
Dear Reader, 

Thank you for your interest in my fiction. Below is a collection of the short fiction that I have written for 

Robot Entertainment. An ongoing project, these short, slice-of-life narratives give a little bit of 

information on each character in a humorous way (though one or two are very serious). In their original 

incarnations, they were to be paired with background images that went along with what “type” of 

narrative each was (like a student progress form or letter). I also tried to tie each together with 

reoccurring side characters and organizations, building the timeline and mythos for the game. 

For ease of use, the short stories are alphabetical by hero and have a context note. 

Thanks again, and enjoy!  

Abigail M. Manuel 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

BIONKA, the Queen Momma 

(Military correspondence) 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

To all my peeple on da Dark Wurld: 

My chilren, all da orcs of da Dark Wurld, listn to ur leader, Bionka, Queen Momma! 

I hate to do it, but I mus leaf my throne an my chilren here on da Dark Wurld an go to da hooman wurld 

of Centre. 

But do not cry--I do it fur u! 

Ar wurld, da Dark Wurld, has no magic. Da sky is blak and da grownd is mud. An so nothin grows. Ar 

minds get feeble an we fight wit one anudder. 

An even wen Mistrez Gabriella came to da Dark Wurld and brought magic, ar hungry wurld drank it 

down. So we mus go. And I wil lead u--to Centre! 

Da hooman wurld is ful of al kinds of magic. Dere is enuff magic fur everyone, even us! But dey wont jus 

give it to us. We mus take it frum dem. 

And so I leaf u. My sons and I wil carve a place fur us on Centre. 

Wen we hav done dis, we wil send fur u, my chilren. U will walk in da grass an feel da magic uf Centre. 

MAGIC OR BLOOD! 

Love to All uf Yous, 

Bionka, Queen Momma 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

My Sons, 

I hav grate faith in all uf u. That is why I'm sendin u ahed to cleer da way for me an my troops. 

Dis be da plan: we are going to estabish a base fur da Unchained deep in Order teritory. To do dis, I hav 

orders fur each uf u. 

Wildshank - Go thru da rift an estabish a base camp in da ruins uf Thuricvod. All ar troops wil pas thru 

dere, so protekt it wel. 

Redhowl - Go frum da base camp to da ol Unchained Fortress. Reclaim it an hold it. U ar a distraktion. De 

Ordur wil tink we be settin up ar base dere, but we ar not. 



Bloodspike - Dis is ar mos important misshun. Take ur troops and watever allies u can find an cross da 

desert. March thru Dusty River and sack its port, Shark Isle. Take sum ships an sail to Murkdale an attack 

Crogon Keep. Goin by see will let u get by many, many ov da Order's defenses. 

Wen dat is done, I wil go to ar new base an we wil begin ar attack on de Ordur frum dere. 

Don't be shy an take wat u need befor u go. I even made sum donkeh fat pies. Take dem! 

Send wurd wen u accomplish ur misshuns. 

Luv you, my boys! 

XXOO 

Bionka, Queen Momma 

 

 

OFFICIAL UNCHAINED MILITARY CORRESPONDENCE FROM WILDSHANK, DA LUSTFUL 

Momma, 

Da base be reddy. Tel ur troops to come on. 

Love You, 

Wildshank 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

Willy, 

Thank you, babby. I'll see u soon. 

XXOO, 

Bionka, Queen Momma 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM REDHOWL, DA BLOODDRINKER 

MUDDER, 

IT BE DUN.  

LOVE U, 

REDHOWL 

 



 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

Red, 

Thank u, hunny. Wen dis be dun, we werk on ur inside voice again. 

Love an Hugs, 

Bionka, Queen Momma 

 

 

OFFICIAL UNCHAINED MILITARY CORRESPONDENCE FROM BLOODSPIKE, THE BRUTAL 

Mother, 

The march to Dusty River and siege of Shark Isle were successful. But we've taken heavy losses. You 

must send more troops before we go further. Lean, preferably. And big. 

Your Dutiful Son, 

Bloodspike 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

Mor troops? I sent u out wit 5,000 recroots! How many u got left? Shurly more dan 3,000, right? Dat 

shuld be mor dan enuff to take Crogon Keep! 

 

OFFICIAL UNCHAINED MILITARY CORRESPONDENCE FROM BLOODSPIKE, THE BRUTAL 

846 

Love, 

Bloodspike 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

Wat? How can u hav dat few troops left? Wat ar u doin wit dem? Wat about ur allies? U havnt lost dem 

too, hav u? 



Nevr u mind, child. We gotta do what we gotta do. I will sen 2,000 mor recroots. Be carful wit dem dis 

time! 

Remember wat ur momma always say: u catch mor donkehs wit carots dan wit switches. Start treatn ur 

troops bettr. 

XXXOOO, 

Bionka, Queen Momma 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

My chilren! 

Ur leeder, da Queen Momma, needs ur help! Ur favrite brudder, Bloodspike, needs troops for his march 

on Crogon Keep. Be brave, babbies, an heed dis recrootment call. Report to Wildshank fur ur orders. 

We ar strong. We ar many! We ar da Unchained, and we wil take wat we want! 

MAGIC OR BLOOD! 

Hugs and Kissus, 

Bionka, Queen Momma 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM ZEKE DA ZEKE (I GES) 

Deer Momma Bionka Mah Supreem Leedr, 

I hop Im no doin sumthin rong by sendin dis lettr. I wuld hav gon threw mah superur but he be wat I 

wana talk abut. 

I got to Shark Isle wit da men u sent Bloodspike an new sumthin was rong. His men were reely, reely 

scared. Didnt take me long to find out y. Bloodspike--he BEAT him recruits bad. An sometime, wen dey 

make him reely mad, he EAT dem! Yes, Momma Bionka, Supreem Leedr, I fink that at least hav da men 

he lost he kill or eat! 

He smrt an he good fightr, but if he keep eatin an beatin like he do, we probly win but dere be no 

Unchained army left! 

Pleez forgive me fer contaktin u direkly, but I thot u shuld no. 

Love to u, Grate Queen Momma! 

Zeke 



OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

Thank u, my babby Zeke, for tellin me dis. I dont no HOW many times I hav tol him killin his own recruits-

-an eatin dem--is not a gud stratgy. Now, I belieev dat if u spare da flail u spoil da orcling, but killin and 

eatin? U cant do dat! We cant keep losin recroots to his appetite. 

Once da base is made, I will hav to do sumthin wit him. Sit tite, Momma's comin. 

Love, 

Queen Momma Bionka 

 

 

OFFICIAL UNCHAINED MILITARY CORRESPONDENCE FROM BLOODSPIKE, THE BRUTAL 

Mother, 

I have made my way to the build site for our new base. But again, after taking Crogon Keep, I am lacking 

the manpower to defend the fortress while it is built. Please send more delicious recruits. 

XO, 

Bloodspike 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

Midnight, 

Hello, mah furry babbie. Thank u fur supplyin intel fur ar cause. The Unchained wood be nothin witout u. 

But I need sumthin more. Is dere anywere dat we absolootly shud not attack? Sumwere ezily accesible 

frum da coast? 

Here's sum shiny, shiny coin fur ur trubble, mah gurl. 

Love, 

Momma Bionka 

 

 

OFFICIAL UNCHAINED MILITARY CORRESPONDANCE FROM MIDNIGHT, TWILIGHT'S RAZOR 

Hello Bionka, 

I'm confused why you would ask for this information, but I know you most likely have your reasons. 



For what it's worth, Eventide Cove would be a horrible target right now. I've done some sneaking 

around, and I believe that the Order is having a diplomatic meeting with Tundra, the Oathkeeper, there. 

He has brought many grizzly warriors with him.  

If anyone attacked now, they'd be icicles before they could even get a claw in. 

Thank you for the coin. Your generosity is always appreciated. 

Sincerely, 

Midnight 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

Bloodspike, 

I wil send sum nice, fat recroots. But I hav a job fur u.  

On da coast near da Ordur Capital dere be a port called Eventide Cove. U go dere and attak Eventide 

Fortress. Take it, and we estabish ar dominence an begin ar takover uf Ordur teritory an da Ordur 

Acadamy. 

Iz all you, son! 

XXXXOOOO, 

Momma 

 

 

OFFISHUL UNCHAINED MILTARY CORSPONDANCE FRUM MOMMA BIONKA, QUEEN MOMMA 

To al my peeple on da Dark Wurld, 

I now make my way to Centre an ar new base in Ordur Teritory. Soon, my chilren, we will all dance in da 

sunlite an feel da magic flow thru us.  

We may haff lost Bloodspike, but we wil find new allies an genrals in the Unchained on Centre. 

Be patent babbies, an wait fur my call! 

MAGIC OR BLOOD! 

A Hunrid Kissus, 

Momma Bionka 

 



BLACKPAW, Vindicator of the Dead 

(Conspiracy theorist’s Fanzine) 

Wulfhawkinman Stalkin': The Wulfhawkinman Enthusiasts' Official Newsletter No. 456 

From: Pres. Perrell 

To: Our Loyal Subscribers 

Salutations, fellow truth finders!  

Exciting news about the Wulfhawkinman! Everyone's favorite wolf-hawk-chicken-man monster has been 

sighted near the Order Academy.  

According to the witness, he was "man sized, about five hogsheads tall or just under" and was sighted 

leaving the Academy's chicken coops. He was also reported as yelling "Let my feathered people go!" 

over and over again. The Wulfhawkinman reportedly made off with a chicken and was covered in 

feathers and straw. The witness also said he saw the Wulfhawkinman dance and do the splits. Amazing! 

I spoke to fellow Stalker and Order leader, Master Cygnus, about the incident, and he told me it was not 

the Wulfhawkinman but instead a "…troublesome member of his faculty who had gotten into the wine 

cellar without permission," and that the "…situation had already been dealt with." Cygnus said that the 

man he believed was the culprit would be refilling all the Order torches this week as "recompense." 

Poor guy. I have great respect for Cygnus, but I believe in my heart that there is still a Wulfhawkinman 

on Order Academy property. Hopefully, we'll have other sightings soon! 

In the meantime, please read on for Wulfhawkinman-themed St. Helgin's Day recipes from Rimwelda, 

our lovely and creative Treasurer, and the riveting Wulfhawkinman fanfiction "My Fine Furry Feathered 

Savior" from yours truly, President Perrell!  

Enjoy, and remember: the truth IS out there! 

Warmest Regards, 

Pres. Perrell 

 

 

Wulfhawkinman Stalkin': The Wulfhawkinman Enthusiasts' Official Newsletter No. 457 

From: Pres. Perrell 

To: Our Loyal Subscribers 

Fantastic news, everyone!  

There have been more reports of the Wulfhawkinman in the northern town of Weston-under-Mountain. 

Witnesses have described the creature as "the size of a man but covered in fur" with a "wolf-like" face 

and "sharp claws." Now, does this closely resemble our man-headed, wolf-legged, hawk-winged, and 



chicken-posteriored Wulfhawkinman? No, but eye witness accounts are usually not reliable, especially in 

the dark--and all sightings have been at night. 

I'm hopeful, my faithful friends! I am packing my bags for Weston-under-Mountain as we speak. I'm 

going to go and investigate these sightings personally. In the meantime, please direct inquiries to 

Rimwelda who will forward them on to me. 

Included with this issue are artistic renderings of the Weston-under-Mountain sightings drawn by me, a 

pattern for a very warming Wulfhawkinman quilt for the winter from Rimwelda, and my heart-

wrenching Wulfhawkinman fanfiction "Love in the (Fur)st Degree." 

Don't forget to pay your dues! 

Fondly, 

Pres. Perrell 

 

 

Wulfhawkinman Stalkin': The Wulfhawkinman Enthusiasts' Official Newsletter No. 458 

From: Pres. Perrell 

To: Our Loyal Subscribers 

Glad tidings from the field! 

My hands are trembling as I write this. I have made contact with the Wulfhawkinman! I put on my 

Wulfhawkinman costume a few nights ago, and in the moonlight, there he was! I ran for him, making 

the clucking, barking, yodel call of the Wulfhawkinman. He stopped and looked in my direction. All I 

could see were his glowing, wolf-like eyes. I called again and he pounced on me--and SPOKE! He asked, 

"Are you part of their pack? You don't smell like their pack." I told him I was part of his pack. He seemed 

sad and said, "My pack is dead." Then he was gone. 

My eyes are full of tears! He's the last Wulfhawkinman. No wonder there are so few sightings.  

Those fools in town tried to keep me from going. They believe that the Wulfhawkinman is instead this 

creature named Blackpaw the "Vindicator of the Dead." They are blaming him for several mauling 

deaths in the area. The local Cult of Death says this "Blackpaw" is targeting them because of their ritual 

gnoll sacrifices. They believe that gnolls are the underworld's gatekeepers and that killing one leaves the 

"gate" open for a short time, allowing them to commune with Death. The Cult of Death's numbers have 

increased so much, gnoll numbers have gone down. 

But who cares about gnolls? The Wulfhawkinman is in peril! I see that all seven of our subscribers live 

within a few hours ride of Weston-under-Mountain. Come join me! We must band together and capture 

the last Wulfhawkinman to preserve his legacy! If you'd like to come "stalkin'" with me in Weston-

under-Mountain, please send a note to Rimwelda. I'd like to meet sometime before the next newsletter 

so that we can broadcast our findings. 



I've been so inspired by my meeting that I've penned two new fanfictions, "Dances with 

Wulfhawkinman" and "The Last Wulfhawkinman Standing," for this issue. Rimwelda has also whipped 

up a lovely new beverage recipe she likes to call "The Hair of the Wulfhawkinman."  

Sounds good to me! 

Hope to see you all in Weston-under-Mountain, 

Pres. Perrell 

 

 

Wulfhawkinman Stalkin': The Wulfhawkinman Enthusiasts' Official Newsletter No. 459 

From: Treasurer Rimwelda 

To: Our Loyal Subscribers 

Hello Everyone, 

Rimwelda here! This may not be a surprise for many of you (the turnout at Weston-under-Mountain was 

nearly 100%), but Perrell, unfortunately, is no longer with us. 

It's such a shame. We were all out in our costumes trying to find the Wulfhawkinman together (with 

help from the Cult of the Death), but we came upon Blackpaw instead.  

We weren't ready for a fight, but thank goodness the Cult was! All those crossbow bolts and magic 

slinging… It was quite exciting. But we couldn't convince Perrell that Blackpaw wasn't the 

Wulfhawkinman. He loved the Wulfhawkinman so much that he tried to shield Blackpaw from the Cult 

of Death and was killed. Blackpaw got away, but when the magical fires died down and the smoke 

cleared, there wasn't much more of Perrell but costume feathers and a few teeth.  

Poor Perrell… But at least he died doing what he loved best: stalking the Wulfhawkinman! There will be 

a memorial for him this week in Weston-under-Mountain, if any of you would like to attend. 

I don't know what Perrell's last wishes were, but I'm sure he would have wanted the newsletter to go 

on. That being said, I think a change is in order. The newsletter was always rather silly, wasn't it? 

Perrell's fanfiction certainly was anyway (Riftmaker rest his soul, of course). Instead, why don't we all 

get together in Weston-under-Mountain? The Cult of Death's High Priest, Stallid, has volunteered a 

meeting room for us to use each month. Wouldn't that be lovely? We could have a potluck! 

If you would like to attend, please let me know one week hence. The meeting will be on the first of each 

month--just like the newsletter! 

Love to all of you, 

Rimwelda 

 



BLOODSPIKE, the Brutal 

(A ballad) 

Bloodspike's Balad 

By N.E. Orc 

 

Me standin on ta battlefield, 

me hear ta call ta strike. 

Axe a' swingin, eyes a' gleamin, 

ere come Brutul Bloodspike. 

 

An tho me scared me lead ta charge, 

me shud not turn and run. 

Cuz if me do, ol' Bloodspike, 

he shurly kick me bum. 

 

Chorus: 

So drank, and drank, and drank, bruther, 

if Bloodspike pay yur bills. 

Cuz if ya be a coward, bub, 

then will be YOU he kills! 

 

He has ta Bloodlust and anger, 

but he a smarty orc, 

He got plans an' schemes an' strat'gies. 

Him brains what make 'em work! 

 

 

 

 



He mos'ly run us inta traps, 

dat plan be him fav'rit. 

If we no go his beatins be 

worse than we not make it. 

 

Chorus: 

So drank, and drank, and drank, me, sistur, 

if yur on ta front line. 

Cuz if ya march fer ol' Bloodspike, 

it culd be yur last time! 

 

I got me gripes 'gainst Bloodspike 

Me nevur sing him praise. 

Fought fur him fur ten year. 

He nevur give me raise! 

 

But we wuld not be whar we are 

if Bloodspike nun so brave. 

Us orcs be in dat big wasteland, 

dis song sung in a cave! 

 

Chorus: 

So drank, and drank, and drank, me friends, 

if Bloodspike yuh follo! 

We won taday. We drank tanite! 

Bloodspike's a real hero! 

Bloodspike's  a real herrooooooo! 

 

 



CYGNUS, Master of the Order 

(A will) 

THE LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT OF CYGNUS, MASTER OF THE ORDER 

I, Cygnus, Archmage and Master of the Order, hereby declare myself to be a man very, very, very well 

advanced over the age of majority and of sound mind and body. Therefore, in that capacity, I declare 

that this is my LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT and, without living family or heirs, will herein define how my 

funeral arrangements, estate, and personal effects should be discharged in the case of my demise.  

As for my funeral arrangements, I am not terribly concerned about them. The normal pomp and 

circumstance afforded a member of the Order is fine, but I would rather be cremated than the normal 

burial practice. Those red coffins are garish, and I have always found the practice of an "open casket" 

funeral to be revolting. Let Prof. Lavender pick out a nice urn for me. She has lovely taste in furnishings.  

In lieu of pallbearers, I would like my pupil, Gabriella, to carry my ashes. Yes, Gabriella. Though 

Maximilian is my protégé, I cannot trust him not to "spike" my urn and do that bizarre dance of his 

before the altar. Despite her past transgressions, I trust Gabriella can approach the occasion with the 

somberness that it deserves. However, Maximilian may eulogize me at the service if he promises not to 

say the following words in reference to me or the Order: 

Buttloads  

Geezer 

Old fart 

Mr. Wrinkles 

Adm. Greybeard 

Wench 

Moist 

After the ceremony, I would like my ashes to be stored somewhere in the Order's Great Library where I 

have spent many a day reading or having a very good nap. 

As for my estate, I'm afraid that there is not much to dispense. I have some stock in a company that 

makes trap components, and I am a silent partner in a venture to try to harness the power of lightning 

to light homes in place of torches. It sounds silly I know, but the pitch was very convincing. Perhaps one 

or both of those will be valuable at some time in the future. I also, of course, receive dividends from the 

Order's business ventures. All of this I leave to my pupils, Maximilian and Gabriella. 

My personal effects are unfortunately many. I am bit of a collector. I have 1,056 Fuzzy Buddy animal 

toys--special editions and color variants with the ear tags still attached! I have to say the pink variant, 

two-headed, arctic sabretooth (limited run and numbered two out of 500) is my favorite and probably 

quite valuable.  



My Wulfhawkinman memorabilia is also quite extensive (and yes, I own an official Wuflhawkinman 

costume), as is my collection of futuristic weaponry based on the props from Galaxy Path, my favorite 

serial play. I also have a personal library which is one-third Galaxy Path novels, one-third rulebooks and 

settings for Caves and Creatures campaigns, and the last third is my Playwizard collection which of 

course I have kept for the articles. These collections may be liquidated if no one wants them. The 

proceeds should be split between Gabriella and Maximilian. 

Of the objects I would like to bequeath, I have a bit of furniture, a collection of scrolls dating back to the 

beginning of recorded time, and a rug gifted to me by the grizzlies made from yeti pelt. I would like the 

furniture to go to my dear friend Prof. Finnregan, the scrolls to Gabriella (as many times as she has 

referenced them in her research, she might as well have them), and the rug to go to Maximilian. The rug 

itself disturbs me. Yetis are humanoid, and I'm not entirely sure this is a yeti. It might actually be a very 

hairy Northmun. In either case, I now see how disturbed the grizzlies would be with our practice of 

having bearskin rugs (also, don't get it wet--it smells awful). And yet Maximillian makes a puppet out of 

its head almost every time he is in my office, so I will leave the ghastly thing to him. If I wasn't worried 

about the grizzly envoy coming and not seeing it on display, I would give it to him now. 

However, there are certain contingencies for which I feel I must prepare. The above assumes that I die 

of natural causes. What is unfortunately more likely is I will die in combat with the Unchained. In case of 

this occurrence, I have a different set of instructions. 

If I die in battle, then I do not want a funeral. The Order should not be wasting time on such trivial 

matters if we are still fighting the Unchained. Carve my name in the crypt somewhere and have done 

with it. Clearly if I am killed by the Unchained, then I have failed and so have my pupils. Maximilian in 

particular refuses to get his act together. He would rather nap, belch, and chase girls than save the 

world. 

Because of this, in case of my death in battle, my estate, my possessions, and their proceeds will go to 

Gabriella--even the rug.   

Yes, Gabriella. 

I know that if I fell in battle, Gabriella would be doing her best to fight off the Unchained at my side. I 

cannot say the same for Maximilian. In fact, it would not surprise me if my death was in some way 

precipitated by that lunk-headed boy. 

Do you hear me, Maximilian? The rug goes to Gabriella! Shape up, or my death and whether or not you 

get my yeti rug will be the least of your worries! The Unchained are coming, and if you don't stop them, 

everything you know and love will be gone, and I may not be there to help you. 

But know this: both of you together are capable of defeating the Unchained with or without me. You 

just have to try. And that is the message I leave with you. 

I, Cygnus, Archmage and Master of the Order do hereby declare that the above are my last wishes and 

should be fulfilled no matter the circumstance. 

Signed, 

Cygnus 



 

WITNESS SIGNATURE: Prof. Rodergo 

WITNESS SIGNATURE: Prof. Tulania 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



DOBBIN, the Claim Jumper 

(Telegrams) 

MINISTRY OFFICAL POST BY WIRE 

URGENT: DELIVER WITHOUT DELAY 

FROM: COPPERHEAD JOE, SADDLEBACK RIDGE, DUSTY RIVER 

TO: DOBBIN, ITZAL MINE CAMP, DUSTY RIVER 

Don't know how you cheated me Dobbin STOP But no one cheats Copperhead Joe STOP When they 

opened Dusty River to new claims there was no way you beat my stagecoach to the Itzal Mine STOP You 

were on foot STOP No stub-legged dwarf can run that fast STOP Mark my words Dobbin STOP The Itzal 

Mine will be all mine STOP That sounds weird STOP Is there a better way to say that STOP Wait don't 

tap that out STOP Don't send that STOP I'll get you Dobbin STOP 

MINISTRY OFFICIAL POST BY WIRE 

URGENT: DELIVER WITHOUT DELAY 

FROM: DOBBIN, ITZAL MINE CAMP, DUSTY RIVER 

TO: COPPERHEAD JOE, SADDLEBACK RIDGE, DUSTY RIVER 

Ya think us sooners and cheaters STOP We ain't no sooners STOP We were next to ya at the starting line 

STOP Ain't no cheaters neither STOP Ain't nothing in them rules about tunnelin to make yer claim STOP 

Me and the missus dug to the mine STOP Had time for a nip of brandy afore the notary came STOP 

Invest in faster horses maybe STOP Ha ha STOP  

MINISTRY OFFICIAL POST BY WIRE 

URGENT: DELIVER WITHOUT DELAY 

FROM: COPPERHEAD JOE, SADDLEBACK RIDGE, DUSTY RIVER 

TO: DOBBIN, ITZAL MINE CAMP, DUSTY RIVER 

Warty little cuss STOP Hand over the Itzal Mine deed by sundown or the Sidewinder Gang will come for 

you STOP You've been warned dwarf STOP 

MINISTRY OFFICIAL POST BY WIRE 

URGENT: DELIVER WITHOUT DELAY 

FROM: DOBBIN, ITZAL MINE CAMP, DUSTY RIVER 

TO: COPPERHEARD JOE, SADDLEBACK RIDGE, DUSTY RIVER 

So yer threatenin me now STOP I'm quakin in my lil dwarfy booties STOP You'll have to pry that deed 

from my cold dirty hands STOP Kiss my arse STOP 



MINISTRY OFFICIAL POST BY WIRE 

URGENT: DELIVER WITHOUT DELAY 

FROM: DOBBIN, ITZAL MINE CAMP, DUSTY RIVER 

TO: SHERIFF MACKEN, DUSTY RIVER SHERIFF'S OFFICE, DUSTY RIVER 

My missus Brass wants official help gettin rid of Copperhead Joe and his Sidewinder Gang STOP We laid 

claim to property that Copperhead Joe wants STOP He's comin to the Itzal Mine at sundown to take our 

claim STOP Brass's inventions my dynamite and our hired man Maximilian should be more than a match 

fer them STOP But it'd be grand if ya could help us mop up after STOP Thank ya kindly STOP 

MINISTRY OFFICIAL POST BY WIRE 

URGENT: DELIVER WITHOUT DELAY 

FROM: SHERIFF MACKEN, DUSTY RIVER SHERIFF'S OFFICE, DUSTY RIVER  

TO: DOBBIN, ITZAL MINE CAMP, DUSTY RIVER 

Thanks for giving me Copperhead Joe's location STOP Will ride with deputies to Itzal Mine and help with 

Copperhead Joe STOP In case he slips by us I have put a bounty on his head STOP I'm so tired of 

Copperhead Joe I don't care if someone else takes him down STOP  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GABRIELLA, the Redeemed Sorceress 

(Letters to the editor/ abstract/ correspondence) 

To: 

Dr. Blakeridge  

Editor-in-Chief of Anthropology Today 

1123 Quill Market St. 

Capital, Territories Humaine 

Dear Dr. Blakeridge, 

I am writing to you in regards to submitting my essay to Anthropology Today. I am an apprentice of Prof. 

Hieronyma, Dean of the Order Anthropology Department, and I would like to humbly submit my paper, 

"The Secrets of Thuricvod," co-written by my mentor, for consideration. 

Enclosed with this letter is a brief abstract, and a full copy is attached. Thank you for your time.  

Sincerely, 

Gabriella 

Order Sorceress and  

Apprentice Anthropologist 

 

ABSTRACT 

"The Secrets of Thuricvod" 

by Gabriella, Order Apprentice Anthropologist and  

Hieronyma, Dean of the Order Anthropology Department 

An expedition to the ancient dwarven settlement, Thuricvod, has yielded tantalizing information about 

the "Great Shift," an event that led to the desertification of the Western Plains into the Shifted Sands. 

Scrolls found at the site refer to the Great Shift as a rift implosion triggered by the dwarves to seal our 

world off from the dwarven homeworld, Thur, and to collapse a rift to the Dark World. This act trapped 

many dwarves here, but cut Thur off from potential orc invasion. Interestingly, the dwarves, despite at 

that time not having settled any further east than Dusty River, had maps of the entire continent. On 

them, they refer to our world as "Thuric" or "Second Thur." The dwarves believed this world to be a 

second version of theirs, which perhaps reveals the true nature of the rifts--they are not portals 

between different worlds but between different versions of the same one. This paper explores how this 

theory revolutionizes anthropology and increases the probability of future orc invasions. 

 



To: Gabriella 

Ministry Post Box 31 

Ministry Outpost North 

Shifted Sands, Unclaimed Territory 

 

Dear Gabriella, 

Regretfully, I must inform you that Anthropology Today will not publish your essay. Good luck in your 

future endeavors. 

 

Regards, 

Dr. Blakeridge 

Editor-in-Chief, Anthropology Today 

 

To: Master Cygnus 

1 Order Dr. 

Capital, Territories Humaine 

Dear Master Cygnus, 

I'm in desperate need of your help. I have done something wrong, I think. After I tried to publish the 

paper I co-wrote with Prof. Hieronyma, strange things began happening. Hieronyma has been 

reassigned to an Oasis expedition, which we both know is a wild satyr chase. Documents have turned up 

missing at our camp, and both of our travel visas have been rescinded. I don't think we can come home. 

Please help! 

Best, 

Gabriella 

Order Sorceress and 

Apprentice Anthropologist 

 

 

 

 



To: Gabriella 

Ministry Post Box 31 

Ministry Outpost North 

Shifted Sands, Unclaimed Territory 

Dear Gabriella, 

I have inquired on both of your behalves, but there is little I can do. The Ministry and the Weavers have 

blacklisted both of you for sharing "secret" information. 

As you know, after your apprenticeship in the Alchemy Wing, I began an internal investigation--which 

was halted by the Weavers and our government, the Ministry. However, I was somewhat relieved. I 

thought the Weavers would discipline the Alchemy Wing. 

I see I was wrong. The Weavers shrouded the Alchemy Wing in secrecy and recommended to the 

Ministry that certain topics not be researched or discussed. Your paper broached one of them: future 

orc invasions. I suspect that orc invasions must be more probable than we know, though I don't know 

why they would hide that from the public. 

Unfortunately, because you are blacklisted, you cannot publish or find a job--even in the Order. But I will 

continue to vouch for you. I have so far had a light touch with the Order and the Weavers, but now I will 

pull back the reins. For now, my advice is to follow Hieronyma and lay low in the Shifted Sands. 

I am very sorry something like this has happened to you again. This is not the Order that I know. 

Fortune Favor You, 

Master Cygnus 

Master of the Order 

 

 

To: Master Cygnus 

1 Order Dr. 

Capital, Territories Humaine 

Dear Master Cygnus, 

Thank you for your honesty. It is a pity you are unable to help. 

It angers me that the Ministry, the Weavers, and the Order have been secretly withholding vital 

information. This is very dangerous. What will we do if orcs invade? 

The Weavers must be stopped and the truth exposed. I will find a way to the Dark World and bring back 

proof of a probable orc invasion and show it to the world! 



Thank you for all your help, Master Cygnus, but I feel this is something I must do for everyone's sake. 

Very Sincerely, 

Gabriella 

The Sorceress 

 

 

[RETURN TO SENDER: MESSAGE UNCLAIMED] 

To: Gabriella 

Ministry Post Box 31 

Ministry Outpost North 

Shifted Sands, Unclaimed Territory 

Dear Gabriella, 

Do not travel to the Dark World! By spying on the Weavers I've learned the Dark World is without magic-

-but hungers for it. Its terrors will fly to you and the rift like a moth to a flame. You will hear voices and 

you will want power--because, slowly, the world will drain you and the rift's magic. 

And that is why the dwarves of Thuricvod destroyed their rift and the Dark World's. They knew if the rift 

stayed open, orcs would pour into our world because ours is more magical even than Thur. 

Reconnecting our world to the Dark World would be catastrophic. 

Please stay with Hieronyma. I agree this Weaver and Ministry nonsense must end. 

Riftmaker Protect You, 

Master Cygnus 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IVY, Warden of the First Grove 

(Written correspondence) 

To: High Warden Naya 

Battlemaster of Sanctuary, the First Grove 

Warden Naya, 

It has come to my attention that my charge, Ivy, is to be expelled from Sanctuary and the First Grove. I 

understand she has destroyed the Skybridge and disrupted the lives of those living in the First Grove, 

but even so, she is much too valuable an asset to throw away. Please reconsider. 

I respectfully await your response. 

Warden Kynd 

 

 

To: Warden Kynd 

Battlemaster of Valla, the Fifth Grove 

Warden Kynd, 

Well met, Warden. Regretfully, I must hold fast to my decision. She is powerful, but also angry and 

disruptive. I can no more contain her than I can a thunderstorm. Without discipline, she is not suited for 

the Calling. If her anger persists, she may very well be a danger not only to her fellow initiates but the 

citizens of the First Grove. As much as it pains me, as a Warden I cannot risk the safety of my people by 

keeping her here. Her expulsion from Sanctuary and the First Grove must stand. 

May the Blessings of Our Lady Be with You, 

High Warden Naya 

 

 

To: High Warden Naya 

Battlemaster of Sanctuary, the First Grove 

Warden Naya, 

I am a man of few words, High Warden. And I realize now that has created a barrier of misunderstanding 

between us. When I left Ivy in your charge, I was fresh off the battlefield and in no mood to talk. I should 

have told you the whole story.  

Not only was I at the battle of Acacia, but so was Ivy. She stood with her parents as they defended their 

posts on Acacia's ramparts. When they fell, Ivy took their place; her fury willed the trees to hold fast the 



orcs as she shot them down. She would have remained there until the end if Warden Talos hadn't 

knocked her senseless. Even then it took the both of us to drag her away. 

Ivy's loss would have demented a lesser person. Her power is only overshadowed by her will. She can't 

be expelled. Someday, many seasons from now, those initiates she is "disrupting" may be alive only 

because she was there to lead them. 

Warden Kynd 

 

 

To Warden Kynd 

Battlemaster of Valla, The Fifth Grove 

Good tidings Warden Kynd, 

Bless you for bringing this to my attention. The poor child! She told me nothing of it. I understand her 

anger now. Perhaps more compassion in her tutelage is warranted. Ivy will stay in Sanctuary, and I will 

make her learn. A thunderstorm she may be, but a little rain never hurt anyone. 

That being said, I counter your uncharacteristic optimism with my uncharacteristic cynicism. By "lead 

them" are you suggesting that she may one day be a Warden? I find that highly unlikely. A Warden must 

have an inner peace, a respect for nature, and a compulsion to protect life at the expense of her own. I 

only see the latter in Ivy--but she is young and perhaps you know something I don't. 

I sense now your empathy for your fellow elves. The Meeting of the Groves is three days hence. You will 

be there, yes? There is another matter that I will bring up for a ruling; I'm sure you and I will see eye-to-

eye on it! 

Our Lady Guide You, 

High Warden Naya 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HOGARTH, the Frozen Shield of Deg Itan 

(Travel diary) 

From the travel journal of Hieronyma, Anthropologist of the Order: 

Day 22 

Finally, after more than three weeks of caravanning, Rothbern, our forward scout, has signaled to me 

that he sees smoke from the fires of Deg Itan. I am glad. I tire of the cold and need a hot meal. 

After searching fruitlessly in the desert for the elusive "Oasis," I thought Deg Itan would be a welcome 

change of clime. I take it back. It was a terrible idea. This place is as bitterly cold as the desert is 

swelteringly hot. At least finding water here is easy; too bad using the bathroom without getting 

frostbite on your backside is not. Hopefully, getting a glimpse into the lives of the reclusive Northmun of 

Deg Itan will be worth it.  

I have heard much about the Northmun: that they are brutish, stubborn, fearless, and only appreciate 

humor if it involves bodily functions. But after spending so much time in this icy wilderness, I feel I must 

respect a culture that can withstand its fury. 

Rothbern has informed us that we will not reach Deg Itan by nightfall, but we will surely reach there by 

tomorrow. Only one more night in the snow! 

Day 23 

Rothbern neglected to tell us the day's hike would be up the side of a mountain. I should have guessed 

as much. Warrior cultures like the Northmun tend to value strategic advantage over silly concerns like 

convenient access to resources. 

But what they lacked in civic planning ability, they more than made up for in hospitality. Chieftain 

Beotharn arranged a glorious feast of mountain bison for us in his communal longhouse. I finally had the 

hot meal I so desperately wanted around the crackling, friendly fire at the longhouse's center.  

I did not expect them to be an egalitarian society, but there seemed to be little difference between men 

and women here. Their dress is similar--pelts and plate armor--and half of Beotharn's thanes were 

women. 

They also seem to like to party, and we were happy to oblige them. After a few pints of mead, there was 

a bit of a food fight, but what's a little bison in your hair in the name of camaraderie? 

The only one who seemed to be wary of us was Hogarth, Beotharn's highest-ranking thane. He was also 

much more disgusting than the rest of the group. Hogarth ate an entire bison's leg with his mouth open, 

leaving a ring of meaty destruction around him. When he finished, he belched loudly, and his 

compatriots laughed and made a toast. 

I wonder why someone who seems like such a buffoon would be the thanes' leader, but I reserve 

judgement.  

After the feast, the hall was cleaned and the fire tamed. They brought in bedding for us; we would be 

using the longhouse as our dormitory. I was glad to not have to wander back out into the snow, but then 



realized that for all their civility, they had not mastered indoor plumbing. Once more a cold wind to the 

breech, I guess. 

Day 24 

Tragedy has struck our party. In the night, a mysterious monster attacked the longhouse, emboldened 

by the scraps of last night's feast. I was there, but I do not remember much except the creature's eyes 

glinting in the glow of the dying fire. Rothbern, I'm afraid, was eaten. Someone raised the alarm, and 

instantly Hogarth was there leading the thanes. They chased the creature into the mountains. 

One thane did not return. 

That night, we feasted again, but in the cold, mountain night. A great bonfire was lighted in honor of our 

dead. 

Beotharn asked Hogarth to say a few words. It was clear the loss pained him, but he said nothing. At 

last, he raised the fallen thane's axe and unleashed the loudest, most pained roar I have ever heard. His 

thanes followed suit, yelling into the dark. The message was clear: they would have their revenge. 

Hogarth, believing the longhouse too dangerous, split our party between his fellow thanes. Much to my 

dismay, the expedition's cook and I were to spend the night with Hogarth. 

His small hut was not what I expected. Oddly, he had some talent for art; there were several carvings of 

wolves, bears, and other woodland creatures around his small home. And, in a place of honor, the lost 

thane's axe hung above the door. 

Hogarth said very little, but he turned down our bedding, offered us a hot mead, and said "SLEEP WELL!" 

to us loudly but kindly as we went to bed. 

Day 25 

Our last night with the Northmun was one of both horror and victory. In the night, Hogarth awoke, 

startled by a noise neither of us could hear. He gathered his armor and his axe, shouting at us "HERE 

STAY!" 

I'm not one to shy away from danger, so I set out after him. What I saw chilled me more than the ice and 

snow of Deg Itan. It was three meters tall and lithe like a snake. Smoke rose from its scaled body is it 

wormed through the village on all fours. It had massive claws and teeth and glowering eyes. 

But like a flash of lightning, it vanished into the night. Hogarth ordered his thanes after it, staying behind 

to guard us and his chieftain. He gathered everyone into the longhouse and we waited. 

We heard noises outside; the beast was back! Without hesitating, Hogarth sprang after the monster, 

shouting his attacks as he ran. For the first time, I saw Hogarth in his element. As he swung his axe, a 

toothy smile grew on his face. The beast clawed him again and again. It dawned on me that the man did 

not feel fear--or pain. 

We barricaded the longhouse door behind him, but I kept my eye to the crack in the door. Hogarth was 

gaining ground, but then the beast reared up, grabbing his leg with one of its gigantic claws.  



Hogarth instinctively threw his shield, bashing the creature's underbelly. To my surprise, the beast froze 

in place and fell forward, taking Hogarth with it. Its arm shattered as it met the ground, freeing Hogarth. 

He quickly severed its head from its body. The beast thawed and a fountain of blood showered from its 

neck. Hogarth danced in its rain. 

There was another great feast that night when the thanes returned. At the end of the feast, Beotharn 

stood up and motioned for us all to be silent. He asked Hogarth to come forward. The Chieftain then 

named him "The Frozen Shield of Deg Itan" in honor of his great deed. Hogarth started blubbering in a 

most embarrassing way. More mead was poured and many raucous toasts were made in Hogarth's 

honor. 

I realized then why he was their leader. He may get more of his dinner and mead on his beard than in his 

mouth, and he may not get even the simplest of jokes, but his prowess in battle was matched only by 

the care he had for his people. 

Tomorrow we continue our trek north out of the mountains of Deg Itan and across the glacier to the 

Peaks of Arctos. There, we will meet with the ursine Grizzly people, which will be another great chance 

for anthropological study. Unfortunately, it will be another few weeks in the ice and snow.  

But if the Grizzlies are half as welcoming as the Northmun, the journey will be worth it. I never thought 

I'd say it, but I will be sad to leave the heroic Hogarth and Deg Itan. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



MAXMILIAN, the War Mage 

(School file excerpt) 

Master End Year Student Evaluation Form 

Student Name: Maximilian 

Professor Name: Tulania 

Level: I 

Age: 10 

Student Aptitudes 

Maximilian displays an innate facility with magic and a peculiar type of luck that can only be described as 

"dumb." He is also well-liked by his peers because of his easy-going demeanor. With the right teacher, 

Maximilian could be a talented War Mage. However, I'm not sure that "right teacher" is me. He needs 

someone with more patience experience. 

Student Challenges 

I feel that Maximilian's main challenge is crassness ignorance inattention himself. He has a, shall we say, 

"unique" way of practicing magic and an unconventional work ethic. Again, with a firm hand I'm sure he 

can be steered away from leering at socializing with the girls in class and back on track working hard and 

practicing magic the RIGHT way. 

Please attach any Certificates of Merit to this form here: 

Oh dear, there don't seem to be any in his file. I'm sure they've just been misplaced! 

Please attach any Certificates of Demerit to this form here: 

If I attached all of these certificates, this form would be 302 pages long! I'll just attach the "highlights." 

 

CERTIFICATE OF DEMERIT 

 STUDENT NAME: Maximilian 

DESCRIPTION OF EVENTS: Disrupting class by yelling "I don't HAVE the magic, I AM the magic" is 

inappropriate. 

NUMBER OF DEMERITS: 1 

ACTION TAKEN: Student must spend one hour in quiet reflection in the library. 

 SIGNED: Tulania 

 

 



CERTIFICATE OF DEMERIT 

 STUDENT NAME: Maximilian 

DESCRIPTION OF EVENTS: Proper attire MUST be worn at all times during class. This includes 

shirts. 

NUMBER OF DEMERITS: 1 

ACTION TAKEN: Student must peel potatoes tonight in preparation for supper. 

SIGNED: Rodergo 

 

 

CERTIFICATE OF DEMERIT 

STUDENT NAME: Maximilian 

DESCRIPTION OF EVENTS: Pants and shoes must ALSO be worn at all times during class. 

Maximilian pointed out that "proper attire" is not defined in the Order Student Handbook. I told 

him that he was still disrupting class with his behavior. 

NUMBER OF DEMERITS: 2 

ACTION TAKEN: Student must clean up the men's dorm bathrooms to my satisfaction (taking at 

least two hours). I have also prepared an addendum for the Student Handbook to avoid similar 

situations. The addendum will be circulated to all students. 

SIGNED: Rodergo 

 

 

CERTIFICATE OF DEMERIT 

STUDENT NAME: Maximilian 

DESCRIPTION OF EVENTS: Footie pajamas do NOT count as a shirt AND pants, and they 

CERTAINLY do not count as pants AND shoes. I care NOT that they are printed with characters 

from his favorite puppet show. The boy is VERY trying. 

NUMBER OF DEMERITS: 3 

ACTION TAKEN: Student must muck out the school stables (this should take around three hours). 

I have made the Student Handbook Addendum clearer. 

SIGNED: Rodergo 

 



CERTIFICATE OF DEMERIT 

STUDENT NAME: Maximilian 

DESCRIPTION OF EVENTS: Maximilian loosed the chickens from their pens outside the communal 

kitchen, yelling "Let my feathered people go!" His actions prevented us from having the 

elaborate feast we had planned for the elf delegation from the First Grove. 

NUMBER OF DEMERITS: 1 

ACTION TAKEN: Maximilian must wash dishes after the feast. Thankfully, the meatless meal the 

chefs hastily prepared was seen as an act of great respect by the elves given that they are 

vegetarian. He is a lucky, lucky boy. 

SIGNED: Finnregan 

 

 

He's definitely a little rascal. Someone should get ahold of him and strangle give him the one-on-one 

attention he so needs. 

 

RECOMMENDATION TO PASS/ FAIL 

He definitely should be passed on to another teacher the next grade. Despite his numerous demerits, his 

infractions are admittedly minor, and he does have a certain wayward aptitude with magic. Maximilian 

has a future as a War Mage, though I have a hard time picturing it. Someone with more vision and 

experience--like Master Cygnus perhaps--would be a good fit for him.  

I hereby formally recommend Maximilian for promotion to level II on the provision that he is moved to 

another instructor. 

Signed, 

Prof. Tulania 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



MIDNIGHT, Twilight’s Razor 

(Journal with annotations/ poems) 

Darkness Guide you, Midnight, 

I placed this journal in your pack because I knew you would leave. You are young, and I know you feel 

the ancient rules of the Path of Nine Lives are too restrictive. But you must put aside your kittenish ways 

and take up the collar of responsibility. I know it may seem as though I am always hard on you, 

Midnight, but I know you are destined to be my successor as the next Twilight's Razor. 

And because of that, you must return. I am old, and I fear the rivals of the Nine Lives Dojo will descend 

on us soon. Without your help, I am not sure I can hold fast against them. 

Please return--and quickly. 

To help you on your journey back to the dojo, I have transcribed a few meaningful poems from The 

Lessons of Nine Lives in this journal. I encourage you to meditate on the poems and add your own 

thoughts to it. 

Love throughout all lives, 

Sensei Snowy, Twilight's Razor 

 

That's just like Sensei Snowy to leave this journal for me. I guess I will use it. Maybe it will keep me from 

being lonely out here on my own. I've never liked poems though--or The Lessons of Nine Lives. 

When the hunt begins, 

the spirit soars on the wind, 

and the mind roams free. 

So take care when setting snares, 

or they may be for your feet. 

My sensei is always trying to "teach me a lesson." I'll never go back to the dojo, but I'll admit I learned 

this lesson the hard way.  

I had just gotten my first contract as an assassin. I thought I was hot catnip. Some poor sap eloped with 

a rich merchant's daughter and the merchant wanted the new hubby gone. My patron, the merchant, 

told me that hubbykins took a stroll in the city garden every evening before sundown. Sounded dead 

easy. I set a snare for him and waited. 

I saw him coming down the garden path--slowly. Really slowly. I've seen ninety-year-olds walk faster. He 

kept smelling the flowers and shuffling his feet. I got impatient so I left my cover and rushed at him… 

and right into my own snare. 



Needless to say, he got away. He went into hiding, and it took me weeks to find him. I was on my last 

can of sardines when I finally got paid. If there's anything I miss about the dojo, it's three meals a day 

and a nice pallet to sleep on. But that's still not enough to make me want to go back. I don't need the 

dojo. I'm doing just fine on my own. 

 

 

The shadow calls us. 

We hide in her dark embrace. 

Our wait is patient, 

but shadows don't know when to strike-- 

That the cat then must decide. 

Yes, and the "cat" must be awake to make that decision. I just had the worst assassin experience of my 

life staking out the hideout of the outlaw Copperhead Joe. Dusty River's sheriff had enough of him, and 

they put a hefty reward on his head. I hid outside his hideout in a tree and waited. Then a party started. 

There were hundreds of people there. I decided to wait it out. The tree was so comfortable I curled up 

for a cat nap. 

When I woke up, I was face down at the bottom of the tree. One of Joe's goons was nudging me with his 

foot. Praise the Darkness, he thought I was a dancer from the night before. He invited me in for a 

"private" party and gave me some coin. 

I walked right into the hideout and killed all of them. And I kept the extra coin. Patience does have its 

rewards.  

But I'll admit I was scared. These people have no honor… I never know what they will do. At least at the 

dojo there's order. I miss Sensei Snowy's calm voice. 

 

 

You may take their lives 

and run your knife through their hearts-- 

Even lick the blade. 

Treat their deaths with due respect, 

or none to you will be paid. 

I feel very dumb. When I killed Copperhead Joe, I let my feline instinct to "play" with a kill get the best of 

me. He had a disturbing trophy collection of the heads and horns of many different animals. Revolting. I 

replaced them all with Copperhead Joe's body parts, reserving his head for the plaque that said "Wild 

Spotted Boar." He was a pig if I'd ever known one. 



I wasn't aware that Joe had a sister--a very vengeful sister--who is good with crossbows… and half orc… 

and twice my size. She's been following me for weeks, and so I've been jumping at every noise and 

shadow. I mean, I'm a cat so I'm jumpy anyway, but this is ridiculous. Maybe the Path of the Nine Lives is 

the way to go. Maybe I should go back. 

 

 

We cannot be caged 

A cat will slip from all bonds, 

fading into night. 

Remember, though, the greatest trap: 

from death no one can escape. 

Actually, I'd have to say the Order's dungeon is pretty hard to escape from. I was there for weeks. 

Apparently borrowing artifacts from their armory is frowned upon. I don't usually moonlight as a thief, 

but a wealthy mage paid me top coin to liberate a scroll from the collection of the Order's Master, 

Cygnus. 

I underestimated the old man. I thought I'd gotten lucky, and he had died in his sleep, but he hadn't. He 

was lying in wait for me. Next thing I knew, I was locked up in a cell with only the smell of my singed fur 

to keep me company. 

In the end, some Order ninny named "Max" put the wrong kind of oil on the torches and they exploded. 

In the confusion and darkness afterward, I was able to escape. 

But my time in that dungeon gave me a lot of time to think. My sensei is right. I need to go home--to the 

dojo. I'm ready for something more meaningful than stealing and killing for coin. I should go back and 

take my rightful place by her side. 

 

 

Cats must go explore. 

It is their nature and blood; 

they must abide it, 

but they must not stray too far 

and honor their senseis always. 

I have returned too late. The Nine Lives Dojo is in ruins, destroyed by my sensei's rivals. She died trying 

to defend it. If only I had been there! 



I don't even remember why I left. Was it all the rules? Was it the curfew? All of that seems so silly and 

kitten-like to me now. 

I must honor my sensei as is required by the Path of Nine Lives. I will take up the title she wanted for 

me: Twilight's Razor. I hope she will know it and smile on me from the Unending Darkness. 

From now on, I am Midnight, Twilight's Razor. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



OZIEL, the Soul Thief 

(School assignment as frame story/ fable) 

Students of Fire Mastery and Enkindling 101, 

Attached is your final reading, the fable "The Soul Thief." Many of you have heard it before, but I urge 

you to read it again. All of you would be wise to heed its warnings, especially on the eve of mage trials 

and exams. 

"The Soul Thief" 

Once upon a time, there was a young mage much loved by his village, whose power had no equal there. 

As he grew older, he wished to join the Order and become the world's most powerful mage. His village 

sent him off knowing he'd return a success. 

But his dream quickly began to falter. He was not the most powerful mage in the Order--far from it. 

There were many more talented mages in his class. 

He fell into a deep despair, unable to face becoming just an average mage. Being anything but the best 

to him was failure. To become the hero he believed he should be, he needed more power. 

In his desperation, he turned to the enemies of the Order--shadowy, unscrupulous mages--who eagerly 

provided him with tomes full of dark spells and incantations. Using this forbidden magic, he got what he 

wanted. His power grew, and he rose within the Order until only the Arch Mage was considered his 

equal. 

To prove his superiority, he challenged the Arch Mage to a duel for control of the Order. She vanquished 

him easily. The Arch Mage knew he had turned to the dark arts and was ready for him. His evil exposed, 

he was expelled from the Order. 

The mage had nowhere to go. He tried to join the enemies of the Order but realized that they used him. 

They thought he would overthrow the Arch Mage and that the Order would fall. To them, he was a 

failure. He returned home, but his village shunned him for his dark deeds. He became a wanderer then, 

obsessed with becoming the world's most powerful mage. 

He continued amassing power, but in the winter of his life, he realized he would die before he achieved 

his goal. He brewed elixirs and built infernal machines to stave off death. But even this merely delayed 

the inevitable. Mortality would still keep him from the power he desired.  

But then, the mage had an epiphany. Studying life was a waste of time. What he should have been 

studying was Death. Death lived forever; Death was eternal. He tracked down the evil necromancers of 

the Cult of Death. Ingratiating himself among them, he learned vile potions and incantations--and about 

the being they called "Death." 

The Cult believed that Death fed on the souls of the dying and released them to Oblivion. The souls he 

harvested gave him power and kept him alive. To become immortal, the mage realized, he would have 

to face Death and become like him. 



In his laboratory, the mage brewed a vile necromancer's potion to fake death. He sat slumped at his 

desk and waited--he did not wait long. An eerie chill filled the room and the candles flickered and died. 

In the darkness, the mage could see the dim outline of a hooded figure advancing slowly on him. It 

began uttering a dark incantation. The mage could feel his body grow colder. Death was drawing his soul 

from his body. But as Death drew closer, he sprung a trap the mage had left for him. Death was stuck 

fast to the floor, unable to chant his spell. 

Gleefully, the mage began to repeat Death's incantation back to him. His soul returned to him, but as he 

repeated the spell, more souls flowed, like an incandescent river, from Death. The mage felt life and 

power flow through him. Death, weakened, finally struggled free of the trap. He cursed the mage and 

disappeared.  

The mage felt renewed. He went back to his work hardly noticing that his hands had turned to bone and 

his eyes to fel fire. He had gotten what he wanted; he had become a Soul Thief. 

And Beware: if you encounter the Soul Thief. Death may usher you to Oblivion, but the power hungry 

Soul Thief brings only eternal death. 

Seek power if you must but always be wary of its price. 

-Anonymous 

It’s a bit heavy-handed, but I guess this is my way of saying go have an ale with your friends once in a 

while. Studying isn’t everything, and it definitely won’t keep you warm at night! 

Good luck on your exams, and for Riftmaker's sake, go home and see your family for St. Helgin’s Day. 

Kindest Regards, 

Prof. Finnregan 

Master Mage, Elemental Studies Department 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SMOLDER, the Fireborn 

(Classified experiment notes) 

EVIDENCE FILE: ARTICLE ONE - LOG OF [REDACTED], ORDER APPRENTICE 

Dear Master Cygnus, 

As you requested, attached are my log entries pertaining to [REDACTED]'s experiments. I hope they aid 

you in your investigation.  

Also, thank you for being there when I needed you. 

They are as follows: 

LOG ENTRY 1 

DATE: [REDACTED] 

EXPERIMENT CODENAME: BIGBIRD 

This is my first time in the lab and it is all very exciting. [REDACTED]'s work in the advancement of 

resurrection potions is an inspiration to me; it is an honor to work with him. One day, I hope I can be a 

Master Alchemist like [REDACTED]. 

The lab was very neat and orderly. His elaborate alchemy set was meticulously kept in working order, 

already bubbling away even though it was barely morning. He seemed surprised and pleased that I was 

early and asked me to help him set up an incubator. He didn't have any containers that were the right 

size, so I went to my dormitory to fetch a hatbox from my closet. I'm so glad that I was able to help.  

I finally found the nerve ask what the incubator was for. I could hardly believe his answer. [REDACTED] 

somehow has gotten ahold of a phoenix egg! I couldn't believe it. I'm going to be in the presence of a 

living, breathing phoenix. And of course--if you want to improve a resurrection potion, study a phoenix! 

I'm so glad I took this apprenticeship!  

END LOG 1 

 

 

LOG ENTRY 12 

DATE: [REDACTED] 

EXPERIMENT CODENAME: BIGBIRD 

After almost two weeks, the egg finally arrived. I should be excited, but I'm a little bit suspicious of its 

origins.  

I recognize the man who delivered it. I have seen him in the bazaar, or, more accurately, in the back 

alley behind the bazaar. He's one of those men who can find you "whatever you want." 



But that's not all--the egg is larger than what is described in Hester's Guide to Magical Flora and Fauna. 

Whatever it is, the incubator was not big enough for it. I had to go down to the cellar to fetch an empty 

wine cask. 

END LOG 12 

 

 

LOG ENTRY 13 

DATE: [REDACTED] 

EXPERIMENT CODENAME: BIGBIRD 

I came in this morning to find [REDACTED] slumped over in his chair. He stayed here all night watching 

the egg. I woke him and told him he should go get some rest, and that I would alert him if the egg 

started hatching. He reluctantly agreed and shuffled off to bed. 

I have heard rumors about [REDACTED], but I'm not sure I believe them. Some of the other alchemy 

students told me that because he hasn't made a major breakthrough in a few years, his department may 

demote him from his Master Alchemist position. I can't believe they'd do that. The man's a genius. 

But it does explain his obsessive behavior. 

I can't say that staring at an egg all day is my idea of fun, but I guess I'll do anything in the name of 

alchemy. Next time, I'm bringing some of my books. Final examinations are a few weeks away--it's never 

too early to start studying! 

After a few hours, [REDACTED] came to relieve me. He plans to watch the egg all night. Such dedication! 

END LOG 13 

 

 

LOG ENTRY 31 

DATE: [REDACTED] 

EXPERIMENT CODENAME: BIGBIRD 

I came in this morning and found [REDACTED] looking especially haggard. I told him to go get some 

sleep, but just as he was leaving, the egg began to hatch. 

Both of us rushed over and found that a small portion of the egg's shell was missing. 

We lifted the egg out of the incubator and placed it on a table. After a few minutes, a large crack 

appeared in the middle of the shell. The chick pressed against the shell's inner membrane, breaking it. 

Water and a red liquid (blood?) seeped out. After a few more jolts, the chick widened the crack and 

stuck out what appeared to be a featherless leg. 



When the "chick" finally emerged, it was not a chick at all--it was a redheaded, female child of about 

three years of age. The only thing that marked it as not human was a strange beak-and-egg-tooth 

protuberance over her nose and mouth. The child reached out to me, and my maternal instincts took 

over. I wrapped her up in my lab coat. [REDACTED] screamed at me to put the child back.  

I'm not sure what happened next, but fire erupted from the child. Without thinking, I cast a mild mind-

control spell on her to calm her down. 

[REDACTED] went off on me. "It's not a child," he said, "It's a phoenix in disguise." He claims phoenixes 

have telepathic powers and play on the emotions of others by appearing in human form. I don't 

remember that from Hester's Guide, but the child did burn me and she does have a beak. But then again, 

a low-level mind control spell shouldn't work on a "magical" beast. 

[REDACTED] has ordered me to leave the lab and come back tomorrow. I suggested that he needed 

sleep, but that made him angrier. I hope his need for success is not clouding his judgement. 

END LOG 31 

 

 

LOG ENTRY 35 

DATE: [REDACTED] 

EXPERIMENT CODENAME: BIGBIRD 

For a few days now, we have been doing standard tests on the phoenix. I've been taking her vitals, 

checking her reflexes, feeding her, and when [REDACTED] isn't watching, playing with her. Even with the 

beak, she has a beautiful smile, and her little red curls are adorable. I've named her Smolder after the 

2,000-year-old mythical phoenix matriarch. 

I don't think [REDACTED] thinks she is cute. He says he is tired of the phoenix "hiding its true nature." I'm 

beginning to doubt it is a phoenix. Wouldn't it have revealed itself if it was? 

My last final examination is tomorrow and I have a carriage ticket home that evening. [REDACTED] has 

given me his blessing to go home, but I'm a little afraid to leave Smolder alone with him for the three 

weeks between quarters.  

END LOG 35 

 

 

 

 

 

 



LOG ENTRY 36 

DATE: [REDACTED] 

EXPERIMENT CODENAME: BIGBIRD 

I came back to the lab to find that Smolder has lost her beak and is aging at an accelerated rate. She 

appears to be five years old now and has learned to speak. While I was gone, [REDACTED]'s methods 

have changed. It appears as though he is not allowing the phoenix to sleep. He has constructed a 

sensory deprivation chamber for her out of the wine cask. There are scorch marks all over the walls. I 

can tell Smolder is terrified of him.  

He had her strapped down to a table. I asked him calmly what he was doing, and he told me he was 

trying to induce the phoenix to manifest its true form. Smolder started crying and shouting, "I can't, I 

can't!" and [REDACTED] told her to be silent. Then, he plunged a knife into her chest. I screamed and ran 

to her, but she burst into flames leaving only ashes. But then the ashes reformed and she reappeared, 

sobbing. 

"See? It's the same EVERY time!" he said. I said some things to him I wasn't proud of. 

[REDACTED] told me to never come back to the lab. 

Whether Smolder is a phoenix or not, she does not deserve this treatment.  

I feel I must speak to someone I trust. Perhaps Master Cygnus can sort this out. It's late, but I'm sure 

he'll be back in the morning. 

END LOG 36 

 

 

LOG ENTRY 37 

DATE: [REDACTED] 

EXPERIMENT CODENAME: BIGBIRD 

I was speaking to Master Cygnus in his office when we both heard a loud explosion. We learned it came 

from [REDACTED]'s lab.  

When we got there we found the outer wall of the lab was gone, and the floor was a cinder. The 

explosion was so focused and hot that [REDACTED]'s alchemy set was a puddle of molten glass on the 

floor. 

If he was in here, I don't think he could have survived. And I don't think Smolder wanted him to. On the 

wall, scorched into the brick, was a message: "YOU WILL BURN!" 

What has he done? 

END LOG 37 



That's all I have that is relevant. 

I know I should be reassigned to another alchemist, but I don't think I want to set foot in the Alchemy 

Wing again. I would prefer to be assigned to Order Anthropologist [REDACTED] in the Anthropology 

Department. I have heard she is leading an expedition to excavate the ruins of the dwarven city 

Thuricvod, and I'd like to join her. I feel getting away for a while might be what I need. 

Best Wishes, 

[REDACTED], Order Apprentice 

END EVIDENCE FILE 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



STINKEYE, Shaman of Oasis 

(Testament written by hero) 

The Book of Stinkeye, the Shaman of Oasis 

Chapter I 

1. MY ONE-EYED BRETHREN, heed my words! I, Stinkeye, the Shaman of Oasis, knows your plight. I know 

you feel lost. 2. This place, the world of the humans, does not seem like your home. You wander, drawn 

to the desert, without knowing why. 3. You don’t touch water, and so the two-eyes tell you that you 

smell bad. 4. And you feel like you are less, because you have one less eye! I know those awful thoughts. 

I know those questions! 5. But now I know the answers, and I know to stand tall because I have heard 

the WORD of our ancestors. Let me, my brothers and sisters, tell you the good news of THE OASIS. 

Chapter II 

1. I WAS DRAWN to the desert, like many of us are. We are at home in the heat and need little water. 

We even dislike the feel of water on our skin. 2. I became a bodyguard for a treasure hunter looking for 

remnants from before the Great Shift: dwarven artifacts, ancient orc weapons, or even clues to finding 

the legendary Oasis. 3. One day, as we were walking in the desert, the sky darkened. We realized that a 

sandstorm was on the horizon. 4. I have seen many sandstorms, but this one was different. It was 

kilometers wide and crackling with energy. It made the hair on my beard stand up. 

5. We pitched our tent, hoping it would give us some protection. We huddled together, wrapped in the 

hoods and long garments we used to keep the sun from burning us and sand out of our mouths and 

eyes. 6. The tent seemed like it would hold, but then it became so dark that neither of us could see. The 

wind howled, and the tent was ripped up and away. 7. The sand slammed us like a wall, pushing us away 

from one another. We tried to stay together, but the desert was flying around us. 

8. I lost my boss and started wandering around aimlessly, looking for shelter. Ahead of me, I saw a giant 

stone door half buried in the sand. 9. I pushed on it and it opened. There was a corridor behind the door 

leading down under the desert. 10. With the storm at my back and no sign it would stop, I stumbled in 

and closed the door behind me. I was so tired from fighting the storm, I sat down in the corridor and fell 

asleep. 

Chapter 3 

1. IN MY DREAMS, I heard laughter. When I awoke, a totem was standing next to me, a skull perched on 

top of it. 2. As I reached for it, it laughed and vanished, appearing down the corridor, deeper in the 

dunes. I followed it. 3. It led me to a huge room. Or at least I thought it was a room. 4. There was a sun 

overhead, but it was a different color. It should have been day, but the sky was dark. 5. Threads of pink 

magic swirled through the sky and the ground. Plants grew out of it like lilies in a pond. 6. A four-winged, 

long-necked bird landed next to me. It studied me with its one eye!  7. And in the middle of this room 

was a large, black pyramid. On top of it was an enormous one-eyed crystal skull. 

8. As I went towards it, the skull began to speak. "Welcome, cyclops. How may I address you?" I told it 

my name. "Stinkeye. Hmm. I guess you'll have to do." 9. The skull opened its mouth again and magic 

poured out, rushing over me. I never felt so alive. I knew it had given me great power. 10. A staff 



appeared from inside the pyramid. The skull bid me to take it. 11. "I have long travelled," it said, 

"looking for my creators. I have found you instead. Pity, but I have little power left. You must carry out 

my mission. You must be the last shaman. The Shaman of Oasis." 12. I asked the Oasis what it meant. It 

made a sound like the sound a mother makes when she must explain something simple to a child. 13. "I 

am Oasis. Your ancestors sent me across dimensions and space to find their descendants, scattered by 

the Great Shift. 14. This is what your world looked like. It is no more. It was greatly blessed by the power 

of the rifts, but the rifts also tore it apart."  

15. For hours I asked it many questions. I learned much about our people and our ancient culture. 16. 

Finally, the skull fell silent. The ground began to shake and Oasis told me it had to go.  

Chapter IV 

1. As I stepped outside the stone doors, they disappeared behind me. The Oasis may appear again, it 

said, but it must recharge and refuel. 2. In the meantime, it told me, I must gather all cyclops together, 

lead them, and share my power and the wisdom of Oasis. 3. So follow me, my brothers and sisters! 

Learn the magic of our ancestral totems and the power of Oasis, and heed my proclamations. 4. You are 

not lesser than the two-eyes. One eye means you see straight. You see truth! 5. Walk tall. Your people 

were proud and had powerful magic. They are lost today, but we are not! 6. Be kind to one another--

even in death! We know our spirits have power. Aid your brethren, even if you fall. 7. Do not listen to 

the one-eye. You are NOT ugly, and you smell FINE. Baths are not necessary for cyclopes. We have no 

need for water. We bathe in MAGIC instead! 8. And most importantly: band together! Only as a people 

can we carve our destiny out of this desert and reclaim our former glory! 9. Your shaman, Stinkeye, 

commands it! 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TEMPER, Rage of the Forge 
(Notes from Temper’s psychiatrist) 

 
From the Desk of Dr. Ramawaron 
Order Institute of Therapeutic Services and Support 

 

Session: 1 

Patient: Temper 

Notes: 

When Gemma and Lodevic, a dwarf couple, came to me to set an appointment for an anger 

management session for their ten-year-old son, I was expecting to counsel an angry young dwarf--not 

the adult minotaur, Temper, who walked into my office today. 

I'll admit to being a bit flustered, but I asked him to sit and define for me his reasons for being there. He 

seemed anxious but genuinely interested in getting help with his anger issues. 

He told me that ever since his parents found him in a burnt-out field ten years ago, he's had a bit of a, 

well, temper. However, even from an early age, he had been able to focus his rage into his talent for 

blacksmithing. He excelled at it, so much so that the dwarves began calling him, "The Rage of the Forge." 

He was proud of the moniker and proud of the service he was performing for the dwarves. 

Unfortunately, recent events have put Temper's time with the dwarves in jeopardy. In his own words, 

"He picked the wrong time to go and have a dust up." The crown prince of Arctos, Tundra, came to 

Dusty River to meet with the dwarves. In an act of goodwill towards their allies, the Territories Humaine, 

Tundra was traveling to areas where Unchained attacks were frequent pledging their help and support. 

At a benefit dinner in Tundra's honor, one of his speeches about the terrors of the Unchained went a 

little long, and Temper began to feel, as he put it, "Hangry." 

With the discussion of the threat of the Unchained, his hunger, and, finally, a small child good-naturedly 

starting to make faces at him, Temper said he, "Kinda became like the bull in a china shop everyone talks 

about." 

Temper recalls stomping much of the dwarves' fine china in his table-flipping, stampeding tantrum. 

Tundra himself had to come over and cool him down. After a few hours "on ice," Temper was told that 

he would be banished from the dwarven mines of Dusty River if he could not contain his anger. 

The seriousness of the consequences of not being able to help the poor man made me want to help him 

even more. I began discussing his treatment immediately, showing him how to do breathing exercises to 

calm himself. We spent the remainder of the session practicing these exercises, and at the end, Temper 

said he already felt better. I have scheduled another session for him in two weeks. 

On a side note, I must remember to switch couches with Dr. Wiffenbottem. Her couch is a garish floral, 

but I don't think making Temper sit on my leather couch would be… sensitive to him, even though he 

didn't seem to notice. 



Next session, I will ask him more about his childhood and about the Unchained. This may be a point of 

agitation for him. 

 

 

From the Desk of Dr. Ramawaron 

Order Institute of Therapeutic Services and Support 

 

Session: 2 

Patient: Temper 

Notes: 

I have met once more with Temper, the minotaur raised by dwarves who has anger management issues. 

I started by asking him how his breathing exercises were going, and he sheepishly told me that he had 

thrown a hammer at someone. He bawled as we discussed it, moo-crying in a most distressing way. I 

decided to let him cry it out. I gave him a box of tissues… and another… and another… and another… He 

finally used all of my stock before he stopped. 

Once he had himself under control, I asked him what had made him angry this time. He told me he 

wasn't sure. "I'm usually purty happy hammerin' out shields, swords, armor, trap parts, and whatever 

else a dwarf needs, but I guess it's the fixin' that's gettin' to me," he said. When I asked him to explain, 

he said he was tired of having to fix what the Unchained had done to his friends' armor "And see what 

they've done to my friends!" 

As he told me this, the room started to grow hotter and his horns began to glow with heat. I had to think 

of something quickly to calm him down. Making it up as I went along, I began to dance--badly. It seemed 

to confuse him and take his mind off his anger, so I continued. He began to dance with me. He was 

surprisingly limber for someone so beefy and who had hooves for feet. 

I explained to him the concept of "dancing it out" and finding his "happy place." For him, of course, it 

was his dwarven home and his forge. He called me the "Best goldern doctor" he'd ever had. I told him 

my analysis of the situation: that the conflict with the Unchained may be the root of his problem. I 

posited that perhaps he feels ineffectual because he is not actively fighting against the Unchained. 

He seemed to take the analysis well, and told me he'd "Think about it a piece" and see me next time. 

I do hope Dr. Wiffenbottem does not want her couch back. There is now a perfect burnt outline of a 

bull's derriere and tail on it. Perhaps I'll take this as an opportunity to get it recovered. 

 

 

 



From the Desk of Dr. Ramawaron 

Order Institute of Therapeutic Services and Support 

 

Session: 3 

Patient: Temper 

Notes: 

Today's session was a sad one, but I am glad that Temper has seemingly found some closure. Although 

reluctant to hurt "Even a lil' ol' fly," Temper realized he could no longer live amongst the dwarves due to 

his "Ravin' and ragin.'" He has decided to set out on his own and fight against "those varmints" the 

Unchained. I told him that perhaps that was for the best, but that he should still strive to contain his 

anger, so that he could return periodically to the dwarves. He agreed, and I spent the rest of the session 

teaching him meditation techniques. 

At the end of the session, I scheduled a few more appointments for him far in the future. I wished him 

the best, and I sincerely hope that he finds peace and purpose in his fight against the Unchained. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



TUNDRA, Oathkeeper of Arctos 

(Letters from hero) 

The Runes of the Arctic Gods protect this missive. If the opener of this scroll be not for whom it is 

intended, King URSUS FROST of Arctos, then the Winter's Curse be upon you for your trespass! 

 

Father, 

 

To our Arctic gods I pray your health has improved and Arctos prospers in my absence. My warriors and I 

have arrived safely, but I fear I bear ill tidings. I have seen with my own eyes that the warning sent from 

the Order was as just and true as the venerable North Wind. 

 

There are a great many rifts here. Curse the vile animals that come forth from them! Orcs, ogres, and 

other creatures far more troublesome tumble forth like ice boulders in an avalanche. One here, a hu-

man they call Maximilian, described their number as "butte lodes," a phrase I take to mean they number 

as countless as the gems in the bosom of the hallowed Peaks of Arctos. 

 

The Unchained will not live in concord with us. I assure you I have tried, and I continue to try, to demand 

acquiescence from these baleful creatures, but they will not stand down and obey my decrees. Perhaps I 

have yet to find one smart or sane enough to listen. 

 

Even though I have led many of our people in battle before, I am troubled by the destruction I see here. 

This is not a mere skirmish; it is a war. The price of war is blood, both orc and grizzly, and as the 

Oathkeeper, it may someday be mine. Whatever fate the Arctic Gods have in store for me, I hope I meet 

it with the comportment with which you have conducted your reign, Father.  

 

Please give my love to Mother. It may be several sheddings before I see home.  

 

Dutifully Yours, 

Ursus Tundra  

 

 

 



This missive is blessed by the magic seal of King URSUS FROST. If the opener of this scroll be not for 

whom it is intended, Prince and Oathkeeper URSUS TUNDRA of Arctos, then the curse of Eternal Frost 

be upon you for your fraud. Bear witness to the power of the grizzlies and tremble! 

 

My Beloved Son, 

 

I am jubilant at receiving your message. If I was feeling ill before, this takes the chill from my bones! I 

will make an offering of thanks to the gods that you reached your destination safely. I am forever 

indebted to the Order, and though this old hide has many more winters left, I am uncertain I could have 

made the journey myself. Praise your bravery and sense of duty, my son! You make an excellent 

Oathkeeper in my absence. 

 

Do not fret about your ability to rule. You will make an excellent king; you have always been wise and 

blessed with a calmness in battle that rivals the stillness of the midnight snow. Your mastery of magic 

exceeds that of any of our people, including myself. And do not fret about your fate. I am sure your 

destiny as Oathkeeper--and future king--will be glorious. 

 

Your mother’s mother sends you mammal-fish blood soup and asks in return you "only" send her a 

necklace of three-score ogre ears. Your mother tells me this is so she may muzzle the boasting of 

Bernina, mother’s mother to one of your captains-at-guard.  

 

May the Arctic gods keep you safe, my child, as you battle the Unchained. Keep me appraised of your 

exploits. 

 

Love You Butte Lodes, 

Father 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ZOEY, the Chaotic Apprentice 

(Diary excerpts) 

Entry 1 

Hello, Journal! 

Diary? 

Dear Diary, 

Yeah, that sounds better. Hello, my name is Zoey and I'm a new student of the Order. Wait, did I just 

introduce myself to a book? Yes, yes I did. 

Way to be a weirdo again, Zoey. No wonder the seat next to me is always the last one taken. Actually, 

no, the firebat and the Chaos Tome probably have a lot to do with that. 

Prof. Rodergo told me that keeping a journal or diary might help me "focus my thoughts." That's what 

he says I need: focus. Do you know what I think I need? New shoes. And Feebee could use a new bed. 

Wait, did I remember to buy him food? I guess it's leftovers for him again. 

What was I talking about? Class. Right. I think I need a more challenging class. Pretty bored in there, to 

be honest. Everyone's learning basic spells. I don't need a week to learn magic missile. It's pretty lame. 

Crap. Did Prof. Rodergo say he was going to read this? Well, I can rip this page out later. 

Thanks for listening, journal! Diary. WHATEVER. 

 

 

Entry 2 

Dear Diary, 

So, I've got some good news and some bad news. The good news is my magic missile was the most 

powerful in the class! The bad news is that it was SO powerful, it knocked my sparring partner off his 

feet. And through the wall. And across the courtyard. And into the forest. He's okay though. Prof. 

Rodergo was able to catch him with a levitation spell.  

But the really bad news is Prof. Rodergo thinks I'm too powerful for his class, and that I need someone 

who's a little more advanced. I'm starting in Prof. Lavender's class tomorrow. 

I'm going to keep the journal though. It does help, I think, even if Feebee whines a lot when I pay 

attention to my journal for too long. 

Diary. It's a diary. 

 

 



Entry 3 

Dear Diary, 

Yeah, Prof. Lavender’s class isn't working out either. Neat class though! She had us run mazes mocked-

up with stick and paper orcs. Everyone in class had to think up their own strategy to get through the 

maze. When it was my turn, I just used the Chaos Tome to blow up the maze. I thought it was a good 

idea at the time. Looks like I'm going to need a new class--again. 

Prof. Lavender says that my new instructor may have the "structure I need." 

Yeah. Structure. That sounds great! Back to Lametown. 

 

 

Entry 4 

Yeah, this isn't going to work out. The first day, Prof. Gabriella told us all we had to be quiet during class, 

not slouch at our desks, say "Yes, ma'am!" to her, and that we all have to wear formal mage-uniform-

type robey outfits. So not my style. She also told me to leave Feebee in the dorm. I can't do that! He'll 

get lonely! 

I don't know what I'm going to do, Diary. Feebee's my only friend! Well, other than you, journal. 

DIARY. Jeez. 

Entry 5 

 

 

Dear Diary, 

So I brought Feebee to class Prof. Gabriella's class anyway. I crammed him into my bookbag and hung 

him on the back of my chair. He chittered a little bit but seemed fine. But then he wiggled his head out 

and set the desk behind me--and the kid sitting in it--on fire. 

Prof. Gabriella put out the fire, and the kid, and then found Feebee. And now I'm going to be in Prof. 

Maximilian's class. Prof. Gabriella said I'd benefit from a "hands-off approach." 

Apparently this is my last chance. But no worries--Feebee and I will be on our BEST behavior! 

 

 

 

 

 



Entry 6 

Dear Diary, 

I didn't think that "hands off" meant "hands not present." I walked into an empty classroom today. Or, I 

think it was my classroom. It was more like a closet with an alchemy set in it. The set had a friendly note 

on it that said "Help yourself!" I did. Learned more today than I have all year! 

And I didn't get kicked out of class, journal! Whee! 

Diary. 

 

 

Entry 7 

Dear Diary, 

There was a bum asleep in the corner of my classroom today. I just left him alone. Feebee tried to wake 

him up but the dude grabbed him. Feebee tried to get away, but finally just went with it and fell asleep. 

Have you ever seen a grown man and a firebat cuddle? Me neither. 

There was a trap kit in the room today and another friendly note... and a drawing of a chicken with an 

orc's head. Not sure about the drawing, but building with the trap kit was awesome! 

 

 

Entry 8 

Dear Diary, 

Awkward. The bum was my teacher. But class today was an orc hunt! Got to use the Chaos Tome to 

slam some orcs! Best. Class. Ever. 

Things are looking up! Until next time, journal! 

Diary. Oh, who cares. 


