiritual well-being
of the entire community. Temple
ceremonies, initiation ceremonies and
rites such as those at Sacred Time present
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in dramatic and visual form a
community’s cosmological (‘How did
things begin?’) and ontological (“Why
are things the way they are?’) intuitions.
They display the images of myth and
enable them to be shared and psychologi-
cally assimilated. They open the mind,
not only to the local social order but also
to the mystery dimension of being; that
which is within as well as without.

And of course, low level heroquests
allow initiates to enter the myth itself.

Mpyth is never fixed: it is open
ended

A myth is eternal; any expression of it
within time is necessarily partial.
Therefore, the goal for high-level
Gloranthan initiates and heroquesters is
to go beyond the story to the meaning —
to be born from the womb of myth, not to
remain within it. I am sure that many
Gloranthan religious mysteries and cult
secrets deal with this quest, to discard the
symbols and metaphors and interact with
reality directly. High level heroquesting
(and the regeneration it brings) means
going beyond, not remaining within,

the confines of mythology.

Myth changes over time

A myth grows, creates offspring, and
sometimes dies. More correctly, a
community’s partial understanding of
a myth as portrayed in story and song
changes over time.
Visions and insights

gained in religious ecstasy or on the
hero-paths of hell enrich and develop

a given pantheon; and if the change has
a ring of truth, it will be accepted.

When cultures collide, stories and
realities clash as surely as do weapons
and customs. And occasionally the
timeless ground of being itself, the
Godplane, will be changed by those
determined or desperate enough to walk
the hero path. In Glorantha, not only
does the interpretation of reality
encapsulated in myth change over time,
but also the underlying reality itself!
Gods die. Memories are erased. Great
magics meld and tear the fabric of being.
For mortals and Gods alike, reality is
something that must be fought for.

The Orlanthi / Lunar clash provides an
example of this. Lunar and Solar tales
are being imported into Sartar by
itinerant entertainers, traders, settlers and
soldiery. The fierce warriors ideals of
Orlanthi society are being challenged by
the Lunar worldview — a mystical,
pragmatic and all-embracing ethic tinged
with decadence. As these views permeate
the towns and villages, the old myths and
attitudes are challenged. The old myths
change. And as the myths change, so

do the Gods.

While this Lunar spiritual warfare is
intentional, it is not without its dangers.
No change can be one way: Orlanthi
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attitudes and insights may also permeate
Lunar thinking, perhaps creating changes
in the Red Goddess herself. In
Glorantha, widespread religious change
is extremely dangerous! This is the bitter
lesson of the God Learners. A myth out
of place is a spiritual cancer. Therefore,
proselytising between religions is
tentative unless widespread change is
intended, up to and including the death
of an entire religion and its gods. Such
is the battle for the Middle Air.

HeroQuest in

Glorantha

Myth proposes, ritual disposes. And
heroquest is the most powerful ritual of
all, for it creates, strengthens or changes
reality. In our own world (as detailed by
Campbell and others) the hero path is
mainly a question of changing our
perception of reality through insight and
personal growth gained through struggle.
In Glorantha it is both inner transforma-
tion and the actual modification of
reality and or history. The hero plane is a
realm of new perceptions, new realities,
of literally ‘stepping outside oneself’.
That’s one heavy trip!

The mechanics and results of heroquest
can be simulated with rules systems. The
experience of heroquest is rather more
elusive. The hero’s journey is always a
rebirth, an initiation. Just as character’s
achieve this through their cults, Greg’s
model suggests this players should also
vicariously achieve this catharsis
through identification with the
character’s situation .

How do we achieve this? The hero’s
goal is insight, growth, and a balanced
personality. This means that heroquests
must become more than extended tests
for the warrior. Heroes are fighters only
because they must destroy old ideas and
old ways, old realities that threaten to
overwhelm a changing community. They
must destroy their old selves, or the parts
of themselves that block growth. The
Warrior heroquest is a valid one, but we
have to broaden our perspectives to
include other types of heroquest - those
of the Lover, the Destroyer, the Innocent,
the Seeker, the Shaman, the Creator, the
Sage and the Fool. ®

And to understand the nature of insight,
we have to examine the way we (and our
characters) face and overcome problems
within a campaign. Which leads me to
the Ernalda Option...

The Ernalda Option

‘Violence is always an option’, boasted
Orlanth, Chief of the Storm.

‘There is always another way', coun-
tered Ernalda, Queen of the Earth.

Orlanthi Myth: How Peace Was Made.

For me, the function of insight in
heroquest is best illustrated by examin-
ing the two main ways we deal with
problems.

The first can be variously described as
‘Mine Is Bigger Than Yours’, ‘Hit It

On The Head’ or ‘Looking After
Number One’. It involves the application
of existing powers, skills and character-
istics to bend reality to your will. This
involves no change, or at best a
quantitative change (loot, material
wealth, experience checks, skill
increases).

The second is the ‘Gosh Wow! Silly
Me!” approach, where a moment of

confrontation or mythic insight allows to -

change either your perception of yourself
or the situation so that it is no longer a
problem. You see the other dimension:
the world is bigger than your previous
conception of it, your reality is trans-
formed.

In the Lightbringers’ Quest, Orlanth
finally reached his old enemy Yelm in
the depths of hell. They had fought many
times: indeed, Orlanth had murdered
Yelm, plunging the world into Darkness.
The old solutions no longer worked, so
Orlanth changed and made peace with
his adversary. Thus was the world saved.

To use the language of Sartarite
mythology, the first approach declares
‘Violence is always an option’. It
involves using rules, character skills and
conventions to maximum advantage and
effect. The second, ‘There is always
another way’ — the Ernalda Option —
invites you to change the rules!

Dice and rule-driven roleplaying almost
exclusively utilises the first option. This
is the paradigm of roleplaying as
wargame, roleplaying as strategy game.

The Ernalda Option requires other tools.
It utilises storytelling, group trust and
co-creation, strong character empathy.

It requires an appreciation of roleplaying
as a projection and exploration of one’s
own personal mythology. It also requires

a certain balance and experience in the
player, a willingness to acknowledge and
explore the mythological links between
personality, character and game, to take
seriously the idea of ‘awakening the hero
within’.

From such a perspective, heroquest is a
gaming style as much as a rules system.
The experience of insight and transfor-
mation can’t be achieved within the
present paradigm of roleplaying.

‘O Gosh, I rolled a seventeen. That
means... let me look up the Psychological
Insight table... Oh Yeah. “I come to
realise that my resistance over the last
weeks has been a result of my jealousy
and resentment of your leadership. |
cannot publicly admit it, but I realise you
are working for the good of us all. I feel
shame, but still cannot broach the matter
with you.” Errr, OK. Umm... I draw my
sword and hit him.’

I'm exaggerating for the sake of
argument of course. Pendragon, for
instance, goes a good way in making
character psychology and insight an
integral part of the roleplaying experi-
ence. Greg states that he wrote
Pendragon as a “dry run’ for HeroQuest.
But any use of dice keeps the experience
and the challenge at arms length.
However, there are roleplaying styles
that seek to overcome this problem.
Next column, I'll share some of the
lessons and techniques we’ve developed
on the Australian convention circuit in
what we call ‘systemless gaming’, and
demonstrate how we might use them in
realising the heroquest.
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Among the hopeless, the maimed, the
hucksters, the miscreants, all of them
heaped alongside the crumbling walls
of The Big Rubble, the final resting
place of many dreams, many plots,
many riches, and many adventurers.

A Tale of Woe!
A Tale of Woe!!

Approaching New Pavis, you see
what appears to be a child, wrapped in a
dirty, ragged and tattered hide, feebly at-
tempting to swat away the Death’s Head
flies that seem to torment everyone and
everything in these desolate Plains of Prax.
It sits alone on a poor, threadbare blanket,
a cracked bowl of dirty pottery laying on
its side. As you try to sidle by without at-
tracting attention, having seen this act too
many times, a closer look at the beggar-
child reveals instead a surprise- no child,
but an old Impala Rider, his whole body
horribly burned, scarred and twisted, an
eye missing, his bony arms and legs gouged
as if from fang and talon, festering sores
oozing here and there, a patch of yellow-
ish something poking through, where the
skin has been rubbed raw too many times.
A stench of corruption assails your nose
as you gag and cough while you try to pass.
A withered arm reaches out to you:

A Tale of Woe! A Tale of Woe! My
warning tale for only a handful of jerky.”

If you pause, moved by the plight
of the rider, give him some jerky, and truly
listen, the following tale is related:
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“San-Frid have no father, San-Frid
have no mother, San-Frid have no uncles
or brothers to care for him now. San-Frid
have no nephews, no nieces, no friends.
San-Frid is now clanless. He is all alone,
and last of clan. Daka Fal come for San-
Frid soon, and bring him to Land of The
Butcher and the Mother of Herds for Judge-
ment, beneath Her Hills .

“I who once was San-Frid, nephew
of Morthak, he who was brother to
Lint’halla, she who found the Secret Ser-
pent of Never-Dust, of the Tan-Leg Sept
of the Long-Leaper Clan of the mighty
Impala Rider Nation, tell this story as warn-
ing to listening without asking, acting with-
out thinking, running before leaping.

“*Our spirit-men had been uneasy for
many knot-years. Twin Star-Sisters, bloody
in face, crossed slow the night dome of
Darkness Woman, towards the Star of
Morn.

They came from land beyond the hill
people, where watches Evening Star, and
even she dimmed her red face in shame and
fright at their coming. Six and twenty hands
of knots after looking at Red Twins, strange
men in red colours, with bright ur-Metal
Spears and crooked swords come. They
carry big shields like Yellow Bellies on
River, and ride forbidden 4-legs.

“Waha call all the Peoples together,
even little tribes, even Traitorous Sable
Folk, and we kill and scalp and chase Red
men out of beloved Prax. I take four Hairs,
and win another courage scar for the Tan-
Legs. This scar is bright yellow. See!? Red
Sisters sit down and move no more. For a
while. Two knots later, they move with

great speed.

“Our khan had go for several hands,
following the Feather Lance of Action
dream he get. When he return, his face
shine like Yelm, his eye gleam like Raven,
in most wicked way. ‘Ngiddi call all sept
leaders to him and tell us: “Gather up all
war-rider Waha brothers— we go to chase
Red Men out of Lands again. Waha com-
mands us.” The Red Men with Big Shields
have come again to Prax. We have much
fun and earn more scars of courage!!!!

“For safety sake, we send herds and
Eiritha-women, our aged and unblooded
ones through Gap of Biloshi, down to wa-
ter valley, though we need be careful not
to incur His wrath and be drowned by wa-
ter-demons. I had to smash in jaw of sister’s
son- he who is named after me- to send
him across River, because he not earned
first courage scar in raiding and would only
shame sept by going against The Butcher’s
Laws. I pray to Waha he still live.
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“Spirit-men talk to friends, and tell
us to gather at good place of Moonbroth,
there to attack the Men of Red. I uneasy
because this place is three knots close to
Bad Things, like Broo People and such,
too close for comfort, not far enough for
safety. Also, not like waters-ever since Twin
Sisters climb into sky, waters seem to jump
more often. But spirit-men say not to
worry, they bring many allies and friends
to help us.

We gather all the People west of
River, sharpen darts and arrows, and go to
place. To my surprise, many Waha folk
there, more than ever seen before, even at
The Paps, more than knew existed. Of
them, the Bison were largest, the Bastard
Riders showed up, Rabbit Survivors, Uni-
corn females, some Alticamelus (though
not many, and I surprised at that), Water
Gobblers (maybe we later find some tails
among their dead; that would be a treat!),
Nose-Horn Riders with their mighty lances
and clubs (Waha bless them), Men-and-a-
Half, and the Bird or Bolo-Lizard Men (I
never remember what they is called).

I saw no Sable Riders, or Morokanth
(though we soon find out why). To my hor-
ror, I see gangs of Goat-People, all disgust-
ing, with oozing sores and looks. I see many
Storm Bull worshippers grip their weap-
ons harder, and could see the efforts of
many khans trying to hold these mindless
brutes back from attacking the Goat-People.

“Our spirit-men say not be con-
cerned, The Butcher needs all tribes’ help,
even Goatkin. Waha promises victory, and
much help will come from the domain of
Waha. There are many spirit-men, too many
in one spot, all claiming to be the favourite
of Waha, and the leader of the rest. Khan
of Bison and Khan of Impala try to sum-
mon Founders. We take our place in the
left and right sides, ready to pour darts and
arrows into the Red Men warriors. Spirit-
men begin great summons of ... .

“Treachery! Betrayal! Sables riding
with the Red Men on the other side! Silver
Bell riding in and out. The Dust! The Dust!
Lances lowered, Bisons and Rhinos charge,
none can stand before them, all suddenly
down, falling falling, screams of bisons and
rhinos dying! Terrible balls with spikes.
Arrows blackening the sky. Lizard things
and pig riders, pony riders and sables close,
kill twenty with darts, no more in quiver.
Unicorn females, Rabbits, Tall Men, Goat
Folk close, fight, twisted by strange red
magic! Moon Broth erupts! Red Men
charge none stand before, Bird Lizards and

us ride in front, halt advance with bolas
and darts, I take three more Hairs! Silver
Bell hit by Sable arrow, wound won’t heal!!
I ride back behind lines to rest. Spirit-men
gather Soul-Winds!!

“Storm Bull dies down and holds
His Breath. Our spirit-men control the
Wild-Fire— the Great and Holy Oakfed-
and set him loose to feed on Red Ones.
Then Oakfed roars his wrath and flies to
eat our foes. All is quiet on the Plains.

“Suddenly, then whole world is
blasted, become fire and heat and melting
rock. Oakfed appear before all spirit-men,
and shouts in deep voice, which toss me
off Silver Bell to ground. I cover my ears
in fright, but still hear in head the voice of
Oakfed. Never will forget that terrible
voice, though no understand all:

‘I find yon Red Ones indigestible;
they leave a bad taste in my mouth!! My
hunger is great, so | will eat all of You
instead!!’

“Spirit-man after spirit-man scream
as he eaten up by Oakfed’s fiery appetite.
And then he turn on rest of us. I lucky to
escape with only loss of one eye and these
few burns. A spirit-man who live- cursed
be his soul to be tormented by The Bad
Man- later tell me that Oakfed met His
Father among the Red Ones- and cowered
as He understand crime to be committed.
Lowdrilla (who is rhis giant-spirit?) pun-
ish Oakfed, and send Oakfed away hun-
gry. Maddened, Oakfed eat us instead!
Damn all spirit-men to The Bad Man!!

“Those who could, we flee to all
hiding places we know. The Red Ones hunt
us down like Rabbit Folk, and laugh as they
spear us for sport. They do terrible things

" to us with twisted red magic. Oh Waha!!

Where is the honour in killing a hurt man?
Where is the courage scar to earn?

“I am left dead, mighty Silver Bell
broken beneath me, javelin in my back, my
skin smoke and start to blister. I know not
what happen next, but wake during time of
Darkness Woman. I crawl into a Serpent,
and find trickle of water and skullbush at
bottom. My skin on fire, and I wish to be
taken to Waha. Waha not grant my prayer,
and [ live, this broken rider you see today.

“Warriors, it matters not what clan or
people you from. Do not be so quick to lis-
ten to khan-words, you who are so young,
so mighty, so hopeful. Your khan can cause
your death - or worse. Go home while you
still can. There is no shame in living.

“Do not trust your khan just because
he khan. Do not listen to words of honour,
songs of glory, tales of riches and victory.
These words are just dust, and can not be
eaten when the belly is hungry, the body
broken. THESE ARE LIES!!! Other lead-
ers promise peace and an end to hunger, if
we just worsh... [ wonder...”

I know. I was there. And the Twin
Star Sisters continue to watch above.

“A Tale of Woe!! A Tale of Woe!!
Some jerky for my Tale of Woe!!”

Copyright © 1993. Scott Schneider
All Rights Reserved.

rune are of a much more recent construction. The gate is named the Fool's Gate -
for it is said that only a fool trusts to luck. However, incredibly, the gate was the
only part of the town to survive the attack of the Crimson Bat in 1602, and the
subsequent inferno. (XXIX. 21-014) During the Closing, a ship setting sail for |
deep water encountered a variety of effects, the result of which was always sink-
ing the ship. Sometimes a great sea monster appeared and dragged the vessel _j
down, as when Telendeus Starwise set sail from Refuge, or when Admiral Givassum W
departed the Bay of Ozur. Intrepid sailors departing from the Nolos region are
known to have perished from various sources, as noted in various entries in Light-
house Observations compiled at this time: “A green fog enveloped the ship™ ap-
pears thrice, “A wispy red haze lacerated the ship to splinters” once, “The ship 4
turned turtle”, twice; once a ship “Was pushed back to shore, but had no crew :
aboard;” and one time “Sir Kransis’ stout vessel broke into two as we watched, * y
and the men were dragged under water, fighting.” Pug the Perspicacious: Many
other effects have been reported as well, even in modern times when captains fail
in their sacrifices. (XXIX. 21-015) Tarron, one of the wives of the great shaman
Little Dog, has been reincarnated into the body of a dog. (XXIX. 21-016) A His-
tory of the City of Dorion, Northern Ralios. The City of Dorion in Northern Ralios
was founded in the early years of Arkat’s Empire by one of Arkat's lesser com-
manders, whose name is no longer known: he is spoken of in history only as “Lord @
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WARHAMSTER

MASS COMBAT RULES FOR

RUNEQUEST
by Sandy Petersen

RuneQuest combat is realistic, but can be slow, especially when a
large number of opponents are engaged. In Glorantha, mass battles
happen frequently, and when the Hero Wars begin in earnest, your
campaign may include some of these. Here follows a system that
we have used to simulate mass battles. It is fast, and can recreate
battles with a few hundred participants as easily as those with
several thousand.

1. Game Scale

1 inch = 10 meters. 1 figure represents 10 men. 1 turn represents
1 minute of time. This scale is enough for many actions. A typical
Gloranthan battle (using White Bear and Red Moon as a guide) is
not as large as an equivalent Earthly one, probably because of
magical fallout.

To speak plainly, if an immense gathering of Gloranthan troops
got together for a massive fight, they would be exceedingly vul-
nerable to certain attack magics. Hence such huge battles are rare
in Glorantha, and when they do occur (as in the Nights of Hor-
ror), both sides are frequently decimated. A typical Gloranthan
war probably consists of a large number of clashes, each consist-
ing of only a few hundred up to a few thousand soldiers on a side.

2. Combat Sequence

First Movement: all units (on both sides) move, in any order that
the owning players wish. Each player selects one unit, then each
moves that unit simultaneously. If one player has more units than
the other, he moves his extra units after the other side has fin-
ished.

Missile units being charged can get a shot in just before they are
engaged during First Movement.

Combat: all units fight at their owner’s option. Units wishing to
fight do so in the following order:

Rune Magic
Battle Magic
Sorcery

Melee Combat
Spirit Magic
Missile Combat
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Second Movement: a unit that did not attack, throw missiles, or
cast spells can move again during this phase. Also, all units that
received Overkill (killed “more” units than they faced in melee)
can move.

3. Unit Statistics

All units have a number of combat statistics: Combat Factor (Cf),
Defence Factor (Df), Missile Factor (Ms), Missile Range (Rg),
Morale, Movement (Mv), and Magic Factor (MgF).

Combat Factor is used in melee combat only. It represents a unit’s
competence in battle. Normal range is from 1 to 5.

Defence Factor is used both in melee and missile combat, and
occasionally in magic combat. It represents a units resistance to
losses. For most human units, this score is 1-2,

Missile Value is used only in Missile combat. Non-missile units
have a Ms of 0. Missile Range is the number of inches a missile
unit can fire.

Morale must be checked periodically and keeps a unit from run-
ning away.

Movement gives a unit’s speed in inches per movement phase.

Magic Factor is how magical the unit is.
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4. Melee Combat

All units have a Cf. Each figure engaged in combat rolls 1d6. We
recommend using different dice colours when more than one type
of figure is attacking. Each roll equal to or lower than the unit’s
Cf does one “hit”. A figure is killed if the number of Hits equals
its Df. If the enemy force is made up of two or more figure types,
pro-rate the rolled total.

Mounted warriors and mounts attack and are attacked separately.
If either rider or mount is killed, both figures are removed.

If a being’s Cf exceeds 6, he gets an automatic hit, then subtracts
6 from his Cf to roll an extra die. Thus an 8 Cf creature would get
an automatic hit, plus a 2 Cf die. A 6 Cf figure would just get an
automatic hit.

Overkill: if more targets are “killed” than present in melee, the
victors may use Second movement after combat.

Df Of Zero: if a figure has a Df of 0, each hit kills two figures in
melee combat.

ddanonns :
+3 | Attack from behind or versus routing foe

5. Missile Combat

Only units that are not engaged in melee can do this. If a unit has
just been engaged, the missile unit can get one quick shot off
(during First Movement), but must shoot at its engaging unit.

For each figure shooting, roll 1d6. For each roll equal to or less
than the unit’s Ms, one hit is inflicted. When the number of hits
inflicted equals a figure’s Df, it is killed.

Few missile units willingly fire into a melee. Any missile unit
commanded to do this must shoot blind, all hits are pro-rated
between the two sides, plus the unit must succeed in a Morale
check before it may take this action. Failing the Morale check
costs the unit nothing, however.

Df Of Zero: if a defending unit has a Df of 0, each hit still
only kills a single defender. This is different than melee com-
bat.

AR

n Defenders ﬂylng
E Defenders over 24' distant

1. Only applies if defenders are shot at from the front or left
lank.

2. See the sidebar on Figure Basing.

3. Unless the mounts are especially small and agile, like im-
palas.

4. This modifier normally applies to all but the first rank of a
missile unit.

6. Morale Checks

Every unit has a morale rating. To check morale, roll 1d6. If
the roll exceeds the units morale, it retreats. If the roll exceeds
the unit’s morale by 3 or more points it routs. Some units may
be composed of figures with different morale ratings. Use a
single die roll for morale checks in such units, comparing the
score to each troop type’s morale. The whole unit suffers the
worst effect rolled.

If two foes engaged in melee both retreat at the same time, the
unit with the higher morale does not retreat, but is disordered
instead. If morale is equal, roll randomly to determine which
unit retreats and which is disordered.




QURYRAAD T oYaXPWOIDXXAINIRO

For mounted troops, only the rider takes the morale check. A unit
takes a morale check when:

* Itloses 1/4 of its starting strength (each time)
® It loses a leader attached to it

® It sees another unit with equal or greater morale retreat

or rout.

Facing chaos (anytime you are in melee versus a
chaotic unit)

Unit already disordered or retreating
i

Leader with unit

Disordered: a disordered unit cannot fire missiles or force march,
and is at a disadvantage in melee. It rallies automatically by spend-
ing one full round without moving or taking casualties.

Retreating: the unit moves directly away from the nearest enemy
at its normal speed. It cannot engage in combat. If attacked, it
takes casualties, but inflicts none. Each round, it may attempt to
rally with a Morale roll (this can turn a retreat into a rout). If it
fails to rally, it keeps moving until it is out of the play area and
thus out of the game.

Routed: the unit must move directly away from all enemies, and
attempts to keep moving until it leaves the play area. If it is sur-
rounded, it attempts to surrender. It cannot engage in combat and
if attacked takes casualties, but inflicts none. Basically, the unit
has been eliminated.

7. Forced Marching (Mv)

A unit can choose to force march in either movement phase.

Forced Marching: a unit can move either half-again normal speed,
twice normal speed, or triple normal speed. After moving it must
take a Morale check. If it fails, it is Disordered (see Morale rules).
The amount of force-marching performed affects the unit’s Mo-
rale check.

up to half-again normal normal

up to triple normal -2 from Morale

8. Battle Magic

Some units have parenthesised MgF’s. Such units cannot use magic
at all. Certain other units count as magicians - Sorcerers, Priests,
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or Shamans. They get the benefit of special magics that may be
the subject of future articles.

Any unit with an unparenthesised MgF can use Battle Magic.
This is a bonus equal to the MgF which may be added to the
possessor’s Cf, Ms, Mv, MgF (for purposes of magical defence
only), or Morale for the following turn (until the next combat
phase rolls around again). No rating may be more than doubled
through the use of Battle Magic. Thus, if your Cf is 2, you cannot
raise your Cf higher than 4, no matter what your MgE.

Whenever a unit uses Battle Magic, it takes a loss check by roll-
ing 1d6. If the 1d6 roll exceeds the unit’s MgF or is equal to 6, its
Battle Magic is used up. The unit may use no more Battle Magic
for the rest of the day. This represents the loss of Rune spells,
magic points and bound spirits.

Battle Magic can only be used once in a round.

A unit may voluntarily use less Battle Magic than its MgF. Each
unused point of Battle Magic reduces the 1d6 roll by 1.

Example: the Marble Phalanx has a MgF of 3. If it uses its MgF
to add only 1 to a statistic instead of the allowed 3, its loss check
is lowered by 2, meaning that it retains use of Battle Magic on
any roll of 5 or less (instead of 3 or less).

Examples of Play

Melee Combat: A unit of 14 Axemen (Cf 3) attacks a unit of 8
hoplites (Cf 5). Neither side has any modifiers. The axemen roll
14d6, with their Cf of 3, and deliver 7 Hits, which kills 3 of the Df
2 hoplites. The hoplites roll 8d6, and six hit, killing 3 Df 2 axemen.
The final tally leaves 11 axemen and 5 hoplites alive.

The hoplites have lost over 25% of their unit and so they must
make a Morale check.

Missile Combat: Ten archers shoot at a second group of hoplites.
The archers Missile value is 4. The defenders are using shields,
so the missile value is reduced by one; only rolls of 1, 2 or 3 hit.
Ten dice are rolled. Five Hits result and two Df 2 hoplites are
removed.

Converting RuneQuest
Characters to Warhamster

Note: Drop all fractions.

Combat Factor: (attk%/5 + parr%/s + max. damage)/10

Creatures with multiple attacks add together all attacks and dam-
ages.

Use 1.5 x maximum damage for impaling weapons. “Max.”” dam-
age does not include special or critical hits.

Poison adds 1/2 POT to damage.
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allow more ﬁgures to fight, but do not raise thc Combal Factor.

Do not use Lance attack for mounted figures (Lance is figured as
a combat modifier).

Note: figure a mount’s Cf separately from the riders, if it is able
to fight.

e.g. the Granite Phalanx. The average trooper has 75% attack
(75/5 = 15), 70% parry, and a two-handed spear (1D10+1+1D4
= 15x 1.5 = 22). This gives a total of 15+ 14+22 = 51, divided by
10 gives a Cf of 5.

Defense Factor: (chest armour + hit points)/10

For nonhumans, use the Biggest Missile Hit Location to substi-
tute for Chest (so Dragonsnails would use their Shell). If a figure
is heavily armoured elsewhere than its chest, add +1 or 2 to the
armour rating. If it is much more lightly armoured elsewhere, sub-
tract 1 or 2.

Note: figure a mounts’ Df separately from the riders.

e.g. Our average hoplite wears a leather tunic under a plate cui-
rass. He has 14 hit points. This gives a total of 9+ 14 = 25, di-
vided by 10 gives Df 2. The hoplite also has plate greaves, a
leather tunic, bezainted skirts and a large Hoplite shield and so
the Df is raised to 3.

Missile Rating:
(Shots per round*5))/10

(attk%/3 + max. damage +

Use 1.5 x max. damage for impaling weapons.

e.g. An average Thunder Delta Slinger has an attack of 80% (80/
3 = 26), a maximum damage of 15 (their slingstones do +2 dam-
age), and can get off two shots per melee round (2 x 5 = 10). This
gives a total of 26 + 15 + 10 = 51, divided by 10 gives a MR of 5.

Missile Range: 1/10 maximum range in meters.

Morale: a function of courage (measured by POW) and a num-
ber representing discipline and training.

Morale = (POW#2)/100 + training
Training: 00 4
Fanatics = add +1 to morale

Guard (training 4). These are the elite, always the smallest per-
centage of any army. Usually only small bodyguard units are of
this class, but the Lunar Bloodspillers are a full strength guard
unit, as are some Sartar magicians.

Elite (training 3). The best of the line regiments, veterans, and
proud of their status, willing to prove it in the field. Examples in
the Lunar Army are the Imperial Bodyguard, the Steel Sword
Legion, Standfast Hoplites; while in the Sartar the Boldhome Axes,
Twin Spears, Swordbrothers, etc. In Prax the Ten independents
have this morale grade.

Regular (training 2). Normal fighting troops, with some experi-
ence and led with a normal amount of confidence and intelligence.
They can be counted on to respond to normal commands with
accountable regularity. The majority of any army is this class,
unless it is native militia raised for an emergency.

Green (training 1). These troops have the willingness to fight,

Dregs (training 0). Impressed mobs, untrained peasant, discon-
tented allies, unpaid mercenaries. Generally reliable for every-
thing except combat.

Example: the average hoplite has a POW of 14 and the Granite
Phalanx are defined as Elite troops. This gives 14 squared = 196
divided by 100 = 1 + 3 for training gives a Morale of 4.

Movement: Meters/SR + ( remaining Fatigue/10)

The maximum possible movement is Meters/SR +1. Often the
Fatigue value serves to decrease a units movement, because it
carries too much.

All humans start with an MR of 3. A Holy Country hoplite has a
low fatigue level . In fact, it is -1. So his speed is 3 + (-1/10),
dropped back down to 2. Poor devil. A Granite Phalanx hoplite,
wearing the same armour, but with more basic FPs, has a fatigue
level of +3, so he gets a speed of 3 + (3/10), or just plain 3. A
Sartar city militiaman, wearing only cuirboilli, has a fatigue of
+12, so his speed is 3 + (12/10), clear up to 4! A naked Brolian
has a fatigue of +22, but because you can’t add more than +1 to
the base speed, he is no faster than the Sartar city militiaman.

Magic Factor: row»2/50

If a unit knows no spirit magic, sorcery or divine magic, he gets a
parenthesised MgF . If a figure knows particularly more or less
magic than one might expect for someone with its POW, you can
add or subtract a point (or even two, in extreme cases) from the
final MgF.

Example: our average hoplite has a POW of 14. This gives a
total of 14 * 14 = 196/50 = 3 MgF.

If a unit is a magic specialist use either Fetch Rating, Rune Rating
or Sorcery Rating as the unit’s MgF.

Fetch Rating: ferch POW/10.

Example: A unit of shamans and assistant shamans with an aver-
age POW rating of 45 would have a fetch rating of 4.

Rune Rating: points of Rune Magic/3.

Example: A unit of Chief Priests, each with at least 15 pts of
Rune magic, would have a Rune rating of 5.

Sorcery: lowest sorcery skill/20

Example: A unit of Adepts, with a minimum skill of 75%, would
have a Sorcery of 3.

Sample Troop Types
Humakti Warriors: fanatical. Their MgF is doubled when used
to raise their Cf.

Storm Bull Warriors: fanatical, plus they suffer no morale pen-
alty versus chaos foes. Their MgF is doubled when attacking or
defending against a chaotic opponent.

Chaos Creatures

The morale of most normal beings suffers when facing chaotic
foes. Many chaos units have a Chaos factor, expressed as a die
roll, rolled once for every 10 figures in the unit. At the start of
each round of melee, the Chaos Factor kills that number of enemy
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figures, before normal melee results. N n-random chaos abilities
usually show up in some other statistic. The Chaos factor covers
such things as acid attacks, befuddling opponents, etc.

Typically, the “chaos factor” is 1d6 if every member of a chaos
unit has a chaos feature. It is pro-rated down and up if not all the
monsters have such a feature. If chaos features are rare for a par-
ticular creature (as with walktapi or jack o’bears), then the troop
usually gets no Chaos Factor.

Broos: Broos are particularly nasty, so normal beings fighting
them subtract 2 from morale instead of 1 (i.e., they count as “Bad
Chaos”). Normal garden-variety broos have a Chaos Factor of
1d3.

Disease. Any unit meleeing with broos is infected. At game’s end,
all infected figures are eliminated.

Gorgons: Heavily armoured. A figure directing any attack (mis-
sile, magical, or melee) versus a gorgon must first roll 1d6 versus
its MgF. If the roll exceeds its MgF, it turns to stone.

Scorpion Men: Normally have a Chaos Factor of 1d3. Generally
a scorpion man tribe boasts a Queen figure, with shaman-type
magic.

Walktapus: walktapi exude poison gas. Any air-breathing figure
engaged in melee with walktapi must roll 1d6 at the end of com-
bat. If the result exceeds the number of Hits that the figure pos-
sesses, it dies.

Elementals

These come in five different varieties. Normally, elementals are
controlled by magician figures. An elemental attacks by touching
an adjacent figure. An elemental has three ratings; Df, My, and

Df: used normally

Myv: used normally, except that elementals may not force march.
Size: used by different elementals in different ways.

All elementals have a Df modifier, which is multiplied by the
elemental’s Size to determine its actual Df. For instance, a gnome'’s
Df modifier is 4, so a Size 4 gnome would have a Df of 16.

Elemental versus Elemental combat: an elemental is Superior,
Neutral or Inferior to all other types of elemental. Identical
elementals (i.e., gnome versus gnome) cannot affect one another
in any way. The rules for Superior/inferior elementals are given
below:

Shade > Gnome > Sylph > Undine > Salamander > Shade

Relationships not specified above (such as Undine versus Shade)
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are neutral. The Lune is neutral to all types. When two elementals
fight they melee normally, substituting Size for Cf. When a Supe-
rior combats its Inferior, the inferior elemental takes double dam-
age from the superior, but inflicts damage normally. Gnomes,
Sylphs and underwater Undines, being invisible, cannot be hit by
missiles. Lunes, Salamanders, Shades and Undines on land can
be attacked by missiles.

Gnomes: Df modifier 4. Move 2. Cannot move through solid
rock. Can be used to transport a number of willing figures under-
ground equal to its size rating. An attacked figure is automati-
cally immobilised and helpless for as long as the gnome remains
adjacent to him. He is killed instead, if the gnome’s Size is more
than triple the victim’s Df.

Lune: Df modifier 1. Move 6 (flies). An attacked figure is disor-
dered in place until rallied. He is disordered permanently if the
Lune’s Size is more than double his MgF.

Salamander: Df modifier 2. Move 3 (flies). Destroyed by water
or rain. Flammable objects are set alight when a salamander
touches them. An attacked figure takes 1d3 Hits per round (cu-
mulative). Heavily armoured figures subtract 1 from the die roll.

Shade: Df modifier 1. Move 6 (flies). An attacked figure must
automatically retreat. If the shade’s Size is more than double his
morale, he routs instead. If the shade’s Size is more than triple his
morale, he is killed instead.

Sylph: Df modifier of 1. Move 10 (flies). Can be used to carry a
number of willing figures through the air equal to its Size rating.
An a attacked figure takes Hits equal to the sylph’s Size minus
1d3 (results of O or less result in no hits delivered).

Undine: Df modifier 3. Move 2/6 (water). Can be used to carry a
number of willing figures underwater equal to its Size rating. On
land, an attacked air-breathing figure takes 1 Hit per round (cu-
mulative). Underwater, the undine attacks as does a sylph.

Dragon: large targets, with heavy armour. A dragon breathes fire,
and each round a dragon figure can choose one figure within 2"
and give it 1d6 hits. Flammable substances in the target area are
set afire. Normally, a dragon represents a single creature, not a
group.

Dragonewts: Dragonewts need never check for morale. Warriors
and rulers have heavy armour. Scouts are small targets.

Ducks: small targets. Can move (at full speed) across water ob-
stacles.

Dwarves: small, heavily armoured, targets. Suffer no disadvan-
tages in night combat.

Elves: not slowed by any type of forest. Elves within elf woods
have their MgF doubled. The precise number and composition of
enemy units in elf woods must be revealed to the elf player. Any-
one entering or moving within an elf forest is automatically at-
tacked by a missile rating 1 each round (no modifiers apply). One
such attack is made for every 10 or fewer enemy figures entering
the forest. This represents traps, war trees, runners, etc.

Harpies: small targets. Can make an airborne attack which does
no damage, but infects the target unit with disease (as per broos).
After the battle each infected figure is eliminated.

Minotaurs: on the second and subsequent rounds of any melee,
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minotaurs go berserk. Their Cf is doubled, they ignore morale,
and they cannot use Battle Magic. If their foe flees, they’ll force
march after it, trying to wipe out the enemy unit. Once the enemy
unit is destroyed, the berserker rage ends, and the minotaur unit is
automatically disordered.

[f a minotaur unit suffers any losses from missile weapons, it also
goes berserk and charges the nearest unit shooting at it, as de-
scribed above.

Trolls: a widely-varying race with many sub-types. Trolls suffer
no disadvantage at night combat.

Cave Trolls. -1 morale in sunlight. Can regenerate, except under
full sunlight. At the end of each round of combat roll 1d6 for each
Cave Troll killed that round. If the result equals or exceeds their
opponent’s Cf, that troll figure regenerates and returns to life.
Great Trolls. Generally have heavy armour.

Mistress Race. Magician units. All troll units within 12" have +1
morale. Trollkin. -2 to morale in sunlight. Small targets.

Undead

Ghouls: enemy troops within 6" of Ghouls must make a morale
check each round of combat. Whenever an enemy engaged with
ghouls retreats from melee, the ghouls are automatically disor-
dered (eating the fallen) and must be rallied.

Mummies: may not cast spells. Flame attacks do double rolled
hits to a mummy unit.

Zombies & Skeletons: these creatures are immune to missile
weapons, Foes armed with impaling-type weapons subtract 2 from
their Cf.

For every 3 zombie or skeleton figures killed in a round, one
immobile “parts” figure is left behind on the battlefield. The
undead are now dismembered into twitching body parts and be-
come a terrain feature. Any unit moving within 1" of the “parts”
is attacked with a melee value of 1. “Parts™ are invulnerable to
further attack.

Spirit Magic

Shamans are single figures, representing a single shaman and his
apprentices. His MgF is his Fetch Rating, and is henceforth re-
ferred to as a MgF. He can use his MgF just like any other unit.

A shaman can use his MgF to benefit friendly figure within 5".
This is like Battle Magic, except that the shaman divides the ben-
efit received among the recipients. Thus, a shaman with a 10 MgF
gives 5 figures each a +2 bonus. A Battle Magic loss check is
made each time this is done.

A shaman also starts the game with 1 controlled spirit per MgF pt.

All spirits move at a rate of 20,

Attack spirits. Attack enemy figures by rolling 1d6. If the roll is
higher than the defenders MgF, the spirit’s effect occurs, and the
spirit is used up. If the roll is lower, the attack spirit is destroyed.
If the roll equals the defenders MgF, the combat continues, and is
re-rolled the following round.

Disease spirit | -2 to morale. After battle, figure is

eliminated.

Ghosts

Wraiths Figure eliminated.

Elementals. Each Fetch point equals 1 Size of any type of el-
emental. Healing Spirits. These spirits cure figures infected by
disease. Magic and Spell Spirits. Each such spirit provides the
shaman with 1d6 one-use MgF’s, useable at any range.

Rune Magic

Priests appear as single figure, representing groups of about ten
priests each. Each figure has a MgF (which is also his Rune Rat-
ing) and a special effect(s). They may use their MgF just as can a
normal unit.

Attack Spells. To use these, the attacking priest rolls 1d6 and
adds it to his MgF. If the total exceeds the target's MgF, he is
affected. Otherwise he is unharmed.

Elementals. A priest capable of using elementals can summon
and control elementals with a total Size no greater than the priest’s
rune rating. A priest can control more than one elemental figure,
and can take other actions while simultaneously controlling them.
If a priest’s elementals are injured or killed he may not summon
replacements.

Chalana Arroy

raises the morale of the unit they are with by 1. Chalana Arroy
figures cannot attack. They can:

1. Cure Disease. After the battle the healer cures one figure per
rune point.
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2. Healing. Keeps an adjacent figure from being killed, if the
healer rolls her Rune rating or less on 1d6. May only be
used once per turn. An attacker can apply overkill to ensure
destruction of a figure.

3. Resurrection. After the battle, each surviving healer can
resurrect one killed figure per rune point. This ability can
only be used if the healers side retains possession of the
field or if the corpse to be resurrected is specifically borne
off the field during the battle.

Ernalda

raises the morale of the unit they are with by 1.

1. Gnomes

2. Healing. Keeps an adjacent figure from being killed, if the
healer rolls her Rune rating or less on 1d6. May only be
used once per turn. An attacker can apply overkill to ensure
destruction of a figure.

Kyger Litor
units the priest accompanies are immune to the Chaos Factor.

Also, all adjacent trollkin & cave trolls are immune to sunlight’s
deleterious effects.

1. Shades

2. Blinding attack. 10" range. Sighted victims may use no
missile or attack spells and Cf is lowered by 3. Victims
capable of night vision subtract 1 from missile and Cf
instead.

3. Shamanism. Kyger Litor priests are also shamans, and they

have two MgFs — one for their shaman-type effects,
and one for their priestly abilities.

Orlanth
the priest is able to fly.

1. Sylphs

2. Guided Teleport. Removes the priest off-map permanently.
Can be used at any time.

3. Lightning attack. 10" range. Target figure takes 1d6-1 hits
(1d6, if the sky is overcast).

4. Teleport. Can be used as an attack spell. Moves target figure
to any visible location within 10" of the priest.

5. Weather. Alters the weather conditions by one level; clear
day to overcast; overcast to precipitation, or the reverse.

This can only be performed once per game, normally at the
start.

Seven Mothers:

the priest’s MgF is affected by the day of the week. On Black and
Dying days, the MgF is 1. On Crescent days, it is 1/2 normal. On
Half days, it is normal, and on Full Moon days, it is twice normal.
1. Lunes

2. Madness attack. 10" range. Target figure is permanently
disordered.
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Sorcery

Each sorcerer figure represents one or more sorcerers plus their
apprentices and familiars. Each sorcerer has a Sorcery rating.
Each time a sorcerer casts a spell, he must divide up his Sorcery
rating between Range and Effect.

Range. If no range is used, the sorcerer only affects figures he is
adjacent to.

Attack magic. A single enemy figure within the range is affected.
Alternately, a group can be afflicted, dividing the Effect evenly
among them. The effect of a sorcerous attack is to decrease a
selected characteristic; Cf, Ms, Mv, or Morale by 1 point per
point of Effect. To determine the success of the attack, roll 1d6
and add the sorcerer’s MgF to the die roll. If the total exceeds the
target’s MgF, it succeeds.

Combat Magic. A sorcerer can use his effect to benefit friendly
troops within Range. He can add the resulting Effect to the Cf,
Ms, Mv or Morale of a single target figure, or he can affect a
group of figures by dividing the Effect evenly among them.

Thanks also go to Colin Philips, for his sterling work on this
article.

Some Sample Conversions
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Ota
Granite

Phalanx

Regimental God

I.Mythos and History

Granite Phalanx and his brothers were star-captains who
came to the aid of humanity after the death of Yelm. While the
timorous followers of Lodril and Ernalda fled before the forces of
Chaos, the Phalanxes stood firm. For this act of valour, they were
awarded the names of the sacred rocks of those they protected.

The Phalanxes served Yelm and his sons in the Dawn Ages,
being welcomed into the Dara Happan Tripolis. In the wars which
afflicted it, Granite Phalanx was always to be found, steadfast and
unshakeable. At last, faced with overwhelming odds and deserted
by his companions, Granite Phalanx was slain.

He was discovered, lying where he fell, by Yanafal Tarnils.
Restored to life, and granted a new silver body to replace his shat-
tered golden one, he took his place proudly in the ranks of the
Red Army.

Whenever the Heartland Corps has been deployed, Gran-
ite Phalanx has been there, obedient unto death, forever faithful
to the Red Emperor and his Generals. Details of the actions he
has taken part in fill the annals of the Lunar Empire.

The Cult is associated with the Runes of Stability and
Death, as well as the Red Moon.

I1.Cult Ecology

The Granite Phalanx is a regiment of the Lunar Army. The
Cult provides the essential training, special techniques and magic
needed by its Hoplites. It provides support and file leaders for the
regiment. In return it demands complete loyalty and obedience.
For the Hoplites, Granite Phalanx provides a focus for devotion
matched only by that inspired by the Red Emperor.

After 27 years of service, a veteran Hoplite is honourably
discharged and presented with a rectangular plot of land, usually
in newly conquered provinces, sufficient to support himself and
his family. This repays debts made in the God Time.

All citizens of the Empire are eligible for membership,
regardless of race or sex. However, Recruiting Enomotarchs favour
recruits of a similar height and build, to which candidates other
than Human males find it difficult to conform. Nevertheless about
10% of the Hoplites are women. Sexual liaisons between Hoplites
of the same rank are not frowned upon, and are even encouraged
by some High Priests.

Granite Phalanx does not usually supply the regiment’s
officers. They are appointees from a variety of warrior cults, and
bring their own distinctive skills and magic.
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III.The Cult in the World

The Granite Phalanx is one of the most respected regiments
in the Lunar Army. It is deployed in the centre of the battle line
and in peace time it presents a high profile, garrisoning capital
cities or key strategic locations.

Lunar Youths from families with a military tradition, but
who are not sufficiently high class to aspire to the Imperial Guard
or the Cavalry, consider it an honour to be admitted. It is always
issued with the best equipment, which as a matter of pride is kept
brightly polished.

The cult is associated to Yanafal Tarnils and Red Emperor
and enjoys friendly relations with Yelmalio and Polaris, who of-
ten have worshippers in the ranks. It has a friendly rivalry with
the other Phalanxes, but tends to look down on other regimental
cults. Hoplites respect Yelm, as Sun Lords are often appointed as
commanding officers.

Granite Phalanx himself is the standard of the regiment.
He has a 2.5 meter-long shaft, banded with silver and red-gold.
At the top is a spread-winged silver Bat, clutching broken thun-
derbolts. Silver discs commemorating his achievements, deco-
rate his shaft. He is kept in a tent at the centre of the regiment’s
camp, and is carried out with the regiment whenever it goes into
battle.

The High Priest of the Cult is always the regimental com-
mander or Polemarch. He is appointed by the Red Emperor and,
if not already a member, he is initiated at the time of his appoint-
ment. Although he enjoys all the customary prerogatives of a High
Priest, most of his actual cult functions are carried out by the
Chief Priest. This is the highest rank an ordinary Hoplite can hope
to obtain. The Chief Priest is usually the Cult’s longest serving
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Rune Lord. He carries Granite Phalanx into battle.

The cult has about 1200 currently serving members. The
regiment functions as a Major Temple. Veterans sometimes pre-
serve Holy sites to Granite Phalanx.

IV.Initiate membership

Initiates of the Phalanx are called Hoplites. Candidates may
be initiated into the Phalanx after having trained as recruits for
two years. In times of peace there may be a waiting list, as places
are strictly limited by tactical utility. In such cases, preference is
given to the sons of Hoplites.

Initiates take the Yanafali Oath to the Emperor and to the
Phalanx. This ceremony is repeated every year, on the Seven
Mothers Holy day, when Hoplites sacrifice POW to Granite Pha-
lanx.

Hoplites must spend 90% of their time working for the
Phalanx, with leave being determined by their commanding of-
ficers. Initiation lasts for 27 years, after which the Hoplite is
honourably discharged from all cult responsibility, and granted a
plot of land to farm.

A Hoplite receives 750 Imperials a year, increased accord-
ing to rank, rising to 6000 imperials a year for the Chief Priest.
Although this relatively high income is widely quoted during re-
cruitment drives, in practice a Hoplite devotes 90% of his in-
come to the Phalanx, in return for food, lodging, equipment, train-
ing and magic. This degree of commitment by the initiates is re-
flected in the power of the cult relative to its number of members.
Hoplites receive the Hoplite shield as a mark of their status, the
red cloak of the Lunar Army, a bronze cuirass, greaves, helmet,
two-handed spear and scimitar. These become foci for cult battle
magic. Richer Hoplites often supplement these with other items
of armour.

Hoplites receive training in Two-Handed Spear and Shield,
One-Handed Spear, Shield Parry, Orate, New Pelorian, First Aid,
Listen and Scan. Spirit Magics available are: Bladesharp, Counter
Magic, Light Wall, Demoralise, Endurance, Fireblade, Heal,
Mindspeach, Protection, Repair, Slow, Standfast, Strength and
Vigour. Endurance is at half Price. Hoplites who have distin-
guished themselves are given Spell or Magic Point Matrices in
the forms of phalerae, armlets or neck torques.

As Hoplites progress in ability, they may be promoted
through the ranks. A seven man half-file, who share a tent, are
led by a half-file leader chosen by the file leader. The best Hoplite
in each file is appointed File Leader by the Chief Priest. Two files
are led by a Enomotarch (commonly called a sergeant) who should
ideally be a master in Two-Handed Spear and Shield. Four files
are lead by a senior Enomotarch, who is always a master of this
skill. Eight files are led by a Lochagos (who is sometimes re-
ferred to as a Centurion, following Yanafali usage), if one is avail-
able. Otherwise his position is filled by a First Enomotarch ap-
pointed by the High Priest. All these file leaders take the front
rank in battle. If they command more than one file, they are posi-
tioned at the front of the right hand file, to check the tendency of
the phalanx to drift to the right (following the path of Yelm) while
advancing. File leaders must have their armour covered with tin
or silver-alloy (at their own expense).

Hoplites with special talents, or who have been disabled,
take responsibility for the administrative and support services of
the phalanx. Recruits who show great promise often see their
first battle as Horn Blowers, sounding the silver horns which con-
vey orders in battle

V.Runelord Membership

A Runelord of Granite Phalanx is called a Lochagos. The
Lochagoi are responsible for the day-to-day running of the regi-
ment, especially maintaining discipline in the ranks. They
specialise in weapons use and head the Hoplites.

A candidate must have 90% in Two-Handed Spear and
Shield, Orate, Read/Write New Pelorian and two of the other cult
skills. As they also serve as priests of the cult, they must have a
ceremony skill of 25%. They must be a Hoplite of at least four
years good standing. As long as there is an opening for a Lochagos,
a suitable candidate will be accepted.

A Lochagos must own Silver-plated armour (deducted from
his wages) and is entitled to wear a transverse crescent-shaped
red crest on his helmet.

As priests of Granite Phalanx, Lochagoi can get reusable
divine magic.

Common divine Magic: All except Summon and Find.

Special: Shield Wall

VI1.Subcults

Spirit of Reprisal: The Red Army hardly lacks for effective
means of reprisal. Recalcitrant Hoplites who have failed to re-
spond to the discipline of their File leaders may be chastised by
Danfive Xaron Overseers. Violators of the Yanafali Oath are vis-
ited by Curia Yanafali, before whose strictures even Chaos Regi-
ments tremble. Mutiny is punished with Decimation by Bat. Gran-
ite Phalanx’s own Spirit of Reprisal is Stonewall, the Cult’s first
High Priest. He punishes Hoplites who bring the regiment into
disrepute. He has a POW of 30, and with each success afflicts a
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part of the Hoplite's body with Palsy, as per the sorcery spell. He
begins with the legs. He is the source of the Cult’s special Spirit
Magic Standfast

VIl.Associated Cults

Yanafal Tarnils

Granite Phalanx is an associated cult of Yanafal Tarnils,
god of the Red Army, who makes the spell Morale available to
Lochagoi.

Red Emperor

As part of the military arm of the Empire, the Phalanx is
associated to the Imperial Cult, from which the High Priest and
Chief Priest may learn the spell Moon Spear.

VIII.Miscellaneous Notes

Divine Intervention.

Granite Phalanx cannot respond to calls for Divine Inter-
vention. Instead, all his Hoplites will stick by any wounded mem-
ber who requests it (Though the tactical viability of this will be
communicated to him by his file leader). The regiment will also
bring the bodies of fallen Hoplites back to camp where-ever pos-
sible. The Red Army has an excellent casualty clearing system
and many dedicated Healers.

Meeting the Phalanx

In battle, the Granite Phalanx presents a formidable and
stirring sight. With the front rank composed of file leaders clad
in silvered armour, nodding horse-hair crests, levelled spears and
overlapping shields.

Each Hoplite is encouraged to add some individual
touch to his equipment. This is most
commonly seen in the choice of
shield decoration. At present a
favoured motif is the hideous
face of Yara Aranis, but other
designs include the Lunar “L”,
the Moon Rune, in a variety of
phases, a crescent, the Crimson
Bat or the Death Rune and
Sickle. Depending on his inten-
tion, the viewer will feel
demoralised, or inspired as he
hears the call to cast the Cult’s
Battle Magic.

If it comes to fighting,
Hoplites never dodge as a com-
bat option, and always brace
themselves against a knockback
instead.

The Brother
Phalanxes

The Lunar Phalanxes are
generally very similar in struc-
ture. In keeping with the Lunar
philosophy of unity through di-
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versity, however, they each present various distinguishing fea-
tures. The Jasper Phalanx, for example, has uniform shield de-
signs and helmets. Beryl Hoplites carry rectangular shields and
are famed for their “Tortoise” Rune Spell. The Marble Phalanx
issues its men with mail coats instead of cuirasses, while the
Raibanth-based Basalt Phalanx maintains the arms and colours
of its pre-Lunar heritage.

The Commanders

Unlike the Hoplites and their File Leaders, who hold ranks
in the Cult of Granite Phalanx, the Officers who command the
Phalanx in battle hold Imperial Commissions in the Hierarchy
of the Red Army. Thus most are Initiates of Yanafal Tarnils.
Lunar Regiments, both secular and magical, are commanded by
a Triarchy. Specific titles vary, but in the case of the Granite
Phalanx, this consists of the Commander or Polemarch, aided
by a Senior and a Junior Triarch. The Emperor customarily ap-
points Rune Lords to command his regiments, but may choose
anyone he considers suitable, even occasionally non-humans.
Commanders tend to be drawn from the Imperial or other rul-
ing cults. The Senior Triarch is usually a long serving Scimitar
of Yanafal. The Junior Triarch, on the other hand, is generally
an inexperienced youth serving a limited term in the army prior
to entering public life. Like the Polemarch, he will probably be
an initiate in a ruling cult.

In addition, the Polemarch has two Lieutenants, one who
runs the regimental training camp and the other who stands in
for the Polemarch if he is called away on Political business.
The other Polemarchs each have a single Lieutenant. These of-
ficers accompany the main body of the regiment. Any Hoplites
on detached service are most likely to be led by their ranking
file leader.
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Plants

By Eric Rowe

_ was in Corflu, nearing the end of my unfortunate
| 1 was in Corflu, nearing the end of my unf

— trip through Prax, studying various uses of the
———=J) trip through P d f th
Skullbush plant, when I was startled by the vile odour of a return-
ing Lunar file. Having spent time with various Lunar regiments, |
was quite distraught at their condition and wondered aloud what
kind of commander could tolerate such troops.

My local guide then informed me that the file had just returned
from swamp patrol and had not yet washed. I saw the same troops
later much cleaned up, but the odour had not lessened to a toler-
able level. Further questioning of my guide revealed that soldiers
often smear a disgustingly smelly seed paste upon themselves
before leaving on patrol.

Intrigued as to the nature of these seeds, I did some investigating
and found their source, an Etyries priest named Koronius Falabdur.
It seems he controls the distribution of these seeds, along with the
rest of the local trade. He imports them from a renegade elf in
Adari. Issaries knows what the elves actually use them for.

Here it is used to keep away the giant mosquitoes and other swamp
insects that dwell in hordes outside of the protective range of the
Gorakiki shrine. Corflu duty is unpleasant indeed. My guide claims
to have seen some desperate soldiers pay up to half their weekly
salary on these imported seeds.

As to the taste, it is better left never even tried. Each peanut sized
seed, once cracked, oozes a greenish-yellow fluid of incredibly
horrible smell. To be complete though, I did try it and can hon-
estly say that I would rather swallow a live Carmanian Spiny
Marmot than taste one more Stinkseed.

Gamemaster Notes:

(1) It takes three crushed seeds in half a cup of water to smear a
thin paste completely over an average sized person. The paste
itself washes off easily, but the odour will linger for up to four
days after removal.

(2) No swamp insect will approach a person covered in Stinkseed
paste. In fact, even people near someone so covered will be af-
forded some insect protection. This protection does not apply to
the leeches which are so common and have the nasty tendency to
worm their way under armour. No one ever said Corflu duty was
easy.
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Tarafor’s Oil Succulent
(Soldier’s Friend)
&N || Spina oleum
My first exposure to Soldier’s Friend occurred when I accompa-
nied a mercenary troop into Dorastor, attached to the Etyries trad-
ing party there. Soldier’s Friend is a member of the Aloe family
of succulents, differing at the superficial level of leaf protective

measures and oil content. The unnaturally high level of oily fluid
within each leaf is what makes this plant so valuable.

A corporal acquaintance of mine first showed me Soldier’s Friend
as he used it to oil his scimitar. A well oiled blade never rusts, he
says. Since then I have also seen it used on armour just prior to
inspection. The next use of it I found when I complained of blis-
ters and the caravan healer used it to soothe my feet. It eased my
pain and the blisters soon healed naturally. Lastly it is nutritious,
if bland, and has added strength to many a soldier on low rations.

Although Soldier’s Friend can be eaten raw (and is quite tasty
that way), my recommendation it to eat it dried. It stores better
this way and a small chunk can be chewed for a long time without
it losing its spicy flavour.

Gamemaster notes:
(1) The fine oil does an excellent job of rust protection on metal.

It is also a natural antiseptic and keeps blisters, burns or small
cuts from festering or worsening.

(2) On a purely nutritional basis, two oil filled stems of Soldier’s
Friend will provide a day’s provision for a average man. It will
leave them hungry though, and should not be relied on for more
than a day or two because of its lack of bulk.

(3) The succulent is named for the scholar Tarafor who first suc-
cessfully bred it. The plant requires great care in growing and
often soldiers will have spouses tend a garden with some for them
to pick on their visits home. Despite continued military efforts,
Soldier’s Friend has not been able to be commercially grown.

| Perrin’s Ivy (Blade Venom)

Venenum Perrinous

Perrin’s Ivy is a rare, temperate zone ivy noted for
a special type of poison that can be brewed from
its seed pods. The ivy itself is parasitic and can be found slowly
strangling many types of deciduous trees. Its leaves are a dark
green with misty white splotches that radiate outwards to its five
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sides. Each plant produces one large pink flower in early fire sea-
son. This develops into the seed pod before the season ends and
must be harvested before it falls to the ground or it will be useless
to alchemists.

The plant is named for the man who first discovered the process
by which the seed pod is brewed into Blade Venom, that most
terrifying friend of the professional soldier and assassin alike.

I have never tasted the flower or seed of this plant; toxins make
me nervous. The leaves however make a fine, if slightly bitter,
salad.

Gamemaster Notes:

(1) The remaining ingredients to Blade Venom are unknown to
Rodin, as they are to most. They remain the protected secret of
special alchemists often hired by nobles or governments in need
of military aid.

Jang (Arroin’s Eye)

Salutaris Flosculus

| This spectacular flower ranges from Prax to Wenelia,
being more dense closer to the coast. Jang is a
pentapetaled, ground covering perennial with the occasional mu-
tant having six petals. I have found that these mutants are gener-
ally more potent than the normal variety. Universally, Jang petals
are a pure yellow colour with pink stigmas and stamens decorat-
ing the flower’s interior. Each Jang plant blooms throughout the
year, but generally has no more than three flowers in bloom at any
time. Flower size seems to be seasonally dependent. I noticed that
they seem to be largest in Sea season, just after their smallest size
in Storm. I have never seen any in bloom during Dark season.

Jang is the most common healing plant in the areas where it is
found. Wounds treated by Jang often need no magical cures or
prolonged recuperation. The last time I came across some Jang,
we had to sell it to some passing Solanthi mercenaries. We had no
one trained enough to refine it properly for storage, and the mer-
cenaries looked as though they would soon have use for it. I used
the extra silver I made on a new wardrobe.

The leaves of the Jang plant can be eaten raw, with a salad, or
cooked a number of ways, but their blandness makes them a poor
meal choice. The flower itself is slightly more tasty, but it re-
quires a little pepper to enhance the natural flavour. As its vibrant
colour adds to any elegant dish, I recommend it as a garnish.
However, due to its healing properties, cost becomes an issue and
it is available for expensive tastes only.

Gamemaster Notes:

(1) The potency of the healing is dependent on season. Sea=d12,
Fire = d6, Earth = d8, Dark = 0 and Storm = d4. The petals must
be directly applied to a wound for a few days. They must be fresh,
unless refined correctly. Each flower represents one use.

(2) Contrary to Rodin’s informed opinion, six petalled Jang are
no more potent than normal Jang.

Pelorian Cactus (Lunar Daisy)

Spiculum Herba
Pelorian Cactus grows in the areas of the lowlands
that receive little rain and have yet to be ruined by

the massive Lunar irrigation projects. Close variants have been
spread to nearby regions currently under the glow of the red moon.
Each individual plant grows globularly close to the surface and
never reaches more than the size of a human head. The pale
white-green surface is irregularly broken by the large, well-known
spines of the Cactus.

These dagger length spines have a toughness almost as great as
tempered bronze. Because of this, they are greatly prized by the
military. Often times, patrols will be dispatched solely to gather
cactus spines. Back in camp, they can be fashioned into large
quantities of crude but effective caltrops, or saved as emergency
weapons. A tiny narrow groove in the ends of most spines is often
used to transport poison. This has caused the spines to be a
favourite weapon in many recent dart-wars.

In Dragon Pass, where the plant is a recent immigrant, it is mock-
ingly called the Lunar Daisy by detractors of the empire.

I have found this cactus best eaten fried, then lightly buttered or
covered in a Sartarite Clearwine sauce. However, I would not be
adverse to recommending it as a main ingredient in any vegetable
soup, as a welcome change from potatoes. It is common for people
to use the spines to clean their teeth after a meal.

Gamemaster Notes:

(1) Each full grown cactus can have up to four dozen spines. The
narrow groove in the spines does not develop until the plant ma-
tures in its second year.

Defensio Saepire

Night Hedge is one of the many incredible and
strange Aldryami developed plants I have seen
adapted and used by humans. Its type I have seen several times.
When planted and watered Night Hedge grows rapidly in a most
unnatural manner. After only ten minutes, the small seed will be-
come a large, barbed bush of impenetrable foliage. Night Hedge
must be planted just after the setting of Yelm, for his touch will
disintegrate the mighty hedge.

The most common use for Night Hedge is, of course, to protect a
patrol or camp that lacks other defenses and is separated from its
main force. However, as the seeds are rare this is only done in
certain hostile territory.

I do not recommend eating Night Hedge. It has a watery,
cabbage-like taste and you’ll just end up getting barbs stuck in
your feathers for your trouble. I even tried the dusty remains after
the hedge was destroyed by Yelm in the morning, but they tasted
like dust.

Gamemaster Notes:

(1) One interesting fact that Rodin appears not to know is Night
Hedge is a special mutant budding of a more normal Vronkai
hedge that is raised in many forested areas. At some point Voralans
adapted this mutant hedge to their own use. Many large under-
ground caverns are used for raising seeds to trade with surface
dwellers. The seeds must be stored without exposure to light for
them to be functional.

(2) Each seed grows a hedge of approximately two square meters.
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Re[lections on the Red Goddes

o)

Perspectives om the Red Moon and the Six
Hundred Year Curse

by Nesus Clockwork, Grey Sage Acolyte, Loremaster of Mineralogy, Companion of Dilfar,
Lecturer on Mostali Schisms and Metaphysical History at the Lankor Mhy College in
Dangk, Safelster. Translated by Phil O'Connor.

Freezeday, Illusion
Week, 1622 S.T.

Apologia
Some might view this document as
an uncharacteristic example of self
flattery, or perhaps a cowardly attempt to
voice my views among the uneducated
laity while bypassing the more intense
scrutiny of my peers. | am attempting
neither. I have found it necessary to
expose my thesis through this medium
because of the
intense
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objections to my theory from the
honourable members of The Committee,
who have criticized aspects of my
proposal without the full knowledge of
all the points and assumptions I have
made. Therefore I set my theory in its
completeness in the following humble
pages, so that the honourable members
can make a more educated critique of my
ideas.

Before I discovered the Value of
Self Worth; and chose to devote my
remaining working hours to the Lord of
Wisdom, I was taught by my Mostali
friends that the world is but a machine,
broken by foolish gods and evil races,
and that my lot in life was to devote my
energy to its repair. I have since
discovered the falseness of this view, but
not if its basic premise. The world is in
disrepair, yes, but not because of the
foolishness of the God Wars. Its
fundamental cause of breakdown has
always been the responsibility of mortal
man. I know that this claim has been the
source of the most intense objection so
far, so I will take the opportunity to
explain further and outline my proof.

The First Age Experiment
or Gbajiism
No one is quite sure of what Gbaji
was or what he was supposed to
represent, but two things all sane people
are certain of: He was Chaos, and he
tried to destroy the world. One must
not forget however that he was created
by the Broken Council, mere mortals
from all races. His creation was a
mistake, not because the Council had
incomplete knowledge, or that its

methodology was flawed, but because the
principle on which Gbaji was based was
fundamentally wrong: The principle that
mortals can create a god themselves is an
affront to the Cosmos and all its laws.
Surely the fact that Yelm himself stopped
in the sky and time was broken at Gbaji's
birth is evidence that the event shook the
comprormise at its core. Gbaji's action
after the blasphemous event further
reinforce his foulness and the corruption
of his philosophy. What lessons can we
learn from this?

People should not try to gain for
themselves more than what the gods
struggled to get for them. Did we learn
from the Gbaji experiment? Unfortu-
nately not, as we see in the Second Age.

The Second Age Experiment

or God Learnerism

Who were the Godlearners?
Explanations range from morally
bankrupt sorcerers to bandit-adventurers
who plundered the hero plane for
personal gain, without cult guidance and
divine sanction. The Godlearners caused
irreparable damage to the world, such
that we cannot know what it was like
before they came. Their crime lies not in
that they explored forbidden paths, and
discovered forbidden secrets. Their crime
was that they had no respect for what
they sought, and no guidance to
understand what they found. They sought
power for its own sake, and worshipped
themselves. The world itself rose to
destroy them and their empires: the seas
refused their ships, the dragons ate their
cities. As in the First Age, a group of
mortals attempted to create their own
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power, without the normal attachments to
responsibility and respect. Theirs was a
philosophy of exploitation and rape,
violating natural laws in order to take
more from the world than was allotted to
them. What can we learn from the
Godlearners? The world has a natural
order, a cycle of creation and destruction,
and to tamper with this magical order is
to invite the wrath of the gods and the
cosmos. Did we learn from the
Godlearner experiment? Again the
answer is no, as I shall demonstrate.

The Third Age Experiment

or Lunarism

This brings us to the subject of my
thesis, the Lunar Empire. I shall
demonstrate that not only has the curse
of our history repeated itself in this age,
but actually doubled in blasphemous
intensity.

The Lunar Empire presents a
seductive facade to the outside world: It
accepts all faiths and races, and believes
individuals with ability and skill should
rise to the upper levels of society. Behind
this mask lies a corruption even more
foul that Gbaji or the Godlearners,
because in fact the Lunars embrace both!
What proof do I have of this my
honourable peers would ask? Simply
consider the fact that the Lunars publicly
proclaim to worship Nysalor, the term
used for Gbaji by the Broken Council.
Further evidence of Gbajiism lies in the
cult of the Seven Mothers. Each member
of the septate was once a prominent
member of another cult. Take for instance
Yanafal Tarnils, formerly a Sword of
Humakt who broke away from his cult
when he was resurrected. This sort of
violation of cult restriction was also
exhibited by those who fell under the
spell of Gbaji in the First Age.
Lokamayadon, the leader of the Broken
Council, claimed to head the cult of
Orlanth even though his actions nearly
destroyed his god! Each of the Seven
Mothers broke away from their original
cult to embrace the Red Goddess, who
corrupted them with the secrets of Gbaji.
More proof is the empire’s use of chaos
creatures such as the Crimson Bat and
regiments of chaos men. Gbaji used
similar creatures during the invasion of
Dragon Pass and Fronela. The evidence
of Gbaji corruption is irrefutable. What
of the evidence of Godlearner influence
in the Empire? I have studied Lunar
magic for some time now. My interest

was sparked by the possibility that
Lunar magic was similar to Mostali
sorcery. Most of my information came
from the Red Goddess priest Antonius
of Darani, whom I had an opportunity
to converse with during several field
trips to the ruins of Hrelar Amali. I
discovered that their magic was an
entirely new form never before seen
in history. In simplistic terms it
combines spirit spells with the
principles of sorcery. What secrets
allowed the Red Goddess to create an
entirely new type of magical practice?
I believe the answer lies in God
Learner secrets. This kind of magical
experimentation was common under
their rule, and produced such evil
magic as tapping. I admit the
connection is weak, but consider the
Red Moon, created by the Red
Goddess. There is evidence to suggest
that the crimson orb is a typical
example of a Godlearner construct. Its
creation and worship invite compari-
son to the Machine God of Maniria.

I believe that the Lunars have
not only resurrected the worship of
Gbaji, but also revived Godlearner
philosophy. They have not only
embraced these evil concepts, but
made them an integral part of their
god and society. What secret crimes
has the Red Goddess perpetrated
against the world that we are yet to
discover? What is the meaning of her
power to both be and not be:
Goddess and mortal, weak and
strong, female and male,
mother and daughter, creator
and destroyer?

Conclusions

If my theory is correct,
what conclusions can we make
about Gloranthan history and the
coming of the fabled Hero Wars. If
the pattern is to be studied as a whole,
only one conclusion is possible: Each
age of Genertelan history has been
marked by an organized attempt by a
group of mortals to create a separate
source of power not connected to
established sources. In the First Age,
those who worshipped the gods tried
to create a better god and were
punished for their insolence. In the
Second Age the Western civilizations
attempted to do a similar thing, but
differently because we worship no
god directly. Instead we created

a school of thought that promoted the
rape of the natural world in order to
create a new source of power. The world
itself rose to punish these cosmic thieves.
Now we see in the Third Age a repetition
of this pattern, a melding a both previous
evils into one: the Lunar Empire. This is
one more attempt in man’s self destruc-
tive quest to gain control of his surround-
ings without accepting the responsibility
of that control. These attempts to rape,
short cut, and steal power from the gods
leads me to conclude that an issue
unresolved by the compromise is
demanding resolution. The Lunars
embody the most recent attempt to
redefine the contract between mortal and
god, people and land, race and the world.

I fear the Lunar experiment. It
tampers with many more aspects of
Glorantha than either the Godlearners or
Gbaji ever did. Its success seems
unlimited, and resistance has proven
futile. What will stop this empire? Will
Arkat rise again to fight his resurrected
foe? Will the world rise again to destroy
the chaos loving goddess? My only
comfort lies in the words of the Mostali
fathers who assured me that the rise of
the Red Moon is only a sign that the
repair of the world machine is on
schedule.

I dearly hope they were right.
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Holiday Glorantha presents

Windy Hill

A Great temple to Orlanth in Lankst

by Patrik Sandberg

indy Hill is a magnificent
Orlanth Great temple within
the land of Lankst in north-

western Ralios. Since before time Windy
Hill has been a sacred ground for the
Orlanthi in Lankst. It is here that Orlanth
begot the ancestors of the local tribes,
where he held his first Iron Council, and
where he began his epic Lightbringers’
Quest. His divine energies are still within
the central hill, where the temple rises
into the middle air. On the hill he
presided over the meeting between the
clan founders during which he sent his
winds roaring through the uplands
marking the territorial borders that each
clan should abide within. The descen-
dants of those ancient clan and tribal
founders still claim land and territories
marked by these ancient and mystical
Wind Lines.

During the Dawn Ages people gathered
around Windy Hill to worship and to
defend themselves in an uncertain new
world. At that time there were no
buildings. The hill itself was fortified by
earthen and wooden walls. Although the
present day temple is a grandiose
example of Orlanthi art, it is still the
same Dawn Age earth walls that
encircle the Hill.
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The first disorderly centuries of the
Dawning saw the Clan Wind Lords (the
Chieftains and weapon-thanes) acting as
the paramount leaders of the temple and
the clans, The world that awaited
survivors from the Great Darkness was
hard and merciless. This made the
mundane skills possessed by Wind Lords
often more important
than the spiritual
teachings of Storm
Voices.

An early challenge to the
Orlanthi came from a new
deity sponsored by the elves
of Ballid. This bastardised
deity, Yelmalio, was
claiming many clans
located near the outer
fringes of Ballid.

Therefore the clans of the
Windy Hill temple went

to war against the
Yelmalion clans and
their Aldryami allies.
By re-enacting
Orlanth’s struggles b
against Solar KLY
AT

powers the Wind Lords proved their
awareness of the mythical responsibilities
they bore, and at the same time disposed
of their Yelmalio adversaries. The
victorious Orlanthi decided they must
mark their victory with a material focus
that would last through the centuries to
come.

Two Wind Lords, Rohorjan Two-Tongue-
Tale and Aalard the Dark, led a heroic
raid deep into the great elf woods of
Ballid. With a staunch band of followers,
and carrying magical adamantine saws,
they entered a sacred grove of gigantic
Hard Wood trees. These trees were so
strong that only adamantine, chaos ooze,
or 333 days of burning could damage
them. With the magic saws the trees were
felled and then more than a hundred
sylphs carried the party and their booty
back to Windy Hill.

The Hard Wood trunks became the
foundation of the temple the Wind Lords
began to erect on Windy Hill. The
magical hardness of the Aldryami trees
made a perfect base to the building that
has since been built, level by level,
through the centuries.

Windy Hill temple was visited by
missionaries from the Second Council
but the leaders were reluctant to
participate in the Ostentalka experiment.
During Gbaji's reign in lowland Ralios
the Orlanthi in Lankst either remained
aloof and withdrawn, or else were found
on the side opposed to the Bright Chaos
God. The evil influence of
Lokaymadonism* was never a danger
here, and the clans claim that they have
a purer Orlanthi worship as a result.

Relations with the Aldryami of Ballid
had been tense and aggressive ever
since Rohorjan and Aalard’s raid.
Fighting erupted constantly over the
centuries. When the EIf
King of Ballid marched
out with an army of
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Elves to meet Arkat and fight against
Gbaji, the differences were forgotten and
the Orlanthi joined with the Elves (albeit
on the opposite wing of Arkat’s army).
After the Gbaji-wars a truce was made a
truce between Windy Hill and Ballid.
Ever since, relations between the two
have been less violent, with each side
ignoring the other as much as possible.
But it should be noted that opinions of
the Orlanthi of Windy Hill concerning
the Aldryami are more prejudiced than
average among Orlanthi. The Aldryami
return this contempt. Intermittent raiding
continues between the two but rarely
leads to a outright conflict. In fact the
terms of the truce allow for this with
agreements for exchanging prisoners and
payment of weregeld in the case of
unlawful killings.

In the Third Age Windy Hill has grown
in power, reaching great temple status
just over 300 years ago. It has also
become the traditional meeting place for
the Confederation of Jofrain, which is
formed whenever unity between the clans
is felt necessary.

Recently (1617), the temple has had
some difficulties with Kocholong, the
King of Lankst, who doesn’t want the
attitudes of the temple to disturb his
relations with the elves of Ballid, whom
the King pays tribute to. But at the same

time Ulrar Plantburner, an influential
Storm Voice, has gathered a large
following of initiates at the temple, and
he claims that the road to glory for
Orlanth lies within the confines of Ballid.
In his visions he has sensed a previously
unknown Wind Line, apparently the
beginning of a Hero Quest path straight
into the Woods of Ballid. The High Wind
Voice Tormadan Skinflower is hard
pressed to mediate between the aggres-
sive Ulrar and the mighty King
Kocholong. Opinions are mixed among
the Orlanthi between those who favour
keeping the truce and those who feel its
usefulness has ended.

Temple Description

(see accompanying map and picture)
The temple is situated on Windy Hill, the
central hill in a region of rolling hills
located roughly in the centre of Lankst.
Ancient earth walls encircle the whole
hill, with four openings protected by
rune-carved and magical wooden gates
at each of the compass points. From the
gates many paths circle their way up to
the summit of the hill. Magical defenses
are built into both earth wall and the
wooden stockade that surmounts it.
The top of the hill is rather flat, and on
holy days most of the congregation
gathers outside to worship.

)
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Great winds are razed, the
Storm Voices chant, and the
horizons in all directions
have a tendency to become
hazy as though Windy Hill
was about to slide into the
God Plane and leave the
mundane plane altogether.

1. King’s Tower

The central great tower is
dedicated to Orlanth in his
position as King of the
Universe. It rises many
stories high, each story
being around 10 meters
high. A number of windows
dot the walls, so that there
is a constant breeze within
the tower. The ground floor
holds the massive trunks of
Hard Wood that Rohorjan
and Aalard used to found
the temple. They support
the weight of the whole
King’s Tower.

Tormaden Skinflower

Among the many wooden and stone
statues of Orlanth, there are also found
two mysterious standing stones. Their
surfaces have been chiselled with signs
and patterns, eyes and truth runes. They
are called Lodakan’s Stones. Lodakan
was a wild sage who worked at the
temple in the First Age. Obsessed with
Law he wanted to describe and depict
Orlanth’s Wind Lines once and for all.
The results of his researches he inscribed
onto these already ancient stones.
Unfortunately, the key to reading
Lodakan’s rather obscure messages and
signs has since been lost, so the two
stones are now of no help in assisting the
settling of disputes over Wind Lines and
land rights. Many have tried to interpret
the messages over the years, but none
have succeeded.

In past it is said that the temple owned a
scroll which held the key to understand-
ing Lodakan’s Stones, but officially the
scroll has been missing for over 20 years
now. (Rumours that the High Storm
Voice has the scroll, and has been
commanded by Orlanth himself never to
reveal it are unconfirmed.)

2. Hall of Honour

Each of the halls (2-7) are named after
one of Orlanth’s favoured traits, and
before entering a worshipper must boast
of a recent occasion when they evidenced
that trait. The impious are refused entry.
All of the halls share the same general
pattern: The ground floor is a long hall-
way leading to the King’s Tower and the
walls are hung with tapestries depicting
famous scenes of Orlanth or Orlanthi
Heroes exhibiting the relevant trait.

On the second floor there are quarter’s
for Storm Voices, acolytes and Wind
Lords. However if the residents do not
behave in the proper way (i.e. if they
don’t have 15-20 in the relevant
personality trait) ugly Enforcers make it
impossible for them to stay there
permanently. The result is that some halls
are often crowded, but others can be
empty for short or long periods.

On the third floor there are rooms in
which residents can pray or make
sacrifices to Orlanth. Many come here to
sit in silent contemplation, listen to the
whispering of the wind, or the roaring of
the storm. Poetry, with the various traits
as their subject, is read or composed in
these parts of the temple. The famous
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poet Bedvadar of Miktorn created his
praised and epic lay “The Repentance of
Orlanth” in the Hall of Wisdom, for
instance.

For Hall of Piety (3), Hall of Courage
(4), Hall of Wisdom (5), Hall of
Generosity (6), and Hall of Justice (7),
see above.

8) Youth tower.

In this tower are paraphernalia and
pictures describing the events of
Orlanth’s youth, including the contests
against Yelm and his early conflicts. This
is a very popular spot with young and
newly-initiated Orlanthi’s on their first trip
to Windy Hill. Here they gather and boast
of their deeds, mostly of deeds to come.

9. Storm Tower

Here the worshippers can learn of
Orlanth’s actions in the tumultuous
mythic Age when Orlanth fought to
conquer the world. Opponents included
other Air Gods, Light Gods, EIf Gods,
Darkness Deities and Draconic powers.
When traditional foes are to be fought, or
other events about to take place, that can
be traced to Orlanth’s Storm Age, cultists
visit this tower to gain inspiration, to
make offerings, or to hold rituals.

10. Quest Tower

Here is represented the Lightbringers’
Quest. The tale told is the Windy Hill
version. The tower holds trophies or
relics supposedly given as gifts to Hero-
Questers of the cult from Orlanth. None
is very important or potent except as
symbols of power.

Initiates visiting the tower are often filled
with awe. There are many mysterious
happenings in this place. Some parts are
closed off and only Rune Levels
preparing for great Quests may visit them
to learn special secrets and myths.

11. Thunderous House

This is a shrine to Orlanth Thunderous.
Many worshippers come here praying for
rain to their fields and clement weather.
Offerings from cultists are common.
Weather spirits and sylphs sometimes
appear in this house. Also, it is here that
prayers are made to learn or regain
magics to Increase Wind, Decrease Wind,
Cloudcall, Cloudclear, Thunderbolt and
Wind Warp.
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12. Adventurous House
(Vulgarly called the House of Riff-raff
by some.) This place has a military feel to
it, it is where the warrior thanes and
champions of the clans meet to swap war
stories and boasts, and to fight. In a small
room at the back wandering adventurers
of all sorts are given hospitality. Humakti
or Storm Bulls are often more numerous
in this house than pure Orlanthi. Shrines
to Orlanth Adventurous and Mastakos
provide the spells of Wind Words, Fly,
Shield, Teleportation and Guided
Teleportation.

13. Rex House

Shrine to Orlanth Rex. It is here that
chieftains and kings from Lankst,
belonging to the Rex subcult, gather and
meet, often hoping for divine guidance in
their decisions as leaders, so that they
will rule justly and virtuously. Rune
Magic available include Command

Worshippers, Command Priests, Detect
Honour, Bless Woad and Bless
Thunderstone.

14. Lightbringer House

This is a mysterious house where only
Rune Levels or the mighty and the brave
dare tread. In the past cosmic forces have
been known to whisk unsuitable people
away into oblivion. The house embodies
the mystical and heroquesting aspects of
Orlanth. Note that the doorway points to
the west - the route of the Lightbringers’
path to the land of Dusk.

In this house the most secret rites and
knowledge are taught to those deemed
worthy. The unique Windy Hills Rune
Spells for Hero-Questing can only be
learnt by studying with the Storm Voices
here. Garundyer, the hero of Seven
Storms, has visited Lightbringer House
several times and talked to Tormadan
Skinflower for days.
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15. House of The Sandals
of Darkness

This building houses a shrine to one of
the Magical Weapons subcults. A Wind
Lord presides over each shrine and the
heroquest that must be faced for
candidates to gain the use of the
respective Rune spells.

16. House of the Lightning
Spear, 17. House of the
Scarf of Mist, and 18. House
of the Sword.

Surroundings: (not shown on picture)

At the foot of the hill, both inside and
outside the earth wall, there are always a
more or less permanent “city” of tents to
house all the worshippers. Many leaders
or other long-term visitors have built
their own buildings to dwell in.
Goldentongue merchants always have
wares to sell, including huge amounts of
alcoholic beverages.

Inside the earth wall, in buildings of their
own, Orlanth’s associate cults (Ernalda
and the Lightbringers) have shrines.

Some notable
personages

High Storm Voice Tormadan Skinflower.
Windy Hill is fortunate to have such a
powerful leader. In his mid-fifties he is
still a mighty brute who as was once a
Wind Lord. He is a thoughtful and clever
leader, though his critics would call him
cold and calculating. Lately he has had
dealings with Garundyer and is helping
the HeroQuester gather an Iron Council.

Wind Voice Sortegast the Crooked.
Twenty years ago this now elderly priest
tried to re-enact Rohorjan and Aalard’s
raid against Ballid. Unfortunately, he was
cursed by an Aldrya shaman. Now, on
every holy day of Aldrya, Sortegast’s
lungs and windpipe burst with foliage
and flower, which flows out of his
mouth. Of course he would have died
long ago if it wasn’t for the local Healers
who have managed to find herbs to
counter the attacks. Needless to say,
every Aldrya day is still a painful
experience to Sortegast.

Storm Voice Ulrar Plantburner. Young
and ambitious. Pupil to Sortegast, he has

managed to gather a rather large
contingent among the initiates during the
last years. As noted above he is antago-
nistic toward the Ballid elves and he is
currently awaiting signs from Orlanth to
launch hostile activities against them in
contravention of the truce.

Wind Lord Averon Thunderfoot. Five
years ago, this competent Wind Lord
returned from a lengthy journey in the
far-away Lunar Empire. He has learned
to hate the Chaos-loving Empire. Averon
has heard that priests prophesying about
a holy war to begin in legendary Dragon
Pass, and he has been stricken with
visions himself. He is very keen on
forming an army of tribesmen and
undertake the heroic trek across the
continent to Dragon Pass.

Storm Voice Joteryer Longleap. A very,
very old man, Joteryer is only seen on
cult days. Otherwise he has retired to his
chamber where he surrounds himself
with 25 shadow cats, and plays with
small sylphs. Sometimes his old but pure
voice can be heard singing in
Stormspeech. Unbeknown to all, it is
Joteryer who is in possession of the
scroll supposed to help reading
Lodakan’s Stones.

Wind Lines

These are mystical, non-material, half-
spiritual winds that blow in a crisscross
pattern across Lankst, marking
the borders between clan

journey along some forgotten Wind Line,
guided by their Law Speakers, Storm
Voices or Breath Shaman. Through this
policy the Wind Lines once breathed by
Orlanth have become a means to achieve
political goals by shrewd chieftains and
kings. Every so often a clan will claim
alteration of their territorial borders when
a band of Orlanthi have found and
travelled a new Wind Line. The disputes
arising from these claims are judged at
the Windy Hill Temple where the truth
behind the stories is tested.

Sources: Glorantha, Genertela;
Genertela Book, Wyrms Footnotes, Issue
13, pp 4-10, Heroes, Vol 1, No 4, pp 17-
20, 29, 30

Note: * Lokamayadonism is a Chaotic
action when a chosen leader goes too far
in taking personal power for himself.
Lokamayadon was the representative of
the Storm tribes at the Second Council,
He was present when the council created
Osentalka, The Perfect One, or Gbaji as
he was known to many. He ruthlessly
crushed all those Storm tribes that tried
to oppose him, and eventually usurped
part of the powers of Orlanth and set
himself up in Orlanth’s place. Those who
resisted found that their own rituals Had
been invaded and sabotaged.
Lokamayadon was finally defeated when
Harmast Barefoot returned with Arkat
the Liberator and his Western army.

territories. The problem is, that
due to the ever changing nature of
Air, the Wind Lines have a habit
of continually moving around. It
is also a very hard task finding
and then following a Wind Line.

Some people, specially gifted, get
a chance - often when least
expected and to their own
surprise - to find a Wind Line.
When they “feel” that they stand
in a Wind Line they can try to
follow it across the terrain, by
means magical and mystical, or
through ordinary skills. Such
guidance has been given in the
past and it will be given again.
Thus, it is possible to intention-
ally seek and find a Wind Line
through great diligence.

Once in a while, some tribal
would-be-heroe tries the mystic

A A o v

Ulrar Plantburner
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OGZAG'S
HALL

By Jon Quaife

We plough our fields to grow our grain.
We grow our grain to bake our bread.
But the secret, that lies far below,

In the place where lost things go.

INTRODUCTION

Locals always know where to find Murrine’s orphanage—it’s
the only place anybody can find any decent healing in the vicinity.
Murrine is a holy woman who follows Teelo Norri. Rumour has that
she has good connections, and the kids who stay in her orphanage
always seem to be the healthiest looking kids around. But locals will
also be the first to tell you that Murrine isn’t the sort to exorcise
infections with charms of the goat-goddess or by one of Chalana’s
healing trances. In fact, Murrine doesn’t seem to know any flash
‘magic’ at all, except for her Healing Bread, miraculous bread that’s
guaranteed to see off anything from a wart or verruca to a duelling
wound. Once, Glabdrops the gametal-monger asked her where she
learned her secret, to which she replied, “Queen Ogzag’s Hall.” Since
then, everyone’s been keen to find out exactly where “Queen Ogzag’s
Hall” is, but since nobody’s had any success, the local Storm Voice is
saying that it must be a very magical place indeed. Murrine’s Healing
Bread is not for sale, but she gives it away if she has any to spare.

In fact, Queen Ogzag’s Hall is a magical place that could be
hidden away in any city. This scenario assumes that the player char-
acters live in a tribal community in some way associated with a nearby
town. Queen Ogzag’s Hall’s location is so secret that perhaps only
Ogzag and Murrine know where it is. In this scenario, the player
characters (PC’s) are likely to find out and thereby satisfy the curios-
ity of just about everyone in the community.

Murrine’s orphanage is not all that it seems. Murrine’s con-
nections go as high up as the Red Emperor himself, although nobody
seems to know quite what the connection is. Nonetheless, the street-
orphans that Murrine finds, feeds and educates seem to go far in the
Empire; a good many serve the Emperor himself as courtiers, mili-
tary officers, scribes or concubines. There seems to be no obvious
reason for this although some speculate that Murrine must know some-
thing that the Red Emperor would rather she didn’t. In this case, ei-
ther her good sense or his benevolent mercy (depending on your point
of view) stays his hand from unleashing the panoply of demons and
assassins at his disposal.

Nonetheless, Murrine’s orphanage does seem to be under threat
from other quarters and, despite Murrine’s protests, the Emperor seems
powerless to intervene. This is no doubt because a good deal of his
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revenue is dependant upon taxes from the satrapy of Oronin ruled by
the Eel-Aryash clan, who seem to represent the Imperial concern seek-
ing an end to Murrine’s charitable works. In any case a high ranking
sister of the Eel Aryash, Persephone Hekias’-daughter, arrived in town
and claimed one of Murrine's children, a Carmanian lad called Rufus,
as her own son. Few people believe that Persephone is the type to
have kids (but then, what do provincials know about the Lunar aris-
tocracy?), but it seems clear that Murrine has no intention of handing
over the child. When the Provincial Court ruled that Persephone was
the rightful ward of the boy, Murrine condemned it as a sham. Re-
course now seems to lie in the hands of Persephone, who has appar-
ently threatened to burn down the orphanage.

Using this Scenario

The role of the characters in this scenario is for them to defend
Murrine’s orphanage in the final showdown with Persephone; if they
choose not to do this, they will be simple onlookers as the story un-
folds. The best way to provide the characters with some interest in
assisting Murrine and/or opposing Persephone is to introduce these
PC’s well in advance of running this scenario. By the time of the
showdown in Murrine’s orphanage they will be familiar faces to the
PC’s.

The Symbolic Act

Murrine is the benevolent and tolerant Lunar, embodying the
classic principles of Lunar femininity. She supports religious free-
dom and dislikes narrow minded, culture based perspectives (you
know, the sort most PC’s have). Her charity, however, is uncondi-
tional and she is well-liked in the vicinity. Thus, Murrine’s interac-
tion with the PC’s and their clan will be a charitable one; healing
people or their animals, caring for the elderly, educating the local
children, or participating in the clan rites as Teelo Norri, Chalana
Arroy or Heler.

Rufus is six years old; a cute kid who probably plays with the
PCs’ children when Murrine brings him to the village. Apparently he
comes from a wealthy Carmanian noble family killed in the recent
rebellion there. He ended up in the local town with a host of hungry
refugees heading to grant-lands in Prax.

At some time during the PC’s association with Murrine she
will ask the PC’s if they will take her to a high place, preferably an
Orlanth holy place (this could be somewhere like Orlanth Victorious,
Stormwalk or Wintertop if you wished to make an entire adventure of
it), where she prays to the gods of the site and releases three doves.
Such an act, Murrine assures the PC’s, brings good fortune in some
lands and blesses the spirits and gods of the shrine.

A Pain in the Neck

Persphone is a dedicant of Yara Aranis, the horse-eating god-
dess, and she is escorted by a contingent of the Hell Sisters Cavalry
regiment. Her role in your campaign should be to obstruct the PC’s
wherever possible, and to retreat behind a facade of Lunar law when
she is threatened. Her actions should really upset and inconvenience
your PC's. Thus she might burn down a local stead as a reprisal for
some trivial incident, or intervene against the PCs’ clan in a local
feud (perhaps to gain one of the warring groups’ support in her effort
to close the orphanage). She is bored, angry and rich, with no duties
and a squad of six fearsome cavalry troopers at her disposal.

Whenever the PC’s meet Murrine with or without Rufus,
Persephone should not be far from the scene; thus if the characters
have visited the orphanage, chances are they'll run into Persephone
on the return trip; if Murrine visits their village, Persephone will prob-
ably ride through the next day. In addition, if anything terrible hap-
pens to the PC’s or their families, chances are Persephone will have
had a hand in it somewhere.

BEGINNING THE
ADVENTURE

The Confrontation Looms...

The showdown begins in a small tavern outside of the town
where you have decided to situate Murrine’s orphanage. It is mid-day
when the characters are sitting enjoying a mug of ale and a hunk of
roast boar when a friend rushes in with some news: “Lookout boys,
that madwoman Perse—what’s-her-name’s heading this way, and she’s
in some kind of a rage! Some strange looking bloke arrived from up
north just as I was in Runegate, one of those messengers I think, He
must’ve had some message about that kid Rufus: whatever he said
she didn’t seem too pleased about it! Orlanth’s beard, you should've
heard her scream! “That f—ing bitch,” she yelled, ‘I'm going to raze
her stinking little pig-hut!” And then she went storming off, over to
Lonspoint where her soldiers are guarding those sheep they took from
Jerome’s-stead last week. I don’t care what they say about these
Lunar’s being civilised, they ain’t got no common decency...”

Lull the PC’s into thinking that this week’s scenario is in ac-
tual fact a clan moot or some business about buying a horse; some-
thing that gives them a reason to be in the tavern when this messenger
arrives. Perhaps prompt the PCs' going to the orphanage by encour-
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aging them to follow the village nosy-parker, or by having a couple
of Persephone’s arrogant troopers enter the tavern to ask questions
while Persephone and her troopers wait outside: “Oi, jerk! Where’s
the holy woman and that brat Rufus? Not here you say? All right
girls, search the place ... Not here? OK, we’ll burn her and her rat-
hole together.” If both these routines fail, have the PCs’ chief order
them to go to town after the nosy-parker who is (of course) a witness
required for the moot that was to be held or transaction to be under-
taken.

* ’
Murrine’s Orphanage
From the outside, Murrine’s house looks like a typical one-
storey middle-class townhouse. A sheltered veranda runs along the

front of the house, and a large double oak door has “Home For Un-
wanted Children; Provincial Branch™ painted on it in Pelorian char-
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acters and written in local tongue. Such an austere exterior, however,
belies the interior. The house is full of children, many of whom con-
verge upon all visitors, especially unfamiliar ones. They range in age
from suckling babes to twelve years old.

Room 1 - Entrance Hall

This room has whitewashed walls and a tiled floor. It is clean
and featureless except for a long bench which lies along the east wall.
Sick children are sometimes sent to sleep in isolation on this bench.

Room 2 - Murrine’s Office
This room contains a fine desk with a stylised bronze head
facing outward at each corner, a seat and three bedrolls (one for

Murrine, two for troublesome children). The door to the office is locked
at all times, as are all the desk drawers and the cabinet.

Room 3 - Kitchen

This typical kitchen contains a stove, pots and pans, a table,
four chairs, and other predictable kitchen utensils.

Room 4 - Dormitory

This is the dormitory for the older children (aged four and up).
In total the room contains twenty beds and two chairs. If children are
sleeping here a warden will be in attendance at all times. What scant
possessions the children own are stored beneath their beds.

Room 5 - Classroom

This room contains thirty desks, some tables, and a large black-
board on the east wall. During the night, children who cannot fit in
the dormitory sleep here.

Room 6 - Children’s Room

This room contains eighteen cots; it is the nursery for children
aged up to four years. Some simple toys are scattered about the floor,
and a chair and desk are placed in a corner for the warden who is
always on duty here.

Room 7 - The Back Yard

Washing and toilet facilities are to be found here.
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The Slanging Match with
Persephone

When the characters arrive a crowd is gathering outside the
orphanage. Persephone’s troopers wait outside, sitting atop their
horses, as well as a number of NPC’s from an enemy clan of the PC’s
(if Persephone has managed to ally them); Persphone’s horse is rider-
less—she is either arguing with the town garrison's captain at the
gate or has gone to bring some burning staves from somebody’s
hearthfire. If the PC’s are looking for the village nosy-parker, they
will see no sign of him in the crowd; however, they do see Rufus
beckoning to them from one of the orphanage windows—Rufus can-
not leave the orphanage for fear of being grabbed by one of
Persephone’s lackeys.

If the PC’s enter the orphanage the children seem more ex-
cited than frightened. Murrine will ask the characters if they will stay
in the orphanage, hoping that they will help her get the children to
safety if the worst happens and Perspehone sets fire to the place.
Murrine shows no interest in any defence plans that the PC's choose
to draw up; on the contrary, she insists that the door into the Entrance
Hall (Room 1) is not locked or otherwise obstructed, and states that
no sword is to be drawn unless the children are in any direct danger.
Rufus is excited along with all the other children; he and a couple of
boys have readied kitchen knives and wooden scimitars with which
they intend to set about Perspehone’s soldiers.

When Persephone arrives she hands out burning torches and
barks some orders to organise her troops (three of whom are sta-
tioned at the front entrance, and three at the rear — extra clansmen
supplement these and also enable Persephone to take two of her Hell
Sisters troopers into the orphanage with her). Seeing this, this chil-
dren make a great deal of noise. When Persephone enters the orphan-
age Murrine (with Rufus at her side) will go into the entrance hall to
speak with her ‘guest.” At least a couple of the PC’s should follow
Murrine; this is after all where the action is.

This should be your players’ opportunity to direct all their
verbal venom at Persphone who will, of course, rise to the occasion.
If PC’s try and beguile her with sophisticated or subtle talk, she’ll
just be abusive: “Your mother was a whore, just like all your women
in their pig-huts; your father was full of hot air, he boasted of brave
deeds but in the heat of battle he died a coward’s death,” that sort of
thing—all the better if Persephone can insult friends or relatives of
the PC’s with some degree of remotely truthful authority. Murrine
has no intention of handing over the child Rufus, although this wran-
gling between Perspehone and the PC's will no doubt distract every-
body from this pressing issue for some time.

A Fight Fought to the Bitter
End?

If it comes to a fight, Murrine will not participate in any way.
It should be clear to your PC’s that getting involved in a fight against
Lunar soldiers will ultimately prove to be bad for them.

If Persephone is slain, the scenario ends. This is not what
Murrine wanted, but she will grudgingly acknowledge the mis-
guided assistance of the PC's and reward them appropriately.
Whether the fight is lost or won, if any Lunars are killed the
characters must suffer the consequences of criminal status. In
this case they had best leave the area, and even so there is no
guarantee that reprisals will not be exacted upon friends
and family. If the PC's lose the battle Murrine will be taken
prisoner and executed the next day (unless Persephone
is dead, in which case she will simply be left to rot in
a prison, perhaps eventually to be slaughtered in
an arena spectacle somewhere) and the children will
be moved away. The characters will never see Rufus
again and the orphanage burned to the ground.

The Avatar

However, perhaps as swords are drawn, for a brief moment
everybody hesitates. All outside noise ceases; the only sounds that
can be heard are those made by the people in the entrance hall, and
these seem incredibly loud; otherwise, everything is silent. Time seems
to stand still; the quality of light in the room seems to change to a dim
but soothing glow. A dove flies into the room and lands upon Murrine’s
head, and she begins to sing.

“Elelelu! Elelu! Three doves to the three realms: So say the
gods of Above, Below and of the Realms of Men: ‘We have struck
dumb the boy Rufus. He who may restore his speech shall be his
keeper.’”

Once these words have been spoken, things return to normal.
A silence descends upon those present in the entrance hall. Murrine
looks pale and sits down. Rufus cries and buries his head in Murrine's
skirts; as the avatar has proclaimed, his speech is lost.

Persephone demands custody of Rufus; Murrine refuses.
Persphone reiterates her legal right to take him away, as determined
by the Provincial court. Murrine states that she knows how to cure
the boy. Persephone condemns her healing abilities and swears that
he will be seen by the finest doctors of Peloria. Murrine refuses to
hand over the child, which provokes another threat from Persephone
to burn down the orphanage. Seizing the child she tells Murrine that
he will remain in the provincial capital until her doctors have healed
him, then the business will be settled with the courts and with the
gods. Murrine does not resist.

The Next Step

Murrine must now rely on the help of the PC’s. She suspects
that the cure that will heal Rufus lies on a magical path to the Hall of
Queen Ogzag, a troll Queen whose underworld treasures include a
crust of the first bread ever baked by Ernalda. Murrine has already
trodden this path and to do so again would risk greater danger. In her
efforts to persuade the PC’s or their clan to assist her she will speak
of the benefits of the quest; while she does not know the consequences
of failure, she will confess that she suspects Rufus to be a son of the
Red Emperor.

If the PC’s are not certain regarding whether or not they wish
to assist Murrine, have them arrange a decision making process which
will provide some entertainment and roleplay. If the characters are
Orlanthi, perhaps this should be dicussed in their clan council, ap-
portioning each PC the role of one of the thirteen members. In this
way you can introduce some NPC influence but still leave the PC's
feeling that haven’t been railroaded into the scenario; even with a
council they may still say
no.




SEEKING OUT QUEEN
OGZAG’'S HALL

Murrine’s Magic Door

If the PC’s agree to help, Murrine wastes no time in making
the preparations to undertake a long journey. Once these are com-
plete she leads them away from the town and up into a local wildland
region. This journey might take a day or two. After this the group will
camp in a particular place with which Murrine seems familiar. That
night Murrine will go searching alone in the dark, returning after a
number of hours: she will look tired and despondent and will be re-
luctant to answer questions. PC’s who stay up even later to watch
will notice that Murrine doesn’t sleep that night, and instead spends
her time scrutinising the stars. This routine may continue for two or
even three nights more, until finally she returns to the camp one evening
and beckons the characters to gather themsleves and follow her.

She leads the characters until after a short time the party reach
a stone trap-door in the ground. This looks quite out of place given
the surroundings, and the PC’s should be surprised to find it here.
The area has a strange, dream—Ilike quality about it; characters who
pinch themselves or some such trick feel none the better for doing so.

Murrine says, “Descend down the stairs beneath this door and
you will reach a corridor at the end of which can be found Queen
Ogzag's Hall, wherein are her underworld treasures. Speak with her,
and she will sell you a crumb of Ernalda’s crust. May fortune go with
you and the goddess smile upon you. Farewell.”

Down the Stairs
1. The One-way Stairway

The stairs are steep and seem to descend for ever. All the char-
acters will become fatigued and tired in the descent and nod off to
sleep, only to be uncomfortably revived, at least once. Strangely, the
characters don’t seem to need torches; the stairway is just as dark as
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they expect it to be. Attempting to ascend these stairs is futile; it
seems much harder than descending and provokes a feeling of end-
lessness and hoplessness in the would-be ascendant.

2. The Grey Corridor

Eventually the nightmare ends, and the PC’s emerge at one
end of a dim, grey corridor twenty metres long. The corridor is illu-
minated by three torches on the left hand wall. There are two doors in
the corridor; a left-hand door at the far end, and one half way down in
the right hand wall. The corridor is three metres wide.

As soon as a character sets foot in the corridor the door half
way down opens and a cave troll comes ambling towards the charac-
ters. The very next round after he is slain, another will emerge. This
supply is inexhaustible and can only be staunched by barring the door
in The Guard Room (2). The door at the far end of the corridor is
barred from the other side, and leads to Queen Ogzag’s Hall. There is
a sign on the door but the writing is incomprehensible.

3. The Guard Room

The right-hand door leads to the Guardroom. This room is 7m
square and featureless except for two doors located on opposite walls.
Both doors can be bolted from the inside; one leads to the Grey Cor-
ridor (1) and the other to the Frigidplain Expanse (3).

‘While the characters are in this room, just like the corridor,
they will continually be attacked by cave trolls. The trolls appear
from the doorway which opens onto the Frigidplain Expanse; barring
this door is one way of stopping their attacks.

4. The Frigidplain Expanse

Through the far doorway from the guardroom, a vast, dark
plain can be seen. There are no lights in the sky above (if it is the sky,
that is). About twenty metres from the Guardroom doorway a huge
tree can be seen. It stands twenty metres tall and looks something like
a broad evergreen tree, except for the fact that it is completely yellow
— needles, trunk, cones; everything. At the foot of the tree is a hole
two metres wide by two metres top to bottom. Past the mouth of this
entrance lies a huge cave complex full of cave trolls. This is the source
of the trolls which have attacked the charactersup to now.

5. Queen Ogzag’s Hall

Queen Ogzag's Hall is forty metres long by sixteen metres
wide: there are four exits from the hall, two at each end. The only way
that Queen Ogzag’s Hall can be entered from the Grey Corridor is by
knocking on the door. One of Ogzag’s trollkin will respond in 1D6+3
melee rounds (enough time to give your PC’s a good scare wih the
cave trolls outside). The interior of the hall is a mass of trolls and
trollkin, eating trash, talking, drinking and fighting. The floor is cov-
ered in filthy rags that evidently were once luxurious rugs the like of
which even a tribal king would be proud to own. The PC’s, even if
they bundle through the door fighting a cave troll, are liable to be
ignored. At the far end of the hall is a pile of rubbish and junk some
eight meters high, atop which is perched Ogzag’s throne.

. -
Dealing with Ogzag

The characters will either have to shout very loud or scramble
up the pile of junk to gain the attention of the Mistress-troll Queen. In
so doing the PC’s will notice a good number of troll guards standing
round and about, although they come no closer to either the charac-
ters or their Queen.

Ogzag is the only troll in the hall who understands the PC’s
languages {unless you have any PC trolls). She is so old and wise that
the most formal of approaches seems insignificant to her; consequently
she seems unabashed even in the face of particularly arrogant PC’s.
Whenever she is about to speak the entire hall falls silent, drinking in
the long pause as she considers what has been said before responding
to it.
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Ogzag is happy to trade a crumb of
Ernalda’s bread with the PC's. Her price is high,
but all she asks for are things that are no use to
the PC’s in their lives. Thus, she might ask for
types or proportions of a character’s forgotten
thoughts, cut hair, spent money, dead cattle, or
lost possessions. When the PC’s have struck a
deal one of Ogzag’s attendants will scuttle off
and hand a PC a fist-sized lump of dry bread.
With this, the deal is concluded.

Cheating On Ogzag

The heap is Ogzag’s pile of underworld
treasure; her share of lost and forgotten things in
the world. As the PC’s scramble up the heap,
have each one make a Scan roll. Success means
that the character spots something that he or his
family had lost in the past. This should be some-
thing quite valuable or precious; an heirloom, a
magic item, a lover’s flower. If a PC picks up
such an item it will provoke no reaction from
any of the trolls in the hall who in any case spend
their time grubbing around for tasty scraps to
eat. Offering to purchase the item from Ogzag
will not merit any response; her answer would
be ‘no,’ but to say so would be beneath her dig-
nity. If a character embarasses Ogzag by persis-
tently asking, her attendants will make known

her displeasure, or perhaps even throw the of-
fending individual out of the hall. There is no
overt reaction to theft in Ogzag’s hall: PC parties who do steal, how-
ever, will always leave by a left-hand exit.

Leaving Ogzag’s Hall

Ogzag’s hall has four exits, two ‘right hand’ exits, and two
‘left hand’ ones. The left hand exits lead to places at the extremes of
the world, while the right hand ones lead to places in the mundane
realm. The two left hand exits lead to the One-way Stairway and the
underworld expanse called Frigidplain (which eventually ends at the
place called “Hellcrack,” south of Pent), and to the Bloggom Marshes
on the western edge of the known world. The two right-hand exits
lead to the Devil’s Playground in Pavis, and (by water) to the Styx
grotto Esrolia. If a PC tries to leave the hall stealing a familar item,
the entire PC group will be directed to a left-hand exit. Generally
speaking, questors enter and leave at opposite ends of the hall; thus
the PC’s will head for the Styx grotto or the Bloggom Marshes.

The left-hand exit the PC’s are most likely to take if any of
them have stolen from Ogzag’s treasure horde presents the characters
with a steep slope of slimy rock, red mud and trickling brooks. Time
is hard to follow here, and the climb to the top may take hours or
years; each step is an activity for its own sake and somehow bears no
temporal relation to any other. At the top of this climb, the characters
arrive on a rocky ledge looking eastwards across the Purple Marshes
of Bloggom.

The journey to the surface world through the right-hand exit is
easier. This might constitute a dream-like subterranean boat ride, or a
hike in which Issaries or a dead NPC guides the PC’s a good deal of
the way.

THE BLOGGOM MARCHES

If your PC's wind up in the Purple Marshes of Bloggom it is
not the end of the world for them (even though that's where they are).
The vegetation here emerges from a seemingly never-ending
expanse of very wet mud, and is purple in colour. The sky here is
continually red; the sun runs directly from east to west, but is small
and distant at sunrise and huge and close at sunset. Just as the sun

dips over the horizon, a clanging sound can be heard, like huge metal
gates closing. Once the sun has set, the marshes remain illuminated
by an eerie purple glow whose source is the vegetation here.

For the edge of the world, the Bloggom Marshes are a com-
paratively safe place. A pathway marks a west-east route through the
marshes, although often the characters will follow forks which lead
to dead ends, or to traps set by marsh elves. Just how your characters
will escape from here is up to you. The author’s suggestion is to have
them run into a wolf-pirate crew hauling their ship eastwards. Half
starving, they will be glad to recruit the PC’s. The scenario pack “Vi-
kings!" offers material which would be entertaining to employ in this
context. The book “Voyage of the Dawn Treader,” by C.S. Lewis, is
recommended for all potential world’s-edge referees.

CONCLUSION

Eventually the PC’s will hopefully return with their piece of
Ernalda’s bread. If this is not many years later Rufus will still be in
the provincial capital and Murrine will heal him; soon after she closes
the orphanage and heads north back into the Heartlands, taking the
boy with her. Although Murrine claimed to have been acting in the
best interests of the characters and their families, only the future can
reveal the truth in this. Whatever his fate, Rufus will remember the
PC’s.

Above all, however, things do change in the locality when the
PC’s return. Ernalda’s bread turns out to be quite a curiosity, and
many of the village women try a morsel before Murrine takes the
remainder away to the provincial capital. There is much talk of bread
recipes in the local inn and it might be said that the locals begin to
look a good deal healthier.

Ernalda’s Bread

Both Ogzag and Murrine would claim that the lump of bread
retrieved by the PC’s in the underworld was a crumb of Ernalda’s
original loaf. Whether this is true or not, the morsel has some amaz-
ing curative properties. One crumb is enough to give the consumer a
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+5 CON bonus next time he or she makes a CON roll against disease,
for the purposes of healing, or during childbirth. A whole mouthful is Rumour Indicators
enough to cure any wound or bodily affliction or prevent aging for a
year. Anyone simply tasting the bread with any sort of aptitude for
cooking (ie a skill above base chance) will never look at bread in the
same light again, and will no doubt gain a reputation for baking the
most delicious and nourishing bread in the district. As for any who
retrieved the bread from Ogzag's hall, should he ever turn a hand to
baking or brewing, will soon have the locals talking of the miracu-
lous properties of his bread or beer. And if any were to ask them
where they ever discovered such a secret, they perhaps might say, "1
found it in Queen Ogzag's Hall!"

T - The rumour is true

F - The rumour is false

M - The rumour is so general as to be meaningless.

R - The rumour may or may not be true at the
referee’s option.

B - The rumour is generally true but that it also
has a substantial false component.

A- The rumour is too awful to even think about.

In Dorastor Porcharngoists play marbles using
microgorp.
T

The Honda Fireblade is the hottest 900cc UltraSports
motorbike around. Apparently, it goes like a laser beam
down the road. It's also named after the RuneQuest
Spirit Magic spell.

T

We all know the Lunars use crucifixion. Some say
that being nailed to a Death Rune means that the per-
son crucified can't be resurrected, others that days
on the cross count as the days dead as far as Resur-
rection spells are concerned.

B

If you stare closely at an animal in the Stonewood for
several hours you will be able to see it move a little. T

There is a certain tribe of trolls near Shadows Dance
who possess the secret of weaving material from spi-
ders’ silk (ordinary spiders, not giant ones). This ma-
terial is so strong and finely woven that arrows cannot
penetrate it. B

Volunteers at RQ Con 2 will be dressed as ducks,
bounty to be determined at a later date.
B/A

The most horrible creature in the Praxian Wastelands
is in fact the Tunnelled Hills itself!
B

Minaryth Purple has developed a split personality.
Sometimes he thinks he's Minaryth Blue, other times
he thinks he's Minaryth Red.

R

Before each work period, a dwarf foreman leads his
workers in group callisthenics. He motivates them by
leading the chant: “All parts of the World Machine need
proper maintenance.”

T

R u m o u I s The French company Oriflam has almost completed

the new edition of Nomad Gods.
T
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Codex #1

March 1994, US Letter, 36pp. £2.50 UK, £3.00
Europe (US $3.75)

This is the latest RQ zine to hit the presses, one
which I was able to mention briefly last issue. The editor
is Mike Dawson, developer and co-writer of Strangers in
Prax. This issue concentrates mostly on Prax. It includes
articles on the Pacification of Prax, The Seven Masks of
Pavis (which I wish I'd had the chance to print!), Gangs of
the Rubble, Praxian Culture (by Sandy Petersen), and
Urox’s First Trick. There’s also an adventure set in Dorastor
by Martin Crim, and short piece on the Red Moon by our
very own Nick Brooke.

Without hesitation I recommend this zine to all
Gloranthan RuneQuesters. If you enjoy Tales I can guar-
antee you'll enjoy this!

Available from: (UK & Europe) Colin Phillips, 98
Constable Court, 4 Stubbs Drive, London, SE16 3EG, or
(USA) Mike Dawson, PO Box 9286-0286, Richmond, VA
23227.

Inter*action: The Journal of
Role-Playing and Storytelling
Systems #1

May 1993, AS, 128pp. £4.99 ($9.99)

This is no fanzine, it is an attempt to produce a se-
rious academic-style digest, “a forum for serious discus-
sion about all aspects of group storytelling, role-play, psy-
chodrama and interactive fiction.” The journal is edited by
Andrew Rilstone and James Wallis, both of whom are pub-
lished authors, game designers, and ex-magazine or zine
editors.

Issue #1 contains thirteen essays on various sub-
jects and two in depth reviews. The articles range from
“Realism vs. Playability” to “Psychology and Psycho-
therapy”. Don’t expect any rules or game specific articles
as the editors have stated (rightly in my view) that they
will be steering clear of this. Their reviews will only be of
new role-playing game systems or new approaches or in-
novations in the areas the journal covers. This issue they
review SLA Industries and the Casalana City Guidebook.

All of the articles are well written, and usually in-
formative and thought provoking. As far as I can see all of
the authors are gamers of various types, so it might still be
accused of playing at being academic. I'd like to see some
outsider’s views on role-playing, not just insiders who may
be trying to convince each other that their hobby is of great
benefit to society at large. Still, it is a nice feeling to think
that maybe my hobby does have a serious and important
side to it, and that it’s not purely escapist adolescent fan-
tasy!

The plan is to print the journal twice a year and
subscriptions cost £20 ($40) for five issues. If you can
afford the cash outlay then it’s probably well worth it just
to get those brain cells working and pick up some new
ideas about gaming in general.

Available from: James Wallis, 29a Abbeville Road,
London, SW4 9LA, UK.

Delusions of Grandeur #2

Summer 1993, A4, 24 pp. £1.20 including UK
postage.

This has been compared to Imazine and it has a look
similar to that of Imazine when it went A4. The format is a
series of general articles on role-playing (Character de-
sign & Arthurian Campaigns in this issue), a long letters
section, and a cartoon (which was funny). The articles are
all interesting and the letters page is suitably controver-
sial. Also in this issue is a reprint of Dave Morris’ Tekumel
article from Imazine #17.

The production quality is so-so but the A4 format
makes it acceptable. There’s not much artwork, but what
there is is serviceable. I reckon this zine is worth a look if
you like this style of zine - and I do. Issue #3 should be out
now.

Available from: Nathan Cubitt, 35 Seymour Avenue,
Great Yarmouth, Norfolk, NR30 4BB.

La Toile d'Arachne Solara
("Arachne Solara's Weavings'")

Le Prozine Creatif et Independant pour
RuneQuest et le monde de Glorantha

New quarterly French broadsheet, 33 FFr. Issue #1
was for May-July 94, and took a long, hard look at sorcery
and Malkionism, focussing on the Rokari Church of
Seshnela and on the need to make worshippers of the In-
visible God more religious. A3 format, durable paper: 1
page editorial/polemic, 5 pages on Rokarism (including
game background and some new rules), 3 page scenario
"Les Brumes de Tarasdal". Very nice art. Annual subscrip-
tions for 100 FFr, from: Inter-Cre-Actif, 18 Rue de Tourelle,
78730 Rochefort-en-Yvelines, FRANCE

The Eye of All Seeing Wonder #3

Spring 1994, A4, 48pp. £2.99 UK, £3.50
Europe, $6.00 USA.

Tekumel fanzine. Highly Recommended. Available
from: Dave Morris, 1 Rusham Road, London, SW12 8TJ,
UK.

Read Pheasant Throughout #2
April 1994, A5, 48pp. UK £1.30.

General RPG Fanzine. Includes unofficial cult of
Gark the Calm. Recommended. Available from: Nick Eden,
81 Fourth Avenue, Heworth, York, YO3 OUA.

RQ Adventures #3

April 1994, US Letter, 32pp. US $5.00, Europe
DM 6.50.

RQ Fanzine. Includes details on the Block in Prax,
A special Storm Bull section, the Devil’s Swamp (scenario),
The Devil’s Bones (scenario), and more. Recommended.
Available from: (USA) John Castellucci, 2006 22nd Av-
enue, San Francisco, CA 94116, or (Europe) Ingo Tschinke,
Schevemoorer Landstr. 33, 28325 Bremen, Germany.
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The alley that Zero liked best was the one that led to

the shop of Untru the baker. On one side, neatly
arrayed on clay platters coated with paraffin, were the confec-
tions, sugar-dusted or syrup-drenched or fruit-infiltrated, with
multiple layers of dough baked until they bubbled and browned.
On the other side, bread-wrapped meats, chopped mutton and
diced beef in savory sauces of rosemary and garlic and butter.
Zero knew Untru well. He had taught Untru’s daughters the let-
ters of script, and showed her how they combined to form simple
words like cheese and cake. In a typical assessment of the value
of literacy, Untru had given Zero a five-copper discount on a
fifty-copper pastry. “Teach her something useful,” said Untru,
“like telling the difference between real gold and troll’s gold, or
how to spot a muffin snatcher. Numbers, I'll grant you, they’re
handy, but letters!” Untru wagged his head in disbelief.

“Not that alley,” said Asmodea, recognizing the direction
of Zero's mind.

He was not pleased at having his mind read. “In that case,
you better give me a map.”

She tapped the rough paper on the table in front of her.
Even though she was more than ten years younger than Zero,
she had been given a much better table than his. Hers was made
of bright reddish-brown wood with a smooth and pleasant fin-
ish. Zero noted with resentful satisfaction that it wobbled slightly.
“Their official report says he's been missing three weeks,” she
said. “They’ll probably catch up to him sooner or later. It would
be nice if we got there first. Of course,” she added, “we aren’t
very good at catching up to things.”

Zero nodded. “When you hold Truth in your hands,” went
an old proverb, “wash them thoroughly afterward.” Truth is elu-
sive, according to the wind worshippers, only honor is solid.
Scholars, however, were convinced you could capture Truth,
hold it without getting dirty, and even exploit it. Truth and Sta-
sis, irrefutability and immovability, those were the attributes of
knowledge that Zero and his compatriots affirmed. At times,
however, it seemed like a grain of Truth and an entire beach of
Stasis. Her elbows rested on the report, her chin on laced fin-
gers. “In your own way, you will be a ponderous angel of mercy.
If we get Verek first, we’ll just put him to work in the silver
mines until he pays it off. Of course that will be twenty years,
but at least it’s living.”

“As opposed to what will happen to him if his former
friends get him first.” They both knew the consequences: a hot
disintegration of internal organs, eruption of skin, the prolonged
agony only an expert can provide. “It’s not as if they’re mon-
sters,” added Asmodea. She glanced at the door. “After all, they’re
just protecting their secrets.”

After all, they are our allies, thought Zero. And they have
people in this temple. And who knows what they can hear, and
where they can hear it? “A lot of people here were very fond of
him,” said Asmodea. “For the sake of that attachment, if for no
other reason, it would make all of us feel a great deal better if
they didn’t find him before we did. If he is in our hands, we can
make ... restitution until he repays us.”

“And that’s where I come in.” “We are pretty sure he's
still here in the city.”

“It’s a big city. How many people do I get?”

“You know the answer to that,” said Asmodea. “I will
assist in any way possible, but...”

“...but you will do your standard number, hiding details,
keeping secrets, protecting sources.”

(4 ‘It should be right up your alley,” said Asmodea.

“I can give you a sample of his output.”

“You're all heart.”

“Thanks a lot.”

Of all the organs which governed a person’s life, none was
supposed to exert less influence within the confines of the Lhankor
Mhy temple than the one which pumped blood. “Heart-felt” meant
irrational. “Heartbroken” meant maudlin. The ultimate compli-
ment was “He’s got two heads.”

According to conventional wisdom, sages had beards.
Therefore, Lhankor Mhy scholars had to wear beards. Among
the books that were never shown to those outside the temple was
“The Mantle of Infallibility: Public Relations for the Savant”.
Beards came in for a lot of discussion, but it didn’t say anything
about having a heart.

“So I'm to have all the glory to myself.”

“You know better than that too.”

At least she looked apologetic. “No publicity, huh?” He
sighed. “Perhaps you will tell me just why I am undertaking this
mission.”

“Out of the goodness of your spleen, I suppose.”

“Appealing to my better nature will get you nowhere.” He
pushed himself out of his chair. A chart on the wall showed the
Library hierarchy. Zero was near the bottom. “Verek’s got a wife,
doesn’t he?”

“He’s married, yes.” Asmodea frowned again. “Her name
is Cassine. Understandably, she’s frightened. I would be too, in
her position. Her husband’s played her a rotten trick.” She glared
at Zero. When he didn’t leap to Verek’s defense, she went on.
“She’s barricaded herself in their quarters, the second story of a
house on Moneychangers Row. I don’t know how you are going
to getin to see her, if that’s what you intend.” “She must get food
somehow.”

“Forget her. If she knew where Verek was, she’d be with
him.”

“You could do a divination.”

“Don’t hold your breath.”

It was a matter of documentation. Eshnael, the chief alche-
mist, had access to the files.

“Not even off the record?”

“There is no such thing as an off-the-record divination.”

Actually, Zero knew better. It was not unheard of to leave
a divination and its results “temporarily” unrecorded, but if
Eshnael found out, Asmodea would have to be very careful about
what she ate.

Besides, Verek was just an ordinary initiate, and gods didn’t
keep track of initiates very well. Zero wasn’t quite sure why not.
He visualized Lhankor Mhy as having fleets of scribes, accoun-
tants, clerks, and messengers to do His bidding, quite apart from
the legion of subservient godlings, saints, heralds, and cult he-
roes who should be attending Him. Somewhere there should be a
vast Bureau of Initiates, charged with accumulating, storing, and
retrieving important data on the god’s loyal and not-so-loyal wor-
shippers. On the other hand, perhaps His filing system was no
better than that of His Library here.

“Where's Verek?” comes the request, carried by an appren-
tice who is soft on the third assistant requisitions clerk. Two days
later, the request is submitted again, followed by another after a
week. Each time the Initiate Location department disavows knowl-
edge of the previous request. “There is no Search Instigation form
on file. Therefore it was never submitted.” A deputy scribe has to
be brought down to bully the filing clerk. A chief scribe has to be
brought down the bully the assignment clerk supervisor. “Was
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that Verek of East Dam, Verek with the Short Leg, Verek
Axebeard, or the Verek who was always cracking his knuckles?”
Verek of East Dam, thinks the chief scribe. “Well, he’s dead.”
How long ago? “Two hundred years.” Well, for crying out loud,
man, why did you even mention him then? “If you insist on be-
ing abusive, we aren’t going to get anywhere. Now if you will
excuse me, I have important work to attend to.” Four months
down the road, it turns out that the Verek file isn’t in the main
Bureau library at all, but has been borrowed by Maxim Minim,
of the Nomenclature division, who is doing a study on names
with an r in the middle. That means the file has not been updated
in five years (the present duration of Minim’s study; he is still
composing the Funding Request). Consequently all the informa-
tion that has come in on Verek in that time has been paced in the
Current Activities hopper, which is five kilometers long, a kilo-
meter wide, and three hundred meters deep. It is full of scraps of
parchment, some of which have been waiting since the Dawn
Ages for filing. The chief scribe looks carefully at the hopper,
and then decides to take the rest of the afternoon off,

“Let’s see now, if I've got this straight. No helpers, no
divination, and no credit. Is there anything else I don’t get?”

Asmodea carefully examined her nails. “How explicit do
you want it?”

large brown woman answered the door. She almost

A;e;ached the crossbar above the door, and her shoulders

d hips were wide enough to make it seem that the

door hadn’t been opened at all. Zero thought Snapdragon was
just about the right size.

“Oh, no,” said the woman. “I told you the last time that
wasn’t going to let you in any more.” She opened the door wider.
“This time Samm doesn’t want to see you. Leave us in peace!”
She stepped back.

“I'm glad to see you too,” he said, and moved through the
doorway. “You're not getting any thinner.” She poked him roughly
in the side. There were only two rooms in the house, but Samm,
naturally, was in the other one. This one was where Samm and
Snapdragon sat, and cooked, and ate, and experimented, and
carved. The other was where they slept. It would be Samm’s
favorite room.

“Awright, Snaps, lay off the poor fellow,” came his drowsy
voice. “I've told you before, he’s fragile.”

“I don’t remember that,” said Snapdragon cheerfully.
“Snide, yes, and unscrupulous, and a pain in the butt, but fragile
you never mentioned.”

“Did you really say those things?” said Zero to the lean
brown man who emerged, rubbing his eyes, from the bedroom.

“I might’ve. It kind of slips my mind.” Samm yawned.
“What'’s up?” What’s up was his favorite question, perhaps be-
cause it reminded him of second stories. “I've got a job for you.
A little one.” Zero heard Snapdragon close the door behind him.
“Tell him no, Samm,” she said.

“Breaking and entering?”

“Something like that.”

“Legal?”” Samm asked it casually.

Zero pretended to be unaware of the intentness of Samm’s
gaze. “It’s authorized,” he said.

“Authorized.” Samm smiled. “See, Snaps, being around
Zero's good for my vocabulary. Just one of the advantages of life
in the big city.”

Samm had always been a big-city boy. If you were the
best second-story man in the land, you had to go where there
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were second stories. Samm had always wanted to be a burglar,
the way others wanted to be priests or mercenaries or mayors. It
was a profession, he explained once, which brought you into
some of the best homes. He soon acquired a familiarity with the
ways of locks and bolts and windows and roofs. There were very
few buildings he could not get into one way or another. His col-
leagues held him in awe. Samm never divulged his secrets. When
asked how he got past the guards, eluded the dogs, beat the locks,
he invariably answered, “I had the password.” It was an effective
reply. It have him his nickname, Password Samm, and it endowed
him with a mystique that disarmed the hostility of informers. In
the quicksand world of thieves, you didn’t betray the one who
could walk over the bog.

“A guy from the temple has been seiling bootleg potions,”
said Zero. “Selling them at half price, and sometimes even less.
Naturally, the Alchemists Guild is after him, and if they find
him...”

Samm whistled softly. “l wouldn’t like to be in his skin.”
“Unofficially, the temple prefers to look after its own, We are
trying to run him down before the alchemists do. His wife has
fortified their second-floor flat on Moneychangers Row and won't
open up to anybody. I need to talk to her.”

“How does she get food?”

“I don’t know.”

Samm whistled again. Snapdragon whistled back, louder.
“Did you hear that, Snaps? Zero doesn’t know. What’s more, he
admitted it. This mustt be serious.”

“Dirty work,” she said.

“I need you to find a way to break in while she’s asleep,
s0 you can let me in.” “He needs me, Snaps,” said Password
Samm to his wife.

“He needs a broken arm,” she replied.

Outside of the world of crime, there were those who had
not taken a romantic view of Samm’s larceny. Since their re-
sources were the ones being tapped to fuel Samm’s reputation,
they were less than enthralled by his exploits. One of his victims
had eventually brought the matter to an upstart scholar who was
boasting that he could solve even the toughest crime. It was Zero’s
first major case, and his first major humiliation, and his first
major success. Samm had fed him Password Rikk, and Zero had
taken the bait, and been ridiculed, and had doggedly hunted Samm
until he trapped him. Zero had extracted a lot of money for his
employer and a promise of cooperation for himself. Zero was
not an agent of government; it was not his duty to call Samm to
account for his other misdeeds. Samm assured him, however,
that he was now an honest woodcarver and no longer pursued
his former evil ways. Of course not.

“Doesn’t sound too tough,” said Samm.

“Can I come along?” asked Snapdragon.

They both looked at her. “How come?” asked Zero.

“Well, if the poor woman is frightened, she would be much
likelier to talk to a woman. When two men break into her house
in the middle of the night, she’s going to die of terror.”

Samm burst out laughing. “Snaps, you're ten times scarier
than either one of us.”

Zero picked up a small tiger which Samm had carved. All
the tiny teeth were quite sharp. So were the claws. He scowled.
“Too many people. I don't like the idea of all three of us hanging
around there. It increases the chances of us getting caught.” He
looked again at the face of the tiger. It seemed furrowed in con-
centration, seeing things which Zero couldn’t. “Besides, if some-
thing does go wrong, we’re going to need a reserve to break into
the City Dungeons and rescue us.”
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“I don’t know the password.”

Zero didn’t want her along. She made him nervous. It
wasn't that he would worry about her safety. Samm had been top
of the line. Snapdragon hadn’t.

Even mid-level muggers, however, were dangerous and
unpredictable. Zero knew she had quit, but it still made him feel
a little funny. People do change. But Snapdragon had broken
bones and run heads into walls. Looking at her now, he could
see the strong-arm robber she had been. She had never been
caught, and Zero met her after she had stopped. It had just been
a couple of casual remarks about times and places that led Zero
to identify her with Trollmother, who had terrorized the side
streets of the city for three years.

Trollmother. It was a measure of fear. Snapdragon was
quite goodlooking, if you liked your women tall, firm, and sen-
sible. And she would never have children.

They hanged people for crimes a lot less brutal than hers
had been. Zero never really considered turning her in, but he still
felt uneasy. He thought a lot about crime, and figured he under-
stood it. Punishment was a different story.

“His name is Verek, and hers is Cassine Housefinch,” said
Zero to Samm. “They’re both in their late twenties. He hasn’t
been seen for three weeks, except, of course, by his customers.
Who aren’t talking. For the last two weeks, she has been shut up
in that house.”

Samm squinted at a carving of an elongated man with
four arms. “I wonder how come she’s still in there.”

Zero nodded. “I’ve been wondering about that too.”

The alchemists had to have a decent second-story man of
their own. Why hadn’t they gone in and taken her? They could
have used her as a bargaining chip. Verek, according to all re-
ports, was devoted to her. Possessive, even.

Snapdragon interrupted. “Samm, would you turn your-
self in to rescue me from the alchemists?”

Samm looked uncomfortable. “Well, of course. I guess.”

“Honestly?”

“Well, for Verek it might be different. He might really
love his wife.”

“Ass.” “Snaps does have a point. The alchemists could
threaten Cassine a lot, and rough her up a little, but they wouldn't
dare do anything more. They aren’t completely a law unto them-
selves. But Verek knows, if he turns himself in, they’ll use him
as an example, pulling him apart one bone at a time. It would be
a thousand times worse for him than it would be for her. The
alchemists know that too, so why should they bother? They’ll
get him pretty soon anyhow. It isn’t easy selling potions under
the table. You've got to find customers with reasonably substan-
tial amounts of money. Someday, inevitably, you're going to ap-
proach the wrong one.”

Zero put the tiger down. “That’s why we’re going in to-
night.”

*“Not much time to prepare.”

“If we leave now, you can scout out the neighborhood,
and I can talk to a few people. And we can still be back in time
for lunch.” Zero looked hopefully at Snapdragon.

“Great,” she said. “I'll make my gravel nightshade stew.
Hurry back, boys.”

ootleg potions, huh?” said Samm, when they
were on the narrow street. “Let me take you

b
someplace.”

The streets didn’t get any wider, but residences and small shops

gave way to warehouses. Pigeons and people in a hurry gave
way to empty wagons. Zero knew the warehouses were full of
unsold merchandise, immobilized by changing military and po-
litical winds and by disputes over ownership in the wake of the
changes. Two years ago, activity had swirled around the build-
ings day and night. Now they looked as if they had been ne-
glected for decades.

“There’s the place,” said Samm. It was just another warehouse.

“What’s here?”

“Eternal youth.”

“These days,” said Zero, “1'd settle for eternal middle age.”

“Let the buyer beware,” said Samm. “With Haptor’s prod-
ucts, eternity doesn't last as long as it used to.”

Samm pulled open a rickety door, entered a dark hallway.
Zero hesitated a moment, then followed.

“Hello, Samm,” came a quiet, coarse voice out of the murk.
“Who’s the hippo?”

“A friend, Burtuk.”

“Too bad, I was hoping he was merchandise. If every-
thing is on the same jumbo scale, there ought to be plenty of
useful raw material.”

“He’s a customer.”

A small, powerfully built, dwarf-like woman emerged from
the shadow of Burtuk and his staff. “Nothing,” she said with
contempt, “keeps our clientele away. Customers are never in short
supply. Starting materials, however,...” She gazed impassively
at Zero, with cold eyes that weighed and packaged.

“Actually,” began Zero, wondering what they were talk-
ing about.

Samm cut him off. “Is Haptor in right now? We’d like fo
talk to him.” “Sure,” said Burtuk. “Go right on back. If you're
sure you want this guy to see the source of his miracle wafers.”

Samm pushed Zero ahead of him, down a corridor whose
only illumination was light sneaking in through the ill-fitting
facade. The floor crunched. Zero bent down and picked up a
feather. The floor was covered with them. The smell oppressed
Zero, He recognized it. It was what the Book of Wiles called the
odor of truth.

“If they find out who you are,” said Samm, “you’re a
dead man.”

“Why don’t you say that a little louder?”

“A little nervous, Zero?” There was pleasure in Samm’s
voice. “Out of your element?”

A despairing inhuman shriek of pain echoed through the
building. It found bare walls and bounded off them, dying away
into a black tremor. “You’ll get used to it,” said Samm.

“Don’t count on it.”

The door opened on a long torch-lit room, only three or
four armspreads wide but extending back far into the leaden haze.
One wall was lined with cages, tough wooden poles lashed to-
gether, many empty but many others with occupants. In the near-
est one, a tiger lay sleeping on its side, its striped chest rising
and falling in irregular rhythm. Its fur was matted and dirty, and
marred by bald blotches. Two cages down a lethargic gorilla squat-
ted with its hands around two of the poles, and stared at nothing.
It did not look up as Zero walked by. In another cage a small
ostrich pecked at itself. A dead ostrich lay beside it. Zero could
see other animals in the cages, and wondered at the silence, not
the shriek. A boar, its tusked snout resting on its forelegs, grunted
almost inaudibly. Only the small red eyes showed that it was one
of the world’s most quarrelsome creatures.

A large yellow eagle was pinned to the wall, secured with
rope and wooden pegs. Blood was seeping from its belly. A man
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in a leather smock was transferring the eagle’s viscera to a pail.
A tall man, thin to the point of pain, glanced sharply at Samm
and Zero.

“It’s all right to look revolted,” said Samm. “They expect it.”’

*“Hail, Samm!” called the famine man. “Long time no see.”

“These days I've been buying retail,” said Samm.

“What about today then?” The tall man looked pointedly
at Zero. “We aren’t too fond of visitors during working hours.”

“I am...” began Zero.

“This is Rondo Corto, the well-known bandbox singer,”
interrupted Samm. *“Rondo, this is Haptor, who makes that miracle
candy.”

Haptor smiled very slowly, as if he were afraid of cuiting
himself on the sharp edges. “I've heard you sing, Rondo. Nice
vibrato you've got. Funny, you look a lot bigger in person.”

“I"'m closer,” said Zero.

“Heh, heh, very good,” said Haptor, and yanked at the
eagle’s neck. The bird was obviously dead.

The two armed guards were watching Zero closely. All it
takes, he realized, is just one of these people to have seen him in
the temple library. He didn’t have a forgettable shape. Haptor
looked back at Zero. “Well, Rondo... You don’t mind if I call
you Rondo, do you.” It wasn’t a question. “What can we do for
you? Feeling a little run down? Need a little pick-me-up?” His
mouth twitched up into a leer, but his eyes remained completely
icy and mirthless. It was the most unnerving expression Zero
had ever seen on a human being. “Is it safe?” asked Zero, at a
loss for intelligent remarks.

Haptor’s chuckle sounded like grit in a mill wheel.
“Safety?” He shook his head in mock astonishment. “You want
safety, you go to the alchemists. Those greedy snakes will take a
small fortune and give you as much safety as a small fortune will
buy. We're not talking safety here, Rondo, we’re talking potency.
Get it?”

Zero got it. Haptor’s lines sounded like he had delivered
them many times before.

“I take it this eagle has just furnished one of the special
ingredients.”

“Three of them, in fact. For our different blends.”

“How come the alchemists don’t bother you? I thought
they didn’t tolerate competitors.”

The room was chilly. Haptor's eyes were chilly. Zero swel-
tered under the man’s silent stare. It was amazing how hot you
could get without any heat at all.

“We aren’t competitors,” said Haptor at last. “We sell dif-
ferent things. They sell their antidotes and flash-in-the-pan mag-
ics. Fully guaranteed, no refunds. We sell youth, rejuvenation,
vigor, performance. Try buying that from the scholars. So we
don’t compete. We even buy from them. When we can afford it.”

“You buy potions?” blurted Zero.

*You know, Rondo,” said Haptor. ““You ask a lot of questions.”

Zero shrugged, but it was clear some sort of reply was
expected. “Curiosity,” he said finally, thinking hard, *is very
important to a bandbox singer.”

“Oh?" Zero waved his hands dramatically. ““You know,
life, spirit, inspiration. Things of that ilk.”

“Ilk? You sure talk strange in person.”

It was time to change the subject. “The alchemists’ po-
tions haven’t done me any good. Samm here says you have bet-
ter stuff. So what do I find? You’ve been buying from the alche-
mists.” He pointed to the slack bird on the wall. “This is all very
dramatic. Give the customer a good show. But what assurance
do I have you’re not just diluting and rebottling the same old
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failed remedies I've already thrown away good money on?”

“Assurance!” Haptor seemed to find the word amusing.
He shook his head. “You're gonna die, that’s assured. Your rela-
tives won't give a damn, that’s assured too. The Empire will take
more than its share in taxation. That’s the kind of assurance life
offers, chum. I deal in satisfaction, not assurance.” His assistant
carried the bucket away. Haptor flipped the bloody knife into the
air, caught it casually by the tip. His fingers were red. “Listen,
when we can afford it, we buy a painkiller for these beasts before
we cut them open. It keeps the noise down. The healers bleat a
lot about our methods, but will they sell us the knockouts at
cost? Or at enough of a discount to make them affordable? Guess.”

“The guy I deal with,” said Zero cautiously, “the guy 1
bought the useless potions from, as I recall his name was Verek.”

“Verek? Yeah, I know him. Small guy, real sure of him-
self. He's pretty snide about our place here, but I notice he’s
never in a hurry to leave. Likes the show, maybe.”

Burtuk came in the door behind them. “Time for my lunch,
boss,” he said. “Jarel is guarding the door.”

“There’s a new alchemist guy making the deliveries now,”
Haptor said to Zero. Then he turned to Burtuk. “Say, how long’s
it been since Verek's been by?”

“Three weeks at least, boss. Is he in some kind of trouble?”

“Don’t know.” Haptor frowned. “How’d we get started
talking about him, anyway?”

“I"d hate to be in trouble with the alchemists, I tell you
that,” said Zero. When nobody seemed inclined to disagree, he
went on. “An alchemist buying from you, now that would be
funny. Was Verek one of your clients?” “Nah,” said Burtuk. He
had a mechanical laugh, as if he were copying something he’d
heard without understanding it. “Verek’s always bragging about
his hot little wife. Better than any elixir, he says. I asked him
once who was taking her temperature when he was away. Didn’t
like that. Real sensitive, he is. Nobody messes with an alchemist’s
wife, that's what he said.”

“*Say, Burtuk,” said Haptor, a little impatiently. “This ought
to be a real treat for you. You go to all those shows and acts. Did
you know our customer here is none other than Rondo Corto,
the bandbox singer?”

Burtuk glanced at Zero. “No, he isn't.”

Haptor smiled his mouth-only smile. “I didn’t recognize
him either. He looks a lot different in person. He'’s closer.” Haptor
looked pleased with himself.

“That isn’t Rondo,” said Burtuk. “I’ve seen him a half
dozen times. Once up close, at the Jemelfrit Pop Festival. Rondo’s
nose is bigger, for one thing. It’s just not the same face.”

A spiny lizard in the next cage moved. Its scales hissing
against the floor made the only sound for several long seconds. Haptor
pursed his lips. “l ought to know who I am,” said Zero angrily.

“Steofyn!” called Haptor, without taking his eyes off Zero.
“Come over here a second, will you? Bring your sword.”

“You don’t want my business, fine. Come on, Samm, we’re
leaving.” “Just a second, Rondo. Before you leave, sing some-
thing for us.” “Here?”

Steofyn trotted up. He was a chunky man with huge fists,
but had a childish knees-together gait. His shord was stubby and
sharp. Without waiting for instructions, he placed the tip in front
of Zero, inches from his belt buckle.

“You know this bird here?"’ asked Haptor, in a distant voice.
“You know what it eats? King of the birds, right? A noble crea-
ture. Master of the air. You know how it lives?” A flick of his
knife, and a wing came free. “Dead meat. Carrion.” Another flick,
another wing. “It eats flesh left by tougher hunters. Rotten, mag-



OURYRAAD T oYAXPYOINXXAINRO

goty, stinking, disintegrated, abandoned meat. Some king.” He
spat. “Nothing but a flying hyena.”

The lizard coughed. Nobody else interrupted.

“Tonce went to a talk by a well respected animal expert,”
he went on. “He said that carrion eaters perform a valuable func-
tion in the wild, cleaning up the debris of the life-and-death
struggle, and turning it back into natural materials. I liked that,
natural materials. So you see, our glamorous vulture here is just
one of nature’s housekeepers.

“We perform a valuable service too. That eagle was get-
ting only minimal use out of its heart, its liver, its sweetbreads.
Keeping it alive, sure, but just so it could eat the leavings of
others. While we, on the other hand, turn those organs into hu-
man pleasure and satisfaction and renewal. In relieving the agony
of the underperforming male, we operate on a level far above
that of this meaningless bird.”

He turned and pointed to a cage halfway down the row.
“You want to see one of our next donors? A real prime speci-
men, believe me. Chock full of ingredients.”

On the floor of the cage was a girl, about fifteen, crouch-
ing on hands and knees. She regarded with group with a listless
stare. Her hair was a light and delicate brown, but it hung about
her face in unkempt ropy strands. Her skin was deep animal
bronze over tight muscles. She was naked.

“She’s just an animal,” said Haptor. “She’s got no more
brains that that idiot boar five cages down. She’s hardly smarter
than a dead eagle. There are herds of them on the high plains.
She can’t speak, or understand language, or add, or value money,
or worship, or remember a spell, or any of the other things civi-
lized men can. And she can’t learn to do them. She’s just a beast,
I bought her.

“But she has a liver, and ovaries, and kidneys, and a few
other useful glands. So we'll carve her up for them. Heartless,
huh? But she’s an animal, like the cows they slaughter for all
those steaks you put away, Rondo.

“I wouldn’t spend too much sympathy on her, however. If
you don’t start singing pretty damn quick, the same thing’s go-
ing to happen to you.” “Makeup,” said Samm.

Burtuk and Steofyn stood impassively, waiting for the
command to kill. “Rondo isn’t as young as he used to be,” said
Samm. “But fans don’t want to know about that. They want to
see that famous bear of a man. So he has to use makeup.”

Haptor was chanting a spell. Zero kept his thoughts pure,
in case they were being read. “Why do you think he’s coming
here?” said Samm. “He's getting along in years, and needs a
little help.”

“I never heard of makeup that good,” said Burtuk.

Samm didn’t seem worried at all. Zero decided not to
wheedle either. *“You're a music lover. Remember Bama Zak and
the Ladykillers? That wolf head of his was makeup.”

Burtuk was a little unsure now. “That was different.”

“How?"

“That was like, a costume.”

“And my stage face isn’t?”

“All right,” said Haptor slowly. “T don’t know if this guy
is on the up and up, but I don’t pick up any hostile chatter. And
Samm is straight, we know that. So maybe there’s nothing to get
excited about. All the same, Rondo, or whatever your name is...”
Without looking, Haptor swung the knife. It passed through the
eagle’s neck. The carcass thudded to the floor. “Shove off.”

Steofyn didn’t lower the sword. “He’d make a lot of youth
juice, boss.” Haptor put a hand on Samm’s shoulder, without
friendliness. *“You know, Samm, if we chop up your friend here,

we have to do the same to you. Now I don’t think you’re quite
ready for the glue pot. But watch your step.” “You’re all worried
about nothing,” said Samm.

“Ilook forward to your next concert, Rondo,” said Burtuk.
“When is it, by the way?”

“Two weeks, city center,” said Zero, without hesitation.

‘ ‘ xt time warn me before you get me into
something like that.”

Daylight and normal city squalor warmed Zero
after the claustrophobia and stench of Haptor’s factory. It was
hard to believe they were still in the same town.

“Alittle risk is good for the circulation.” Samm wiped his
forehead. “And for the perspiration.” They were both walking
quickly. “I made that name up on the spur of the moment. How
was [ to know there really was a Rondo Corto?”

“Why hasn’t that place been closed down?”

“People in authority get old too.” Samm looked around,
as if he expected to find years catching up with him. “It’s a good
thing they forgot about making you sing.”

“Actually, I have quite a good singing voice. I could...”

“Don’t.”

Zero put one foot in front of the other, in the direction of
Moneychangers Row, remembering a girl in a cage.

The house to the left of the one Cassine was hiding in was
yellow. That in itself was not so unusual; many buildings in town
were yellow with age or yellow because of the clay they were
built from. But this one was painted yellow.

Yellow was the color of Sun. This was Wind country, and
Sun worshippers were not popular here, especially since théir
mercenaries were cooperating with the Imperial conquerors.
Painting your house yellow was an invitation to resentment.

This paint job obviously dated back to before the Con-
quest. It was streaked and beginning to break up, leaving arrows
of bare wood hanging from the eaves. If it was a political state-
ment, it was a shabby one.

The first floor belonged to Ejo, sharpener of knives. His
wheel was bolted to a table by the door. Pudgy and pale, he fawned
over customers and snapped at everybody else. Zero paid to have
a dagger sharpened. Ejo was indignant about its condition.
Abused and neglected, he said. “What about your other knives?”
Zero said this was his only one. Ejo got indignant again, and
listed all the knives a person needed. “You wouldn’t own just
one tunic, would you?” Ejo’s commercial outrage was a bit wearing.

“Do you have a license for selling knives too?” asked Zero.

“Of course I do. I'm an honest merchant.” He lowered his
voice. “Trying to do you a favor.”

“You can. I'm looking for a house to buy, and that one
next door meets a lot of my requirements. Do you know who the
owner is and where I can find him?”

“That old flea haven? You don’t want that place. Unless
the price is right. Which it won’t be. The owners are those two
guys on the other side, Hezbin and Hesmit. You just walk into
their place, they’ll charge you for the floor space you're taking
up. Forget it.” Ejo paused. “You could make me an offer for this
one, though. I'd give you a very sweet deal on it. Not that I'm
anxious to leave, mind you. It’s a terrific location. It’s just...” he
floundered. “It’s just...” An old couple hobbled by. The woman
pointed at Zero and said something. The two of them laughed.
Ejo brightened. “I'm planning to retire,” he said. “To the coun-
try.” Ejo didn’t look a day over thirty-five.

Zero saw a wrinkled face in a window of the second floor
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of Ejo’s mansion. That’s the one I want to talk to, he thought. I'll
bet she knows everything that goes on in this neighborhood. She
doesn’t look too fond of me at the moment, but that will change
when she gets to know me.

“Loans, Eggs, and Funerals,” said the sign. “Hezbin and
Hesmit are happy to serve you.”

“May I help you?" asked the short man. He had fuzzy black
hair and a minute goatee. Zero nodded. “Which one are you?”

“Hezbin, at your service. Would you like an egg?”

“At almost any time of day,” said Zero.

“It was my brother’s idea, the chickens. Diversification,
he called it. They don’t look very diverse to me, all squatty little
nasty-tempered birds. But you can’t argue with their eggs.”

The eggs which brooked no disagreement were spread in
boxes full of sawdust. Judging by the gaps in the array, business
was brisk. It occurred to Zero that a couple of eggs might make
a suitable peace offering to Snapdragon. He picked out two, then
a third, and paid for them. Hezbin took his money, scrutinized
the coins briefly, and dropped them through a slot into a large
metal-bound box. “I’m sure you will find them good eating, sir.”

“You better believe it, haw, haw,” boomed a voice from
behind Zero. The man sounded enormous. Zero turned and saw
a figure the same size as Hezbin, almost identical except that his
goatee and fuzzy hair were red. “Suck one of them,” he contin-
ued, “and it will make a man out of you.”

“So that’s what it takes,” murmured Zero.

Hezbin looked embarrassed. “This is the one with the
bright ideas, my brother Hesmit. Next he’s talking about a merger
with Duster & Toom, the guys that make the embalming fluid we
use. He's determined to take our prosperous little business and
turn it into a bankrupt conglomerate.” “Haw,” said Hesmit. “No
vision, that’s his problem. A snail, down in the mud. I, on the
other hand, am a...”” His eyes glittered as he sought an appropri-
ate beast to honor with his analogy.

“A wyvern?” proposed Zero.

“What'’s that?”

“A kind of small dragon. Very rare.”

Hesmit chortled. “That’s me all right. A small dragon. I'll
remember that. Hesmit the Wyvern.”

Small only by comparison with the real thing, a wyvern
was a slow-witted, two-legged dragon with a poisonous sting
and delusions of grandeur. If the hide fits, thought Zero.

Hezbin coughed. “I take it you didn’t come in here for the
eggs, sir. Perhaps you are looking for some financing?”

“Eggs, loans, and funerals, your sign said. Is the third how
you collect on the second?”

“That’s what I keep telling you, Hezbin,” said his brother.
“Once we take over Duster & Toom, we can separate the stiff

business from the lending aspect. It will make our customers a
lot more comfortable about dealing with us.”

I don’t want anyone who owes me money feeling too com-
fortable,” grumbled Hezbin. “Besides, those cadavers back there
are Dad’s legacy. Not, that is,” he amended, turning hastily to
Zero, “that precisely those very bodies have been in the back
room since Dad pushed off. It’s just that we inherited the funeral
business from him, and it gave us the capital we needed to go
into moneychanging, which is now our main line.”

“I keep saying it’s time to dump that creepy stuff onto a
subsidiary, but Hezbin won't hear of it.”

“Actually,” admitted Hezbin, “I'm kind of fond of corpses.
They don’t sneeze on your shirt, they don’t own dogs, and not
one of them has ever asked me for spare change. Dad always
used to say there’s a lot you can learn from a corpse.”

“If you didn’t come in here for the eggs,” broke in Hesmit,
“and you didn’t come in here to borrow money, and you didn’t
come in here to get somebody stashed, just why did you come in?”

“For the building next door,” said Zero.

“Sheesh,” said Hesmit with disgust. “That dump.” “It’s a
solid house, very durable construction,” cut in Hezbin smoothly.
“It has its full quota of tenants right now, but one of them might
decide to leave at any moment. The quarters are extremely com-
fortable, according to all the renters. When would you be inter-
ested in moving in?”

“Well, actually, 1 was thinking about buying the entire
building.”

“Haw!” said Hesmit, Except for coloring the two brothers
were identical in appearance. Zero wondered which one was older.
They could have been thirty or fifty. Their ferret faces were hard
to read.

“Not a chance,” said Hesmit, slapping the counter for
emphasis. “I'd sell you Dad, if he hadn’t already been boxed and
stuffed by the family business, but there’s no way we’re going to
part with that nice little silver mine. We got a great location and
tenants who know better than to complain.” “And they pay rent
to a couple of gravediggers,” put in Hezbin ironically. “It keeps
them on their toes. Sorry, no sale. Unless we’re talking big
money.”

“How many tenants you have in there?”

“Six, two on each floor. Professional people. Quiet, don’t
make trouble.”

“Any possibility of a vacancy in the near future?”

“Not soon. We just collected the rents last week. They’re
all paid up for the next season.” Hezbin shook the cash box.
“The family business sometimes can be a motivating factor for
them. We didn’t have to dun a single one, they all brought in the
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rent voluntarily.”

“How much do you take in in rents?”

“Oh, a hundred a month,” said Hezbin, lying easily. A
commercial falsehood between men of the world. “Impressive,”
said Zero. “It must be the location.”

“On the other hand,” interjected Hesmit, after some
thought, “for the proper inducement, if you understand me, we
might be able to arrange a vacancy. We got a nice long lease
contract, there’s always a technical violation in there somewhere
if we want to look for it. Like this second-floor flat, got a dame
holed up in it, says her husband took off. Nice place, two rooms,
even got a fireplace. We got rights of inspection, to check for
abuse of property, it says so right in the lease, but she won’t let
anybody in. She’s a queer bird all right, scared of anything on
two feet. For the right incentive, we could bust her out of there
in a couple of weeks.”

Hezbin was looking like an older brother wishing Mom
had stopped at one, but said nothing to contradict him.

“Not on my account,” said Zero.

hen Zero came out with his eggs, Ejo was nowhere in

\)‘/ sight, so he climbed the ill-assembled stairs to the

door above the sharpening station. The stairs had been

been tested by pygmies and cats, he was sure, but not by any-

thing larger. The boards crackled and moved as he stepped on

them. There was a Sun sign on the door, many years from the last
paint job.

The door was opened by a slim young woman, in a light
blue dress, held at the neck with a gold clasp. Her hair, ordinary
brown but soft and airy, was picked and ruffled by the breeze.

Zero was momentarily confused. He had expected the old
woman. “Uh, excuse...” he began.

“Oh, hullo, Zero,” said the girl. “What are you doing here?”

Zero never forgot a name. Faces yes, names no. “You know
me?” he blurted.

“You don’t recognize me,” she said with mock annoy-
ance. “T've seen you at the library lots of times.”

She showed him a bracelet on her left wrist, with the
Lhankor Mhy runes set in tiny perfect jewels.

“Oh,” said Zero, still at a loss. “You must be an appren-
tice.” Apprentices came and went. Some were indifferent schol-
ars, others hatched schemes for instant wealth. Few stuck it out.

“Yes, I am Verek’s apprentice. At least I was,” said the
girl. “At the moment, my position is a little ambiguous. With
him being away and everything.”

If T were twenty years younger and foolish, I'd fall in love
with her, thought Zero.

“Are you looking for him?” She smiled, and gave her head
a little shake, which set her hair drifting over her shoulders. “I’'m
sure you could find him in no time at all.”

Make that ten years younger and sensible, he thought.
“What’s your name?”

“Arden.” She hesitated.

“Just that?"” He smiled slightly.

“Well, actually, my father called me Arden the Booby. I
don’t usually tell people because it’s not exactly flattering.”

“Sounds like there’s a story there.”

She nodded. “Before I was born, Dad used to work as a
hired guard for caravans and cargo boats going up and down
river to the ocean. He wound up spending a lot of time in sea-
ports, which he hated, but he loved to sit out on the beaches and
watch the birds.

“I can still hear him telling me about the gulls riding the
updrafts into the sky without ever moving their wings, and fleets
of pelicans sweeping along the surface scooping out fish, and
little petrels skipping and dancing along the wavetops, and a
huge frigatebird with humped wings coasting back and forth end-
lessly across the water. But best of all, he would say, was the
booby. It circles the water at a good height, watching, watching,
alternating flaps and glides. You think it will stay up there for-
ever, and just then, it dives. Hrrooooosh! he used to say. The
booby dives — Hroooshsh!”

“Have you ever seen a booby?”

“I’ve never been near the ocean. I don’t even know what
it was about me that made him want to call me the Booby. But
Dad always had his own reasons for things.”

“Who are you talking to?” came a shout from within the room.

They had been standing on the landing, Zero shifting his
weight from one foot to the other and trying not to look down
through the gaps in the wood. The structure made him uneasy, but
he enjoyed watching the wind fluff her hair and tug at her dress.

“Zero, Mom, the one [ was telling you about. The detective.”

“Well, let’s see him!" demanded the shrill voice.

Arden smiled apologetically. “Would you like to meet my
mother?”

“Of course. I'd be delighted.”

The woman was sitting in a low deep chair, with a large
ball of yellow yarn in her lap. Next to her on a small table was a
carved wooden bird; once it had been painted gold, but the years
had flaked the coat away, leaving the animal with a blotchy dis-
eased look. Zero, who was no expert on birds, wondered if it
were a booby. )

“Mom, this is Zero. Zero, this is my mother, Arriet.”

“Arriet the Toothless,” corrected the woman, with a dis-
concerting grin full of white and yellow teeth.

“Very glad to become acquainted,” said Zero formally.

“That’s right,” said Arriet. “They’re my own.”

“Whoever named you wasn’t very observant, I guess.”

“Not at all,” replied the woman with relish. “My parents
gave me that name when I was three days old. It was absolutely
accurate. They just never bothered to change it. My mother was
ever one to rely on firstimpressions.” Beside him, Arden sighed.
Zero knew he was listening to an ancient routine.

“Have you lived here long?” he asked.

“Thirty-seven years,” said Arriet immediately. “Since be-
fore you were born.”

This was Zero’s kind of woman: one who was lousy at
guessing ages. “You probably know Verek pretty well then.”

“He’s in trouble, is he?” She clacked her teeth for empha-
sis. “I always knew he was trouble.”

“Oh? How?”

Instead of answering, she carefully scraped a bicuspid with
a small spoon. “Young man, I'll bet you don’t properly appreci-
ate your teeth.” “They do their job. But...”

“Do you know how many you have? And what they are called?”

An eternity of itches and rashes, Zero thought, on Arriet’s
mother and her first impressions. “Thirty-six?” he guessed.

“Twenty-eight, not counting wisdom teeth.” She clacked
her twenty-eight again. “Two incisors, a canine, two premolars,
and two molars on each half of each jaw. Baboons have three
molars.” She patted the stained bird beside her. “You see, you
scholars don’t have a monopoly on knowledge.”

“Mother, I think he’s interested in hearing about Verek,
not teeth.” “Well, if he is, let him say so. Is that right, young
man? Did you come here to interrogate me about Verek?”
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This wasn’t going the way he had planned. He'd given
away practically all his secrets to this pair, and all he’d learned
about so far was baboon molars. Instead of replying, he walked
over to the window. Below, Ejo was handing a chisel to a man in
a green tunic. Across the street, Samm pushed a cart down the
rutted gravel and clay roadbed; he was not hurrying.

“Yes,” he said to Arriet.

She reflected a moment. I can’t tell you all that much about
him.”” She looked up at him from beneath lowered lashes. “Even
under torture.” “T'll keep that in mind. Hold the hot irons, Egor.”

“Verek no, Cassine yes. I"ve known Cassine since she was
a baby, knew her parents. Zelyph and Beryta were both of the
Sun, like my Otus.” Hostility gleamed briefly in her yellow eyes.
“And their child has deserted to your sterile parchment god, just
like mine.”

“Where do they live?”

“They don’t.”

“They were your friends?”

“The closest. To look at me now, you wouldn’t guess it,
but I was once a warrior of sorts. The four of us traveled all over
the plains and through the Troll Gorges. Worked as guards, cou-
riers, toll takers. Friends like them you find only once.”

“They say Yelmalio reincarnates. You may yet meet them
again.”

“Not Zelyph and Beryta I won't. And I don’t need you to
tell me about my god’s arrangements for his people.”

“It was just a sentiment, Mother,” said Arden drily. “No
reason to jump all over him.”

“Well, there was nothing sentimental about the way my
friends died,” snapped Arriet. “They were obliterated, not killed.
You don’t come back from that.”

“Day At Night,” said Zero softly.

Arriet’s face softened. *“Very good, young man.” She turned
and stared out the window. He saw a reflection at the corner of
one eye. “Not many remember. It wasn’t that long ago.”

“Seventeen years ago midsummer,” said Zero. “I read
about it at thetime.”

“We had a little song,” said Arriet. The reflection was
clearer and brighter now. “A silly, empty night song. Tranquil night,
and heaven starred.” Zero realized she was singing. “‘Sleep is king, and
love stands guard.” Her voice trembled. “Dumb song, huh?”

“Rondo would love it,” he replied.

She rested her hand on the half-gilded bird, and her head
against the back of the chair. “I was on watch. Me and Otus. |
guess you could call that love standing guard. But we were in the
Long Woods and feared nothing. We weren't as alert as we could
have been, and missed the wingbeats and the hisses. They froze
us and then began to feed on our sleeping friends.” Zero knew
the story of Day At Night, but had never heard it from one whohad
been there.

“There were only a few of them, and many of us, but with
that kind, it only takes a few. Still, somehow, Otus wrenched
himself from their control, and wailed. I can still hear that ter-
rible cry. Our friends awoke, those that could, and saw the doom
upon us.”

Outside the morning haze had burned away. Cold sun beat
down on the side of the house. Cold light came in the window.

“When the Children of Death meet vampires, they fight
them with Death. True death, that can take even the undying.
But we of the Sun fight them with Day.

“Most of our warriors had done a Deed, and sacrificed to
the Sun, and received a Day in return. When we knew our at-
tackers, we called for Day. One after another, our warriors threw
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their spell, and the woods lit up like the inside of a star. Undead
recoiled in horror from that glorious dazzle. There was nowhere
for them to flee. Before they could turn to smoke and blow away,
we skewered them with our golden spears, and cut off their heads,
and plunged golden daggers through their dark hearts.”

Arden interrupted. “Zero wants to hear about Verek and
Cassine, not some musty old battle. History is full of old battles.”

Surprisingly, Arriet agreed. “I think about that night too
much already. Cassine was thirteen years old at the time, and
lived with us for four years until she met that Verek. Full of
promises, he was, about how rich and respected he was going to
be. It was easy to see why she didn’t want to marry a warrior, but
I couldn’t understand what she had against my son Marthen, a
solid young man and an honest farmer. She could have had him

easily, he was just demented about that girl, but she had to
take up with a giddy alchemist. Now Marthen has a fine place up
north, with barley and leeks and hemp and a nice flock of chick-
ens, and she’s holed up in that apartment, scared to death of
Verek’s former friends.” Arriet sighed. “I wish I could help her
though.”

“Why don’t you?”

“She won’t let me. She’s afraid of me. Afraid!” Arriet
snorted. “Of me!”

“She's probably afraid you’d bite her,” said Arden. “Maybe
if you lost your teeth...”

“Very funny.” Her mother scowled.

“Have you seen her?” Zero turned to Arden.

“Just a couple of times,” admitted the girl. “She’s very
nervous, but she knows I have nothing to do with the other al-
chemist people. Once I brought her a message.”

Zero turned the full force of his gaze on her. A detective
has to have piercing eyes, he thought. Eyes, do your stuff.

Arden looked placidly back at him, smiling and moving
her head slightly. She really did have beautiful hair.

So much for that idea. “Where did you meet him?” said Zero.

“Meet whom?” Arden looked puzzled.

“Have you been seeing him?” broke in her mother.

Arden rolled her eyes. “No, mother,” she said, stretching
out the *no”. “The young man is just trying to help.”

Arden giggled.

“Now what'’s so funny,” demanded her mother.

“You keep calling him “young man’. He's old.”

Zero kept his face immobile. “What was the message?”

Arden stopped laughing. “I can’t tell you anything about Verek.”

“How did you know he had a message for you?”

“It wasn’t...” She just shook her head.

“Was he making arrangements to get her out?” This was
one school of interrogation. You just repeated the same ques-
tions over and over again in slightly different guise. It was one
way of growing old.

“I have no idea.”

“You are worried about his safety. So am I. You have to
trust me. How did he get in touch with you?”

Arden sighed and turned away.

“Answer him!” said her mother, sharply.

The young woman replied without turning around. “He
knows my route to the temple in the morning, and my route home
in the evening. Since we lived next door, we often used to walk
it together.”

“Too often, if you ask me,” said her mother.

“Stop it, mother,” said Arden. “He’s just a teacher, after
all. I mean, he’s old too.”

“A man is never too old,” grumped Arriet, glaring at Zero.
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It was the second time that day he had been lumped with Verek
in a conspiracy against the female race.

“You're still living in ancient history,” said Arden. She
pointed to the door, then the windows. “Look at this place, fes-
tooned with cloves of noblock and tabu signs and vials of al-
leged holy water, all because of some runin with vampires in the
hoary past. Anybody would think that the city was crawling with
them! Instead, nobody has seen one in years. If you're going to
be afraid, fear the alchemists instead. You have no right at all to
criticize Cassine.”

Arriet stared at her for a long moment. “My daughter and
I'have a difference of opinion on my precautions.” Arden bit her
lip, then said, very low, “Sorry, mother.”

Arriet pointed at the white bulbs which hung over the
street window. “Someday that may save us from Beryta’s fate.”
She thrust her jaw forward. “I still can make one more Day, too.
That will send him running for it.” Arden sat down, looking
apologetic and incredulous at the same time. “Who?” asked Zero.
“Send who running for it?”

Arriet shook her head mysteriously. “T"ve got my ideas.”

“Poor old mother,” said Arden.

“Old, my overbite! I keep my eyes open, | saw Age com-
ing and ducked out of the way. You, you don’t look behind. One
day he’ll sneak up on you, and all of a sudden you'll be Arden
the Toothless...”

Zero walked to the back of the room, and looked out the
window. Behind the house was a small courtyard, shared among
the three houses centered on this one. A large well was set in
among uneven cobbles and broken paving stones. The bucket,
adorned with human ears painted on the sides, leaked. Behind
the well, an exhausted fence leaned toward the alley, waiting
only for another rainy season before it could lie completely flat,
Beyond it, two boys, each about eleven or twelve, were hitting a
girl with staves. Stout, angry, and coarse, she was refusing to de-
fend herself, even though she was taller and heavier than they were.

A wiry brown man emerged from the house next door,
the one in which Cassine was fortified. “All right, you guys,
knock it off,” he said calmly. Zero recognized Samm’s voice.

One of the boys decided he had time for a last whack,
while the other sauntered insolently away. Samm covered the
last five meters with eye-widening speed, and cuffed the boy
hard in the face. The boy dropped the stave in astonishment and
pain, and Zero saw blood on the boy’s nose.

“A stave is a weapon, pal, and anybody with a weapon is
an adult,” said Samm, and hit him again. The boy dropped to his
knees, too frightened even to yell. His companion abandoned
bravado and fled. Samm moved off down the alley. When Zero
looked again, the courtyard was empty.

“If you want to save Verek,” said Zero harshly, “you tell
me where he is.”

“I don’t know where he is,” said Arden, now standing in back
of her mother, a hand on her shoulder. “If I knew, I'd tell you.”

Zero rubbed his nose. “Do you bring her food?” Arden
nodded. “I leave it outside the door.” “And the message?”

“He would get her away in a couple of weeks.”

“How long ago was it delivered?”

“A couple of weeks.”

In the street, Ejo made another try. The price of the house
was negotiable. The location was prime. The tenants were su-
perb human beings. Zero said he would keep it in mind. Being a
landlord might be better than being no lord at all.

Another day was expiring, the sun sliding down the edge
of the world. Honest citizens prepared to retire to their homes,

leaving the darkness to other owners. Samm kept suppressing a
smile. He couldn’t keep from bouncing as he paced. Zero was
pretty sure he knew what Samm was feeling. Good Old Days.
Nighttime was all right with Zero; it brought dinner and mid-
night snacks. He preferred to spend the hours indoors, that was
all. Samm, however, was in his element.

“No sweat,” said the lean man. “It’ll take me a couple of
hours, tops, and then I let you in. I don’t... didn’t usually break
into occupied rooms, so I got in faster. Being quiet will make it
take longer.”

“When do we start?”

“Not for hours yet. We need everybody around there to be
asleep. I'll leave here just before midnight. The two of you should
show up an hour later. And then wait for the signal.”

“Are you going to tell me how you’re getting in?"

Samm leaned forward, his hands on his knees, jittering a
little with anticipation. “Might as well. You’ll find out anyway.
Through the floor.” Experts didn’t intimidate Zero. He had ar-
gued with too many of them. But he had told Samm to run the
operation his own way.

“People lock doors and windows, but who worries about
the floor? There’s always a loose board or two in old places like
that. I looked in the closet behind the stairs. I can remove a warped
ceiling plank and squeeze myself between the joists. There’s a
floorboard above it I ought to be able to work loose without too
much trouble. If there’s nothing too heavy on top of it. The way
it's bent suggests it’s free.”

“Won’t that make too much noise?”

“T use a lot of grease.”

Samm’s expression was bland and unreadable. Zero was
pretty sure he knew what that meant. Successful burglars could
afford to acquire a little magic. Samm almost certainly knew a
silence spell. But spells were a private matter. You might tell
your spouse which ones you knew. You didn’t tell a detective.

Snapdragon’s stew contained neither gravel nor night-
shade. That was the best that could be said for it. Cooking was
not one of her talents. To Zero's way of thinking, that was a
major defect. He wondered if Arden liked to cook. Or bake.

" Samm was looking even browner than usual as he leaned
on the door. It was a color which reflected less light than black
itself, he claimed. “Okay, you two, stick to the timetable. Give
me only an hour. Watch the window and try not to be too obvi-
ous about it. When I signal, Zero comes up and Snaps stays just
inside the outer door.” He looked at Zero with a wry smile. “{She
can take care of herself.” And then he was gone. They didn’t
hear his footsteps in the hall outside.

Snapdragon began braiding her hair, plaiting it together
with a piece of black ribbon, to tie to the laces down the back of
her shirt. She had let her hair grow since her retirement from
crime. Zero watched her work.

She said, not looking at him, “Why, Zero, I didn’t know
you thought about things like that.”

“I don’t.” He was getting tired of having his mind read.
First Asmodea, now her.

*“You should lose some weight,” she said. “You wouldn’t
be bad looking if you were thinner.”

“Beauty isn’teverything,” he said. “T have a great personality.”

A table with rickety legs canted against one wall; a thimble
and spool of thread rested in the angle between the wall
and tabletop, ready to slip through. A large trunk had been shoved
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against the barred door, but Samm had moved it out of the way.
Opposite the table was a sagging bed, and beside it, an ancient
chair. That was all.

Huddled in the bed, with the single blanket pulled up to
her mouth, the shriveled woman stared at the intruders, the dark
pits of her eyes splashed with terror. She howled silently into the
linen. Her elbows made spires under the blanket.

“She woke up while I was moving the trunk,” apologized
Samm. “She never tried to scream, though, just sat there the way
you see her now.” He frowned. I got in so easy I wasn’t being
careful enough.”

“You didn’t touch anything?"” asked Zero. ‘“You didn’t take
off your gloves?”

“No, boss, even though you worry about nothings, I fol-
low your orders.” He held his hands behind his back. No self-
respecting burglar wore gloves. Zero turned to Cassine. Her face
must have been pretty when she was healthy, but now it was skin
stretched over bone, with a nose like a knife and a chin like a
hammer. “I'm a friend of your husband’s,” he began, and then
wondered if that were a mistake. Was it Verek she was afraid of?
“We mean you no harm. We had to get in here to talk to you, to
rescue you, and that,” — he pointed to the replaced floorboard
— “was the only way we could do that.”

Her expression never deviated from mute fear.

“We can take you to a place of safety,” he continued. “In
the temple you will have nothing to be frightened of. Nothing
harmful can reach you there.”

Unless you counted backbiting, greed, and rumor.

“My name is Zero,” he said patiently. “Verek must have
mentioned my name at least once.” He waited for a reaction, got
none. “Zero,” he repeated. “That name must be familiar. You
know, the world’s greatest detective.”

She stared blankly at him.

“Zero has delusions of fame,” Samm told her. “I’ll bet
you’ve heard of {me}.”

“We don’t want her more frightened than she is already.”
Zero did his best to look like a kindly uncle. “We only want
what’s best for you, child. We will see that nobody hurts you.”
Her eyes did not waver in their intensity and fear.

For some reason, Zero found himself growing angry with
her. He couldn’t get the creature in Haptor's cage out of his mind.
That one, mindless as she was, knew she had something real to
fear. What could this one have to fear that could compare? Why
couldn’t this one use the brain she had been given? The direct
method wasn’t working. He had to win her confidence. Talk about

something reassuring. Something everybody liked. He talked
about food. Meals for Lhankor Mhy initiates, he told her, were
practically the best food in the country. The temple raised sheep
for parchment and squid for ink. He described lamb marinated
in oil, vinegar, and herbs, and calamari stuffed with wild rice
and shallots. He told her about Untru’s shop, with croissants
that melted at the first touch of teeth. Cream cheese, herring,
sour cream, sausages, hard rolls. He went on and on.

Nothing. He might as well have been talking about
beetles and sow bugs. Zero turned to Samm. “Why don’t we try
the woman's touch? Snapdragon can’t do any worse than I have.”

Samm nodded. “She’ll be happy to do something be-
sides sentry duty. I'll send her up.”

““And remind her not to touch anything,” admonished Zero.

“Right.”

Zero turned back to the dying waif. “Cassine, what have
you got to lose by trusting us? Look at yourself. Whatever is
happening to you, whatever has happened, must be worse than
anything we could do. If I intended you harm, would I not take
advantage now? There’s nobody here but us.”

This did not have its intended effect. She pulled herself
back even further away from him, trying to meld with the wall
behind her.

He heard a sound behind him, a slight creak of floor.
Cassine opened her mouth to scream.

He turned his head, saw Snapdragon in the doorway,
blinking in the light of the room after the gloom of the stairs.
Then he lunged for Cassine and just managed to muffle the cry.

“Sorry, Zero,” said Snapdragon regretfully. “I think I
beat her up once, back before I rehabilitated myself. I had no
way of knowing.” Cassine’s teeth were not in a league with
Arriet’s, and her obvious weakness prevented her from clamp-
ing down hard. Nevertheless, Zero saw dents in his hand when
he withdrew it. Not twenty-eight, but enough.

“Listen, child, are you going to trust us, just a little? Just
enough to tell us where Verek is, or how we can get in touch
with him?”

Cassine’s eyes answered for her. He sighed.

“Snapdragon, I'm going to the temple. I want both you
and Samm to stay here in this room. Don’t leave each other’s
sight, and don’t leave Cassine alone. And whatever you do,
don’t touch anything.”

To be continued....
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Description
An eleven foot long rickety wooden
stepladder.

Cults

ASSOCIATED: Shamans who know how to
contact Raven; the Beastriders of Prax and
the Wastelands; some Tricksters.

ENEMY: Associates of Flamal, including
the Aldryami who would like to recover the
special fruit trees; Sunhawk.

Knowledge

Famous, one of a kind.

History

Prax and The Wastelands were once so
fertile that if a seed was dropped to the
ground, you had to jump back to avoid
being hit by the lush growth that immedi-
ately sprouted. This was due to the strength
of Genert, the Giant of the Land, and of
Flamal, the Giant of all growing things.

Raven’s Stepladder

One of the Great Medicine
Bundles of Prax

This is a tale of those days.

One time, Father Flamal feared that the
coming of true Death and Destruction to
fertile Prax would destroy all of His
favourite works, including special fruit
trees that provided his daughters with
bounty and everlasting happiness. He asked
that master of Illusion, Raven, to hide these
trees for a while until the Evil went away.
The White Raven did better: Raven
gathered (although some say stole) together
all of these fruit trees into a single grove,
and used his talent of Concealment on the
Trees so that none would look at them,
therefore truly becoming invisible. In fact,
to ensure that the Trees were truly safe,
Raven used his Powers so that the Trees
were visible only to Himself. Raven then
hid the grove in a special world known only
to Himself, thinking that no one could find
them there.

However, Raven felt that this place could
still be found. So he created a special
Stepladder that would open a magical door
to Raven’s special place, with the condition
that only Raven could use the Stepladder in
the manner of Raven.

After all of this work, thinking and creating
and doing, Raven began to get hungry, and
thought that some of the fruit from the
Grove would taste mighty fine. But he was
afraid that Flamal would be angry with
Raven for tasting of Flamal’s fruit without
asking permission. And Raven also decided
that after all of this work, he deserved a
reward and should be entitled to some.
Being afraid, and hungry, and justified, and
more and more put upon and hungry, and
angry with Flamal for having to do
Flamal’s dirty work, Raven decided that the
Fruit Trees were really his. And as Raven
worked and thought and angered, His
feathers became darker and darker. And He
flew off to enjoy the fruits of His labours.

When Raven got to His home, His hunger
was, well, Ravenous. Raven thought that
Flamal wouldn’t miss just one fruit, and He
snatched one, ever so sneakily. It was the
most delicious berry he had ever eaten.

Then he took another one. And then
another. And another. And finally, there
were no fruits left on some of the trees. The
black-feathered Raven let out a tremen-
dously satisfied belch, and promptly fell
fast asleep.

Enraged upon discovering that many of his
favourite Trees were being eaten into
nothingness by the despicable Raven,
Flamal called upon his good friend
Sunhawk, who is able to see through all
illusions and who hates Raven because of
the Contests between his Sunfather and the
Tyrant of the Air Demons. Raven felt the
burning anger of Sunhawk upon His
blackened feathers, awoke, and flew off
with the Stepladder in his beak. Sunhawk
began chasing after Raven, who, though his
belly was bulging and engorged with the
Fruits of Flamal, had a commanding lead.
Unable to resist the temptation to taunt
Sunhawk, Raven turned about to hurl
insults at Sunhawk... The Stepladder
promptly fell from Raven’s beak down into
the Wastelands, where it was discovered by
the clans.

Powers

When The Stepladder is climbed in the
manner of Raven (by hopping), and the
proper ceremony is performed (taught by
Raven to his shamans and involving the
successful combination of hopping, cawing,
and wing-flapping), a doorway is opened to
The Godsplane, where an invisible tree is
found from which can be picked an infinite
amount of invisible fruit, thus helping the
clan survive. However, the doorway to the
Grove only lasts for a handful of hours (1d6
hours), so as much fruit as possible must be
gathered in that time. Raven allows the
ceremony at most once per week (it
depends on how amused he is by this
ceremony), and may spoil the fruit if the
ceremony is performed more frequently.

Value

Priceless.

Copyright 1994 Scott Schneider All Rights
Reserved.
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And There’s More...

Other Gloranthan publications from
The Reaching Moon Megacorp:

The Collected Griselda
by Oliver Dickinson. An anthology
of all the Griselda Stories to date.
A5 colour paperback with a Dan
Barker cover. Still available but
stocks are limited.

£6.00 while stocks last.

Reaching Moon T-Shirts
featuring a “Jar-Eel
Assassin” pastiche

design on a high quality
cotton shirt. Just the thing
to impress your friends,
family, and future employ-
ers. Available in Large and
X-Large for only £12.99

Wyrms Footprints
The best articles from the late and
much lamented Wyrms Footnotes
magazine brought to you in one
attractive volume. Magazine size,
full colour covers, 112 pages.
Available in September.
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All prices include UK postage. For European postage add 10% to your order. Elsewhere add
30%. Send your orders to Reaching Moon Megacorp, 21 Stephenson Court, Osbourne Street,
Slough, Berkshire, SL1 1TN, England. Make cheques in UK currency payable to “David Hall”



