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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
Spooky Friends,
You may have noticed that this edition of Explosive Runes has
deviated from the traditional to take on a more… horrific visage.
To try and keep things funky fresh we’ve decided to mix themed
issues into the release of ER. Every other issue will focus on a
specific theme, while the other will focus on more traditional
fantasy tropes. But don’t worry, we’re working towards making
things more relevant to your play-by-post needs.
We’re undergoing a bit of a renovation here at ER to try and
make it more engaging. You may have noticed a new area in the
General Discussion Forum called the Explosive Runes Newsroom.
This is an area for ‘non-staff’ to come and pitch ideas, find out
about upcoming themes, ease submission of both artwork and
stories, and generally increase the overall visibility of ER around
the site.
As always, we’re looking for more volunteers to join our team.
You can gain such benefits as limitless Admin Dirk Dad Jokes. A
virtual coffee pot that somehow still only produces burnt coffee.
Access to a forum full of lots of wonderful writers and all around
cool people. Plus you can help guide the future of Explosive
Runes. All that for the low low price of absolutely free!
Now that I’ve made my plea, I must welcome you to the horror
show that is this issue. We’ve scoured the site to collect input
from Game Masters who run horror games, a few scary stories,
some terrifying adventures and few little secret surprises for
those of you willing to risk your very lives!
Kidding. But I do hope you enjoy this issue, it was a lot of fun to
put together and I hope you enjoy it!
Game on you ghastly ghouls.
WODINE
PS Happy Pride my darlings
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RPG SPOTLIGHT
THE GUMSHOE SYSTEM

stepanxol

Bio: stepanxol identifies as a human being and dwells on the
planet's surface. After pursuing an academic career, he realized
that "failing forward" applies only to modern RPGs and the only
winning move is not to play. Nowadays he sells carefully chiseled
words for little coin. He's quite happy.
Have you ever played Call of Cthulhu, or an investigative scenario
in another system like D&D? At some point you certainly need to
gather some clues, via Library Use or maybe interrogating a
witness, and then you roll. And fail. Oh well, the GM has the
solution ready: you can discover the same information in the
victim's house, hidden somewhere. But then you fail the Spot roll.
And so on.
The problem with rolling for required clues is that, well, you can
always fail. Some Call of Cthulhu (CoC) theorists go as far as to
recommend providing every piece of information in at least three
different places, to counter a particularly nasty streak of spiteful
dice. But why go to such lengths when, at the end, the result is
the same and adding redundant information isn’t going to
enhance the experience anyway? More generally, is rolling a die
interesting, when failing the roll is not?
This, in a nutshell, is the main pillar of design of the GUMSHOE
investigative RPG system. You never fail while using an
Investigative skill -- in fact, you never even need to roll for a clue
(of course, physical tests like jumping or fighting are a different
matter). This main idea is what inspired Robin Laws to create the
GUMSHOE system.
Trail of Cthulhu - Where It Began
GUMSHOE was later developed by Kenneth Hite for Trail of
Cthulhu (ToC). Published by Pelgrane Press, this is a variant of
CoC that’s very close in spirit and mechanics (so much that the
scenarios can be converted between the two systems very
easily), but provides a markedly different flavor. Although much
less known than its "big brother", ToC has gathered a faithful
cadre of followers over the years.
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Of course it’s possible to “solve” the same problem in other
systems such as D&D by adopting a particular playing style. A
house rule might state that when gathering core clues you always
“fail forward”, or even that the most important pieces of
information are always found automatically – but then again, this
renders crucial skills meaningless. On the other hand, Trail of
Cthulhu, and the GUMSHOE system in general, already offer a
solid, proven system to streamlining investigations in different
settings, from horror to space opera to modern action fantasy…
with vampires?
As you probably guessed, I personally like ToC quite a bit. Freely
giving more information and leads during the game allows for
more complex plots, where what matters is the players’
decisions, not the outcome of their rolls. What to pursue, which
character to trust? As in a well-written murder mystery, the clues
are all there, available to investigator and reader alike -- it's just
that Sherlock or Hercule Poirot knew what to do with them...
Of course, it’s not like the system has no defects: its effort to
simplify and streamline the game experience, in fact, is at odds
with a series of rules that make the system more convoluted than
needed. Basically, you have a pool of Investigative points you can
spend to get bonuses or extra info, but there’s different types of
spends, and if a clue is “core” you never have to spend at all...
see what I mean? While this is designed to equally distribute the
“spotlight time” among the players, my personal advice is to take
the system's main philosophy, do away with most of these
mechanics (which have been designed out of the system anyway
in its later iterations, as we’ll see) and play sort-of freeform. With
the right group, the best thing to do is to put the role-playing and
plot where they belong, i.e. front and center, right? This will be
made easier if you choose to use pregens, which come with most
scenarios and are already designed to offer a perfectly balanced
set of skills.
Speaking of scenarios, a few of them really impressed me within
the GUMSHOE system. One “problem” of CoC is that, honestly,
it’s never been really scary -- or, if it was, our long familiarity
with Lovecraftian lore has made the encounters with its various
critters or eldritch horrors feel more like a get-together with old
friends than a brush with unspeakable horror. ToC supports two
modes of play, either Pulp (self-explanatory, although it’s not
quite as pulp as Chaosium’s Pulp Cthulhu) or Purist. The latter
offers some very bleak, wonderfully written pre-written
5

adventures. My personal favorites, written by Graham Walmsley,
have been collected in a big book that you can get in PDF for
cheap, “The Final Revelation”. I won’t spoil anything: let’s just say
that I had never read anything in gaming that actually managed
to give me the goosebumps, until I perused Mr Walmsley’s works!
Cthulhu Confidential - One-On-One Play and Pushes
In recent years Pelgrane published a new evolution of the
GUMSHOE system specifically designed for 1-to-1 play, whose
first incarnation, Cthulhu Confidential, is dedicated to
supernatural horror.
This version streamlines the gameplay a lot: one of its main
improvements is doing away with the complex system of “point
spends” I was referring to earlier, replacing it with generic
“Pushes” that can be spent by the Investigators to gain various
advantages in a more easy and flexible way. Another big
innovation is abolishing numeric values for HP and SAN: these
have been replaced with... cards. Yes, physical cards (well, in PbP
they are at most a screenshot!) are dealt to represent temporary
maluses (Problems) or boons (Edges) that can be respectively
tackled or spent when the player wants.
I’ll give you an example from an actual game I ran on
RPGCrossing. The Investigator, an actual Private Eye in L.A., had
performed particularly well in a tough spot and had collected this
card.
Later that day, while in his car, he
noticed that he was being tailed by a
car he hadn’t ever seen before (the
guy was a Nazi spy specialized in
blackmailing, and the investigator had
seen him talking with a Hollywood
screenwriter who was secretly a
communist... but let’s not delve too
much into that!)
My player decided to use this Edge to
boost his Driving test and succeeded
so splendidly that not only did he
manage to avoid pursuit, he also
turned the tables on his opponent and
shadowed him well enough to see his pursuer's face! When the
guy got bored and went home, the player gained the opportunity
6

to break into his house later to find lots of juicy clues (and maybe
a chance to blackmail the blackmailer).
As you can see, the main advantage of this system (besides its
intuitiveness and ease to use, of course) is that each card can be
custom-tailored for the situation: no more generic “wounds”, but
bleeding gashes, impaired vision or withered limbs, each with its
peculiar effect on the game. Also, this approach alleviates the
“sudden death” problem (which is particularly hard to manage in
1-to-1 games): instead of killing the lone Investigator, or
plunging them into inescapable madness, the Keeper can give
them a card like this one:
Will you manage to grit your teeth and
keep going, maybe saving yourself
(and/or the world) at the very last
moment, or at least going out in a
blaze of glory? Needless to say, this is
much more exciting than a total partyof-one kill. The same, of course, can
be applied to SAN loss:
Now, how
will you get
rid of this
card?
Perhaps you
could seek
help by
“taking time” (a specific in-game
action), but do you actually have the
time required to put the pieces of your
shattered mind and/or body sort-of
back together? I don’t think I need to
point out yet again how much this
improves the game; just compare the
Problem cards above with a numeric HP
or SAN value.
Finally, I also have to mention that the card-based system has
been further developed in newer systems; now dubbed
“Quickshock”, the system has been retro-fitted for multiplayer
with the recent Yellow King RPG system. This is specifically based
on the works of Robert W. Chambers and offers a series of four
connected settings, but of course the system itself is really quite
flexible. I haven’t played it yet, but I’m sure it will be a blast. Let
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me just tell you this: “debauched art students whiling their days
away with absinthe in decadent 1910 Paris”. If this doesn’t tickle
your fancy...
In conclusion, a glance to the future: the eagerly awaited fantasy
GUMSHOE game, Swords of the Serpentine, will be released very
soon and is in fact already available in PDF, with plans down the
road to make a 1-to-1 version as well. I should know that, since
I’ve been a beta tester, and I managed to finish a whole scenario
on the site (talk about posting multiple times a day for a month
straight...).
Before I bid you farewell, I want to point out that for most, if not
all, the games I’ve mentioned (including Yellow King RPG) it’s
possible to download free quickstart rules, introductory scenarios
or both. I’ve compiled a list below for your convenience.

YE BIG COLLECTION o' LINKZ
TRAIL OF CTHULHU
Condensed rules
Resources for beginners
Additional resources (will a full scenario)
Trail of Cthulhu: The Final Revelation on DriveThru (not free)

CTHULHU CONFIDENTIAL
Resources, articles and a free scenario

YELLOW KING RPG
Quickstart and scenario (in the 2019 FREE RPG day PDF)
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SPICE UP YOUR GAME

Admin Dirk

The theme for this issue is all things dark and terrifying. With
that in mind, I thought this issue of "Spice up Your Game" would
focus on ideas to help set the mood, as well as some extraspooky words you can use in a horror themed game.
A truly horrifying story establishes an eerie atmosphere right
from the beginning. A good GM will send signals to the reader
that the story will be scary and dark by liberal use of “gloomy,”
“somber,” “dreary,” “forbidding” and “creepy.” You can also ascribe
scary characteristics to inanimate objects to heighten the mood.
Buildings can appear “intimidating” and a forest can look
“menacing.” A tale is even scarier when your players can see,
hear, touch, taste and smell things in the story. A place can exude
an “acrid,” “pungent” or “choking” stench. Your NPCs can produce
strange “clanking” sounds or a scary character can speak in a
“dark,” “steely,” “sepulchral,” “sibilant” or “guttural” voice. Use
hues such as “pitch-black” and “ebony” to describe things that
are dark. A drink or item of food can taste “sour,” “fetid,” “foul” or
“rancid.” Objects can feel “slimy” or “grimy.”
Words like “horrified,” “horror-struck,” “petrified,” “panicstricken,” “appalled,” “witless” and “aghast” will do to describe
many NPCs. Or, make it very descriptive and personal... write
about the “droplets of sweat” on their forehead, or someone's
knees are “knocking” or they are “trembling,” “quivering,”
“shuddering,” “quailing” or “quaking.”
You can describe people or things as “transfixed” or “paralyzed”
in place. Expand your synonyms: things can be dark, but they
can also be murky, dim, gloomy, dusky. Need things to be black?
Try ebony, jet, obsidian, onyx, raven, charcoal, inky or sable.
Things can be spectral, eerie, uncanny, or unearthly.
Stop killing people, and instead, try these words: assassinate,
execute, massacre, murder, poison, slaughter, slay, asphyxiate,
crucify, exterminate, extirpate, immolate, lynch, smother, snuff,
strangle, suffocate, or waste. Things can be ghoulish, cruel,
demonic, devilish, eerie, frightening, ghastly, grim, grisly,
gruesome, horrible, macabre, morbid, spooky, diabolical,
fiendish, monstrous, revolting, nerve-wracking or chilling. Yes,
these words can be used in almost any setting, but liberal
sprinkling of them in your noir story will only add to the tonal
elements you are trying to establish.
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H. P. Lovecraft, a famous American horror novelist, wrote that
“the strongest kind of fear is fear of the unknown.” A good GM
can increase fear in their gamers by not giving away every detail
of a monster, ghost or place. Establishing something as
mysterious builds suspense, as the reader fills in the blanks with
his own imagination and desires to continue reading to find out
more. Ambiguous descriptions, such “an amorphous creature,”
“hazy air,” “opaque waters,” “tenebrous valley” or “unintelligible
sound” create a disturbingly unfamiliar atmosphere for the
reader. Alfred Hitchcock did this visually, with much (but not all)
of his violence happening off-screen. You can do the same, and
let your reader's imaginations fill in the details of your scenes,
and NPC's. If you describe someone as "pale and ghoulish", that
sets off an image in the reader's mind that is all their own, a tree
grown from your planted seeds.
Here's more seeds to plant in your writings:
Charnel: bones of the dead, or corpses. Short for Charnel House,
a building that houses the dead.
Funereal: Having to do with the dead, or the funeral/burial
process.
Sepulcher: a crypt or house for the dead
Sepulchral: having to do with death, or cemeteries
Tenebrous: dark, shadowy or obscured
Sibilant: the hissing sound of snakes, long esses in wordssssssss
Banshee: Spirit of the dead, usually crying, moaning or wailing
Writhe: to twist or move in an agonizing manner
Oubliette: a secret dungeon room with access only through the
ceiling. Spider hole
Scourge: something causing misery or death
Venerate: regard with feelings of respect and reverence
Dread: fearful expectation or anticipation
Lusus naturae: a person or animal that is markedly unusual or
deformed
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Sinistral: of or on the left (this is where sinister comes from, the
idea that "right is best, left is bad")
Ghoulish: grotesque or perverse behavior. You aren't ghoulish
because you are a ghoul, you are a ghoul because you eat the
dead.
Macabre: death in a grisly or grim manner
And never forget to add a few things around the place, to signify
the possibility that some others may have met the end of their
stay in less than cheerful manners:
Branding irons
Choke pear
Heretic's fork
Brazen bull
Whips
Scourges
Pliers
Shinbone crusher
Hammer/maul
Thumbscrews
Pilliwinks
Pillory (the stocks)
Iron collar
Lead sprinkler

Oral (rectal, vaginal) pear. Medieval period (circa
1600s).
Author: Klaus D. Peter, Wiehl, Germany.

Editor’s Note: There is little or no evidence of its
use. While there are several examples of pearshaped devices with three or four leaves, driven by
turning a key that rotates the central screw thread,
which spreads or closes the leaves, it should be
noted that Dr. Bishop (professor of classical studies
at Australian National University) suggests that ‘they
could just as easily be shoe-extenders, or sockstretchers, or glove-wideners.’
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NEW MEMBER INTERvIEWS

Leviticus

(in conversation with 10Doc, NightDreamer09, and Grimshaw)
What experiences are our newer members having on RPG
Crossing? What did they hope for and how have things turned
out? This interview spotlights the experiences of members that
have joined the site since 2021. Let’s listen in! Thank you 10Doc,
NightDreamer09, and Grimshaw for taking the time to respond to
these questions.
1. How did you find your way to RPG Crossing?
10Doc:
It was a bit of a roundabout journey. I happened upon the TV
Tropes page for Traveller (I find a lot of fun out-of-print RPGs that
way) and from there I was redirected to the game's fandom wiki.
Usually that's where my interest in a game fizzles out, but I
actually found I really wanted to play Traveller. It was a little too
gritty for my irl friends though, and we were already having
trouble making all our schedules work to meet up and play a
game they already knew how to play. I tried finding some local
TTRPG groups, but since we were still in the depths of the
pandemic shutdown most of the game shops near still weren't
hosting game nights.
Eventually I found my way onto the Traveller Discord, and after a
week or so of unsuccessfully fishing for a group, RPGX's very own
Savoylen scooped me up. They directed me to this site, helped
me make an account and find the New Player Solo Games forum,
and ran me through my very own Traveller scenario. After that I
was hooked.
NightDreamer09:
Internet. I was looking for Star Wars and Shadowrun roleplay
through Google and I found RPG Crossing. However, I didn't join
it right away. I forgot about it and then redoing such a search
months later I found it again and, given there were people, I
decided to try and to join.
Grimshaw:
I got interested in role-playing games but didn't know anyone
else who wanted to play, so I started looking online and found out
about play-by-post games. I like to write, so the format seemed
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like fun, and the low time-commitment nature of the PBP format
was also a plus for me. I tried a couple of different sites, but RPG
Crossing seemed like the most user-friendly place to get started,
so I got started!
2. What do you think of the site so far? How has your
experience been?
10Doc:
I really like this place. Over the past two years I've moved towns
in the middle of a pandemic, so for a while I had no nearby
friends and no way to make new ones. I absolutely detest most
social media and strongly dislike how personal and identifying you
have to be on most sites, which further complicated meeting
people online. Everyone here has been really welcoming though,
and as the massive all-consuming marketing spyware
infrastructure of the new web becomes ever more all-consuming,
I find I really appreciate this place's Web 1.0 feel.
I've never really been active on a forum site before, so it took a
little getting used to, between figuring out how to curate my
profile to feeling out the culture of various boards. Now that I've
gotten more of a handle on it, I appreciate how customizable it is.
I like that I can remain anonymous while still having a
personality, and I like that I can have civil discussions with other
users. I know none of those things sound huge, but they're
important features that most other big platforms online don't
have anymore. I like this place.
NightDreamer09:
I like the lime skin. Aside from jokes, I would say it is overall
positive. I've had (civil) disagreements with people and there are
some people I don't like for reasons, but I think it comes with
interacting with others. Then, on the opposite, there had been
very supportive people (for example my dear 100 themes reader,
you know who you are, or my SW DM Phettberg).
Grimshaw:
I really like the site layout and the tools available, like the easyto-use character sheets and all the options with the dice roller,
and how easy it is to add images to posts. I also appreciate all
the help documents that are readily available that explain how to
use the features of the site. When I've asked questions, other
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members have always been helpful, too, which I'm also grateful
for.
3. What did you hope for when you started playing here?
How have things turned out so far?
10Doc:
Honestly I didn't know what to expect. The world of 2021 allowed
for cautious optimism at most, and I figured the best case
scenario was I would probably do a fun bit of role play with this
one stranger I met on a random Discord. Savoylen was
comprehensive though, and walked me through a lot of the basic
both of Traveller and BBcode formatting tricks, and I started to
see what RPGX was capable of. I'd done something like PBP
before; I was at the time DMing a West Marches campaign for a
few distant friends via Whatsapp, and even before that in my
middle school days I had gotten into online rp on a little site
called Fabletop that allowed people to play Fable-engine games in
chatrooms. Those were both chats though, and the pace was very
different from here.
It took me a bit to settle in and accept that updates to games on
here can take a couple days at times to appear. Obviously people
have jobs, school, families, and different time zones, but like a lot
of people the modern social media landscape had broken my
brain by conditioning it to expect instant access to whoever I was
interacting with. That cooled off once I got into more games. I'm
now playing in three different campaigns, all of them golden, and
working on adapting one of my new RPG flames, Mouse Guard, to
a PBP format for when I finally make the post requirement and
can GM a board on here. I've also gotten a little more active on
the discussion boards, and between all that there's plenty of
RPGX to keep me busy.
Before I go, I can't overstate how kind you all have been to me.
This site has been a great place to make new friends who enjoy
the same things I do, and the interest people have shown in this
newcomer is something I haven't experienced elsewhere online.
Some anonymous do-gooder even gifted me CS status during the
March event and let me see what it's like to sit at the big boys'
table. Whoever you are (I have my suspicions, but then again I
could be wrong), from the bottom of my heart thank you.
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NightDreamer09:
My main hopes were to play Shadowrun and Star Wars games
and write nice stories. I'm in a lovely Star Wars adventure (I
must thank Phettberg for not kicking me out when my posts were
clearly uninspired to give them a compliment) and I'm writing
things with the 100 Themes challenge. However, I still have to
find the right Shadowrun game. So I would say 65/100: I got
part of it, part is still missing.
Grimshaw:
Being on RPG Crossing has been a really interesting experience.
The way people play role-playing games is much different than I
had expected, so I've really learned a lot since I started here. I've
met people that I wouldn't have had the opportunity to get to
know otherwise, so that's always good, too. There are also some
nice non-competitive areas such as the poetry and art threads,
which I've enjoyed very much, so I'd say RPG Crossing really has
a lot to offer.
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BENEFITS OF PLAY-BY-POST IN THE HORROR GENRE
Kapera
How to prepare and manage an effective play-by-post horror game

Horror. The word brings up a wide range of ideas depending just
on the reader. Gore, monsters, hauntings, creatures in the night
or quite possibly your last family reunion. In the world of play-bypost, it is possibly the best suited theme for the written word.
There’s something often campy and cliche when, at the tabletop,
you begin to set the story and get the sensation that you need to
have a flashlight held to your chin… or a player has a sneezing fit
in the middle of the setup for the final battle, just as you almost
finished speaking. The written word allows time to create the
scents and sounds, the very pulse of a scene without the
awkward cough, the crack of a voice, snickers when you
misspeak… all the little things that, while funny in a regular
adventure, shatters the level of tension that a good horror game
can create.
Steps to prepare for the game
There is no wrong way to prepare for your horror game: using an
AP, a well-known setting, a known world or your own creation are
all equally effective. The main thing is that you’re comfortable
with what you’re going to present to your victims (more often
called your players).
Personally, I’m a fan of creating a point form outline of your
game: a list of your planned encounters, key places and people,
and most of all, your plan to get them from point A to point B (or
C, or Z for that matter). There’s no need to get into great detail;
that exists in the AP or homebrew you’ve already created. This
will come in handy once you actually add the players into your
game, for no plan survives the first encounter of character
creation.
So now you have a plan, a mystery, a monster… but now you
have to expose your carefully crafted plans to reality. Your
players will shape your story almost as much as you did in
creating it. While a flatly applied adventure may be widely
enjoyed, horror, to be truly enjoyed, requires some careful
16

personalization. Without it being personal, is it really even scary?
Once you have your players, their character sheets will be your
next source of material for your point form outline: their merits
and flaws, bonuses and negatives, and their character backstory.
All of these items should find a place in your outline. That dark
secret that might never come up in a fantasy action-adventure?
Oh, it will come up in horror. The increased sense of hearing?
Perfect thing to ensure that they overhear something they ought
not to, and even better if they only hear bits and pieces. Horror
requires investment from the players and the best way to
accomplish this is to make it personal.
Brief outline example
• Meet up at the bazaar: All hired by village locals (allow time to
introduce each other).
• Reveal disappearances, more detail from initial hiring: time for
questions
Char note: Marlon discovers one of the missing caravans
happens to be that very same that their partner disappeared
on
• Exploring main ‘haunted’ trail outside of town: clues of
supernatural to find and side trail
Char note: Rini has enhanced hearing, use broken whispers
with partial phrases, add in unrelated creatures to main
mission this time
• Locate ruins: Key hidden in broken pieces to open door to
underground
Char note: Mikhail has sticky fingers, if they take any items
from crypt after warning, it will result in a haunting which
appears unconnected to theft
• Defeat BBE: Rewards and accolades until guardsmen rush in
and report a dark cloud moving toward the village
Char notes: Whispers Rini heard build again (in warning).
Mikhail hears little voice, connected to the stolen ring.
Marlon hears partner’s voice as forms start to appear in the
cloud.
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Possibly the most important part of preparation to ensure success
is what is often called a Session Zero... or as I often call it,
preparing your players for just how twisted you are as a DM.
Open discussion with your players is key; they need to know your
expectations and you need to know theirs. This is a shared
activity that requires everyone to participate and feel they can
bring up concerns or ideas.
This is another aspect in which PbP is wonderful. A common
shared thread in the OOC area is a great place to discuss any
details that might cause conflict, such as when players realize all
aspects of their character sheet will be used. This common thread
can also prevent jealousy when someone else seems to be the
center of attention. It gets everyone on the same page and keeps
an open line of communication. I think this is also a good time to
let the players know that you are not setting out to kill them (at
least I’m not, not sure about their dice) and that every situation
does have an escape somehow, somewhere.
Balance between structure and narrative flexibility (AKA
‘bunny trails’)
Despite your best writing and direction, it’s inevitable that the
characters are going to find something, someone, someplace to
be utterly irresistible
and therefore assume it
must be a key aspect of
the storyline. They are
rarely correct. This
creates the challenge of
the threat of plot
derailment, or as I
prefer to call it, ‘bunny
trails’. But outside of
just directly telling them
that they are hopelessly
lost, why not add it into
the storyline and use it
to enhance the level of
horror in the game?
From using the bunny
trail as a loop to bring
them back to where
they should be, to
18

turning it into an event that further exposes how dark or
dangerous the world is, take the bunny trail and make it your
own. Just like when you took the time to add each character’s
details into your framework, the bunny trail can just become an
extra, unexpected point in the journey.
My favorite bunny trail was that of a player who became obsessed
with a random graveyard. It was just a random location in the
city, but they were determined to explore it… there must be
something there! This resulted in repeat returns to the place and
worse, being solo from the group. Well, why not make it so? I
added in a haunting, and to my delight (and the dice deciding to
throw up some 1s), they found themselves not just locating a
rather dangerous supernatural creature, but possessed as well.
This, of course, led to the need for an exorcism, more problems
and so forth, and by the end it was clear that running off alone
wasn’t a good idea and maybe one should focus on the current
problems rather than looking for new ones.
In truth, the possibilities are endless. Bunny trails let the players
write their own horror into the game and make the story all the
more personal to their characters.
Adapting psychological horror for individual players
Horror writing, in my experience, has required a bit more work in
the aspect of the individual versus the group. In other adventures
the overall urge to get more gold, capture the citadel, or achieve
some source of great power are all easy motivators to keep
players and their characters interested in the end product. Horror
is a bit different.
Yes, there is still an end goal: prevent the end of the world,
destroy some eldritch horror or prevent the terrorizing of some
small village, but do you want it to be just that goal, or are you
looking to make the character (and thus the player) really feel the
horror and the tension that such a situation would engender? I
personally think that well-written horror can become deeply
immersive, but the individual must be readily addressed and
crafted around.
Horror is the best time to ensure that all of the character’s story,
flaws and abilities come into play. In character creation, checking
in, asking for more details and then applying said information to
your outline all allow you to ensure that each character is woven
into the story and not merely plunked into it. Weaving their
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stories, their dreams and wishes, fears and lives into the story
you’ve created or are using does take an extra step from a
general adventure, and may require you to rework a NPC or an
encounter, but the payoff is immense.
There’s nothing more satisfying than having a player repeatedly
approach me with their own paranoid concerns about what’s
happening, and better yet, their theories. It shows you just how
well you’ve drawn them into the setting, but it can also provide
new ideas to toss into your story line. Sometimes players come
up with ideas far more twisted than you have; why not use them?
Not only does it help pad out a situation, but it means next time
when they assume they know what’s going on, but don’t, the
tension rises a bit more.
Finally, a key aspect of horror writing is trying to avoid the
cliches. I know that can be difficult, the debate on there being
only a handful of story arcs in the world and so forth, but try to
step outside them. If your players start to predict what will
happen next, don’t despair but rework the next adventure to
keep them on your toes. Remember that nothing, neither an AP
nor your own world, is written in stone. Flexibility allows for a
more dynamic, personal and intense setting for creative writing,
and this is why that outline that you make, whether it’s from the
AP or your own pages of story writing, enables you to pivot
without panic and the need to scour through pages of notes on
what to do.
(I know I already said finally, but anyone who knows me will
know that is never actually the end!) I do believe it is important,
more so in the genre of horror, to take time to really talk with
your players as well, outside of the game setup. This includes the
need to ensure that everyone is on the same page in regards to
content and expectations for personal/character behavior. Be
blunt: tell them what you expect and what is not okay. Some
people may want to push things into David Cronenburg
directions... which, depending on your group, yourself or your
game physical location, won't be acceptable. Furthermore, horror
can create a lot of tension. Communicating with your players,
respecting any real phobias and taking the time to ensure they
know you are not out to actively slaughter their really cool
character they have now fallen in love with sets you up for a
more successful and engaging torture… ah, gaming session.
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THE CANDYMAKER

Thaco

Iron DM 2021 Winning Adventure
A D&D 5e adventure for four Level 5 players

Editor’s Note: While this adventure is fantastic as is and has a
slight horror slant, I can’t help but imagine how fun it would be to
go right off the rails with horror tropes with this adventure.
Imagine adding in rumors in the town about whispering the
Candymaker’s name three times in a mirror, civilians killed by the
candy making process (have you ever tried to spin sugar? If so
you likely have the battle scars to prove it), adding a serial killer
who leaves sweets at every murder scene, or turning the dragon
into a dracolich and the fey into a demon.
This adventure is fun romp as is, but if you’re like me and you
have friends who watch bad horror movies for fun, then this
adventure has limitless potential for a memorable night of camp
horror fun!
Now, without any further ado: The Candymaker

DRAMATIS PERSONAE
THE CANDYMAKER:
The son of a blacksmith and a baker, Edric was born with a sweettooth. From a young age he learned to blend the two vocations,
not only creating new concoctions, but also fashioning new
machinery to make them. At age twenty he opened his first candy
shop. It was successful beyond his wildest dreams, earning him
enough money to travel the world, sampling new recipes and
exotic ingredients. In his travels, he met Zilharet, a copper
dragon, whose lust for gold was only matched by his love for
sweets.
THE DRAGON:
Zilharet has lived hundreds of years in his lair above the rocky
coast, gleaning the leftovers from countless shipwrecks over the
centuries. But it was not until he met a young candymaker that
he discovered his true love: candy. Scarcer than gold and jewels
in this cold, windswept land, Zilharet had never tasted anything
so sweet and delicious.
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THE SPRITE:
Lapis lived the first few decades of her life peacefully in her forest
village. The Candymaker would often visit her village, recruiting
her kin to work in his factory; they would return some months
later bearing candies and gifts for the other villagers. But as time
went on, the fey folk were absent from their village for longer
and longer, and fewer of them returned. Eventually the
Candymaker stopped his recruitment visits; instead he sent
forces to kidnap them...and so it was that Lapis was taken from
her home to work in the factory.

THE SETUP
Edric and Zilharet formed a close friendship, bonding over their
love of sweets. Zilharet had never cared much for gems,
preferring the metallic gleam of gold and silver to the glassy
sparkles of gems and jewelry, so he was more than willing to part
with a few trinkets in exchange for the sweet goodies. Edric used
his newfound riches to build a home/factory on the hill above
Zilharet's lair. Edric's fame spread far and wide, and people came
from all across the continent to taste his creations. In addition to
hiring the finest bakers from around the world, Edric bolstered
his workforce by recruiting fey, who seemed to have an innate
knack for creating sweets, and gnomes, who built him ever more
wonderful and complex machinery.
For many years the pair continued their mutually beneficial
relationship...until the day Elric picked up a jeweled crown that
Zilharet had retrieved from a shipwreck some centuries past.
Enthralled by its brilliance, Edric placed it on his head, and was
immediately ensorcelled - for this was the Circlet of Insane
Kings, which curses its wearer with an insatiable yearning for
that which he desires most. Many had been driven mad in
centuries past, fueled by their never-ending craving for gold, or
food, or pleasures of the flesh. From that moment on, Elric would
desire only one thing: candy.
He began making candy at an ever increasing rate, depleting
Zilharet's hoard of gems as demand exceeded supply. The scales
tipped when Elric's gnomes invented a machine that would
transmute gems directly into candy, making the process far
quicker than ever before. Soon, Zilharet's supply of gems was
exhausted.
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Edric retreated into his castle, driven mad by desire. He no
longer visited Zilharet, since the dragon had nothing more to
offer him. He pushed his workers harder and harder, around the
clock. The factory was sealed, ensuring that none of the workers
could leave...and when they could work no more, he disposed of
them and sent his forces to 'recruit' new ones.
This adventure begins with the party encountering Lapis; this
might occur at any convenient place: in a tavern, at camp in the
wilderness, on a city street. She managed to escape from the
candy factory and fled to the nearby city to seek help to free
those who have been imprisoned by the Candymaker. She flutters
into the room, face smudged with grease, clothes in tatters, and
begs the party for help, telling them her sad tale...
"A year ago, I was kidnapped from my village, and been
forced to work around the clock...he works us until we die,
then takes others to replace us. A few days ago, one of the
syrup vats ruptured, and in the confusion I was able to slip
away...please, you must help us!"

THE CANDY FACTORY
Gaining Entrance
There are two ways the party can gain entrance to the factory:
• They can attempt to enter through the Loading Dock. This is
guarded by 2 Duergar Stone Guards (Mordenkainen's
Tome of Foes, pg. 191). They may sneak past the guards
with a DC 20 Dexterity (Stealth) check. If they fail the check,
the guards will attack, and will alert Factory Security after one
round.
Factory Security:
The security force consists of Redcaps (Volo's Guide to
Monsters, pg. 188), who always work in pairs. Once they
are alerted, it will take them 3 rounds to arrive wherever
the party is.
If the party needs a greater challenge, additional patrols of
Redcaps can be dropped in at any time.
• They can take a public tour (admission fee: 1 gem of any size
per person). The tour shows the factory to be 'Willy Wonka23

esque': edible wallpaper, chocolate rivers, candy flowers...full
of light and color, and happy sprites and fairies. During the
tour, they can slip away by making a DC 15 Dexterity (Stealth).
Failure will alert Factory Security.
Whether the party slips away from the tour, or breaks in through
the back door, they find themselves in the 'working section' of the
factory, a far cry from the bright and colorful public areas.
The Hallway
If the party sneaks away from the tour, they arrive in the Hallway.
This connects all of the other rooms. On one side, doors lead to
the Laboratory and the Dragon's Lair. On the other side are doors
leading to the factory area: the Mixing Room, the Cooking Room,
and the Finishing Room. At the far end is the entrance to Edric's
Private Quarters.
The Mixing Room
If the party enters through the Loading Dock, they arrive in the
Mixing Room. This room is 80 feet long and 60 feet wide, with 30
foot ceilings. A double-door at one end leads to the Loading Dock,
another at the far end leads to the Cooking Room, and a side
door leads to the Hallway.
Along the sides of this room are an assortment of vats, sacks,
and jars, containing all the raw ingredients needed for making
candy: honeys and syrups, sugars and flours, herbs and spices of
every imaginable color and aroma. In the center of the room are
a series of tanks into which the ingredients are mixed. The room
is a flurry of activity, with sprites and pixies flitting about
collecting handfuls of ingredients and tossing them into the tanks,
where teams of quicklings turn the high-speed mixers. A dozen
satyrs stand on platforms throughout the room, playing lively
songs on their pipes to set the tempo for the workers.
As long as the party makes no loud noises and does not leave the
area immediately around the doorway, none of the creatures will
react. As soon as they do either of these things, the 3 Satyrs
(Monster Manual, pg. 267) nearest the party will attack them
for disrupting their operations, accompanied by 2 Quicklings
(VGM, pg. 187) that emerge from the nearest mixing vat. This
will also alert Factory Security if they are not already aware of the
party.
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The Cooking Room
This room is 60 feet square. A double-door on one wall leads to the
Mixing Room; another on the opposite wall leads to the Finishing
Room, and a side door leads to the Hallway. It is navigable only
along narrow (5 feet wide) catwalks, stretching between rows of
huge cooking vats that sit on the floor 30 feet below. The various
ingredients flow through a series of pipes and channels 20 feet
above before being deposited in the vats. Below, several fire
elementals provide heat for the operation.
Along the walls are a number of framed scrolls, displaying spells
(e.g. Fire Bolt, Ray of Frost). Every few seconds, one of these
scrolls changes, as if being rolled up, and displays a new spell (e.g.
Heat Metal, Acid Splash). As the scrolls change, the displayed spells
are cast on the associated cooking vat. Various steam, magma, and
ice mephits fly back and forth throughout the room, making fine
adjustments to temperatures throughout the process.
The creatures in this room will initially take no notice of the party,
but will continue their activities as if the party were not present.
Anyone moving through the room has a 50% chance for every 10
feet of movement to be attacked by 2 Steam Mephits (MM, pg.
217). Two rounds after the combat begins, Factory Security (2
Redcaps) will arrive. They will attack the party, along with 2 Steam
Mephits, 2 Magma Mephits (MM, pg. 216), and 2 Ice Mephits
(MM, pg. 215).
The Finishing Room
This room is 60 feet wide and 40 feet long, with 20 foot ceilings. A
double-door on one wall leads to the Cooking Room, and a side
door leads to the Hallway.
Long ropes of still-molten candy spew forth from nozzles in the
walls, onto a maze of rollers and conveyor belts. A small army of
automatons descends upon the candy, cutting, chopping, and
pounding it into a myriad of shapes and sizes. The automatons are
programmed to process anything that enters the room into
individual candies. They see the party as simply 'unprocessed
candy', and move to 'process' them. The party is attacked by:
4 Slicer Automatons - use statblock Flying Sword (MM, pg. 20)
2 Pounder Automatons - use statblock Pentadrone (MM, pg. 226)
1 Puller Automatons - use statblock Quadrone (MM, pg. 226)
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The Laboratory
This room is 20 feet by 10 feet, with several workbenches and
desks. A number of charts and graphs adorn the walls.
Viscosity
Comparison
Water
Whole Milk
Corn Oil
Maple Syrup
Honey

1
2
28
150
2000

Sweetness
Values
Dark Chocolate
Maple Syrup
Molasses
Milk Chocolate
Honey
Sugar

35
60
70
72
97
100

Gem Color
Black
Red
Orange
Yellow
Green
Blue
Purple
White

Flavor
Liquorice
Cherry
Orange
Lemon
Lime
Berry
Grape
Coconut

Effect
Force
Heat
Stimulating
Healing
Acidic
Electricity
Intoxicating
Cold
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A scribbled note at the bottom of this table reads "Further study
needed on combinations"
On a table, a bowl holds six pieces of candy:
• Life Saver: If this white and yellow striped candy is in your
mouth when you fall to 0 HP, you are automatically stabilized.
The candy dissolves in 1 minute.
• Liquorice: Eating this black, salty candy that causes you to
become drunk (Disadvantage on Attack Rolls and Ability
Checks) for one hour.
• Rock Candy Ropes: Eating this string of black sugar crystals
grants the benefits of Stoneskin for one hour.
• "Pixie Dust": Ingesting this tube of yellow powder increases
your Speed by 10 for 1 minute.
• Cotton Candy: Taking a bite causes you to Levitate for 1 round.
The more bites you take, the higher you float.
• Blue Dragondrop: Dragondrops come in 5 colors: Red, Black,
Blue, Green, and White. Once swallowed, you may use an
action to breath one dragon breath (as the Dragonborn Breath
weapon ability), dealing 2d8 damage on a failed save (DC 14),
or half on a success. The blue dragondrop deals lightning
damage.
Through a doorway is another small room, an entire wall of which
is taken up by a complex piece of machinery, with dozens of
gears, levers, and knobs. A pair of Rock Gnomes stand before the
machine, their legs chained to the wall. Every ten seconds or so,
a jewel spills out of a chute in a side wall into a hopper on the
front of the machine; the gnomes then fiddle with the switches,
and the jewel is ingested by the machine. If asked, they will tell
the party that they are being kept here against their will, forced
to work the Jewel Eater.
The Dragon's Lair
Behind a locked door marked "ABSOLUTELY NO
ADMITTANCE!" (DC 15 Dexterity (Thieves' Tools) check to open)
is a short corridor leading to a downward spiral staircase. After
descending thirty feet, it opens into a large cave. Zilharet sits
here, on top of a huge pile of gold. Nearby is a similarly sized pile
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of and gems and jewels.
Zilharet is surprised to see the party, since no one has entered
his lair from the factory for many years. He gives a friendly
greeting, "Hello! Did Edric send you? Do you need some
jewels...do you have candy?" If the party talks to him, he will tell
them of his relationship with Edric, and that he has not seen the
Candymaker in many years. "He stopped coming to visit when I
ran out of gems. I went out and gathered more...but he never
returned. I even kept them separate from my gold, to make it
easier, but no one has visited me in so long. Do you have any
candy? You can have some jewels...take as many as you like..."
Zilharet will give the party as many gems as they want. If they
tell him that they are trying to defeat Edric, he may suggest
feeding his entire hoard of jewels into Edric's machine in order to
overload it as 'payback' for Edric's having discounted his
friendship.
Edric's Private Quarters
The door to Edric's Private Quarters opens into a small foyer. A
heavy iron door leads to his apartments. Next to the door is a
scroll case, similar to those in the Cooking Room, but the scroll is
rolling past at a high speed, so it is illegible. The bottom of the
frame has a small opening in it; through it can be seen a set of
gears that appear to control the movement of the scroll, but no
controls are apparent, and the opening is too small to fit any tool
into it. On a table nearby are several empty pitchers.
The party must find a way to slow the mechanism so that the
spells on the scroll can be read, and stop it at the appropriate
place to 'cast' a spell to open the door. This can be accomplished
by returning to the Mixing Room and obtaining syrup and honey
(other methods may also be found if the party is clever).
Pouring syrup into the opening will slow the gears, allowing the
scroll to be read, revealing the following spells:
• Call Lightning
• Fireball
• Knock
• Spike Growth
• Tidal Wave
• Wind Wall
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Filling the opening with honey will stop the scroll; whichever spell
is showing will be cast. If the party slows the scroll (using syrup),
they can choose when to stop it (using honey); if they simply stop
it, roll a d6 to determine which spell will be cast. The Knock spell
will open the door to Edric's apartments; the others will be cast on
the party. After one minute, the gears will begin turning again.
The door can also be opened with a DC 20 Dexterity (Thieves'
Tools) check, or a DC 25 Strength check. In this case, the scroll
will immediately stop, and whichever spell is displayed will be
cast.
Once the door is opened, the party finds several rooms (kitchen,
office, bedroom) that appear to have not been used for quite
some time. A thick layer of dust and cobwebs covers everything.
A faint tapping sound can be heard coming from room farther in;
a short hallway takes the party to Edric's sitting room. The room
is bi-level, with a series of stairs leading down; at the far end the
entire wall is made up of windows, looking out over the factory
floor. Near the center of the windows, Edric sits in a large stuffed
chair, almost a throne. A table stands next to his chair; on it is a
small bowl. About once a second, a piece of candy drops from a
hole in the wall into the bowl...but it has long since filled up;
candy spills out of it, covering the table, and onto the floor, which
is now several inches deep in candies. Edric stares out of the
windows, taking no notice of the party. Every so often, he and
grabs a piece of candy and pops it in his mouth.
As soon as the party makes any loud noise, or descends the
stairs, Edric turns around to face them. He cries out "No! My
candy! Intruders, come to steal my candy! Protect me!"
The candy on the floor starts to writhe and shake, as several
shapes form out of it. After a few seconds, 6 candy golems (use
stat block for Animated Armor (MM, pg. 19)) take shape, and
attack the party. Edric himself does not attack, but will defend
himself. If any of the golems are defeated, another will form and
attack the next round. There is enough candy on the floor to
create an essentially endless supply of golems; it should soon
become apparent to the party that they cannot win this battle. If
they leave the sitting room, the golems will not pursue.
The party need not battle Edric and his golems directly. If they
strike a deal with Zilharet for his jewels, they can flood his sitting
room with candy, drowning him under its weight.
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THE AFTERMATH
Upon defeating the Candymaker, the magic binding the creatures
to the factory ends, and all are free to leave. What effect there
will be loosing a large number of fey and elementals upon the
city, may be the seed for another adventure. If the party returns
to Zilharet and tells him of Edric's demise, the dragon will offer
them any remaining gems as a reward; if there are no gems
remaining, we will give them 1000 GP worth of gold from his
hoard for giving the Candymaker his just desserts.

POSTS OF THE MONTH
Winning Posts of the Month, Jan 2022 - Apr 2022
Written by Bluejack, Silk, PlaidPeregrine, and Yoshimi.
Foreward by wodine
Great gaming deserves recognition so Explosive Runes has
decided to start publishing the RPGCrossing Post of the Month
(PotM)!
‘What is PotM,’ you ask?
Simply put, PotM is a monthly contest where you can nominate
your favorite posts from around the site and have a group of
volunteer judges decide which one is the crème de la crème.
Pardon my French.
‘How do I get involved’, you ask?
Mosey on over to the PoTM forum and nominate your favorite
post or inquire to chocoladevla or Squeak about volunteering.
Now in the words of the Cromulons, “Show me what you got.”
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Barr was very happy to be a part of the this group of Forsaken,
but perhaps not the Knot. His intricate personal influences-wit,
intimidation, charm, anger-had all been calculated to swing this
Forsaken under his control. Seeing the Cardinal strong-arm the
team, his team, made him angry. He realized as he took one
knee and they were pronounced the Nessian Knot that there was
much more to this.
Barr actually liked these people. He felt bound to them. Even
Baltar, who he found insufferable, had created a kernel of loyalty
in the alchemist. Damn you all, I don't want this! He shook his
head in silence until they were dismissed. Barr had to completely
rework this, now. He would have to keep them all alive, and
build the Nessian Knot's power in addition to his.
**********
So he did. The Grocer's book was filled with recipes that would
be of use. Smoke pellets, thunder stones, tanglefoot bags,
curatives. He performed his craft each night, gaining his
expertise. Barr supplemented the work with the library of the
Cardinal when he could. When the other Forsaken would come
by for healing and or alchemical help, they saw his room slowly
fill with books, papers, beakers, vials, burners, and strange
materials. Demarco became distant as he transcribed the wizard
spells to his elixirs formulae book.
The training was a joy for Barr. He switched his crossbow for a
short bow, and the henchmen of the Cardinal helped him hone
his abilities to an incredible level. Barr practiced firing into
combat, firing at small targets, firing at moving targets. His
finger tips were calloused and raw every night, and he did
nothing to heal them. He would need the muscle and callouses.
Demarco lost significant weight over the three months, but what
was left was sinew. Any sense of a fop was gone. He was all
calculation.
Except for his Knot. He found time to eat and drink wine. He
played chess with Baltar, darts with Ten, and sparred with Juliet.
He realized the alchemy kit from the Warden was exquisite and
each morning the team would find more equipment made by
Barr wrapped in simple brown paper in front of their doors. Ten
worried that Barr never seemed to sleep.
***************
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What the **** is that!Barr moved away from the devil when it
appeared. He actually jumped away when the young woman was
killed and the evil thing began to feast. The whole ritual
disgusted him.
Demarco knew at that moment he would never serve this
Cardinal fully. This was a waste. The world in which this ritual
was commonplace was not a world he wanted. Or Asmodeus
wanted for that matter. The Cardinal seemed to take pleasure in
this destruction. This waste. Asmodeus stood for the corruption
of souls, did he not? Timea and this dead woman could have
been corrupted. What purpose was there to all this? Barr realized
this was the first time he had assumed the will of Asmodeus; that
he even cared about the will of Asmodeus. You've got me there,
you seductive dark lord.
When the Cardinal's finger came to his forehead, Barr was over
his revulsion. He just kept his eyes down and took the mark. Barr
stared at the devil feasting on the woman, and came to the
realization:How long before that is Ten? Or Juliet? Or me? The
key was power. Power was safety. If they were powerful they
would succeed. The way to power for Barr was his mind and his
magic. He would hone those until he could do as he liked. He
would shape the Nessian Knot.
—Bluejack

Detroit Michigan
Amanda allowed herself to relax only when the airplane took off
from the tarmac. She knew she was not far enough away yet, not
from him. Momentarily, she distracted herself from thoughts of
her ex and wondered to herself,
'Hmm, Amanda Cray...how long has it been since I used
that name? Five? Six years?'
But thinking back that far also dredged up unpleasant memories
as to why she had given it up and taken the name Olia, a dang
hair care product for a street handle. Sitting back in her chair,
Amanda sighed and muttered to herself,
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"Well, I never claimed to be original."
In fact, Amanda was far from original; take her current plan, for
example. Wait for an opportunity to get away undetected, grab
everything she owned, and use her magic to scour any trace of
her from the apartment and run to one of the few people that
might help her. It was a roll of the dice to rely on Edward still
helping her once the opportunity presented itself, and she knew
it.
Amanda sighed again and decided just to be herself for the first
time in years and enjoy the flight. She'll be back to being Olia
soon enough.

Seattle
Back on solid ground, Amanda used the SIN she was given at
birth for what would probably be the last time. Stepping out of
the bustling building, Olia chose to walk from the airport and hail
a cab once she was away from the place. Olia knew that King
would eventually trace her steps, but she should be long gone by
the time he did. Well, as long as she didn't screw up the meet and
get thrown out into the slums of Seattle. Making a few stops
along the way, Olia picked up a commlink to replace the one she
had torn apart and smashed into tiny pieces before activating the
device and dialing a number Edward had made sure she
memorized before leaving. On the other side of the line, someone
picked up, and she began speaking,
"This is Olia. ....I seem to be ahead of schedule. Is it
ready? ...Yes. ...Ellen Peleton? Thank you."
Putting the commlink away, Olia's heart beat a little faster. In just
an hour or so, she would see if her plan was a complete success
or an utter failure.

Four Seasons Hotel, Seattle
Olia enjoyed the shower in the apartment provided for her by Mr.
Johnson and wished she could live like this forever. But even with
the nuyen she was looking at receiving for this job, Olia knew she
would not be able to afford it. Besides, she was over 50k in the
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red and needed to pay that off as soon as possible or face busted
kneecaps.
Freshly cleaned and smelling of an assortment of fruity flavors,
Olia got dressed and made her way down to the meeting room.
She was still early and was one of the first to arrive. Olia looked
somewhat severe in her casual clothes and sneakers, with her
brown-colored hair shiny from the hotel's conditioner. The collar
around her neck was buttoned up tight, and she wore a longsleeved blouse and pants of earthy colors. Even if someone was
rude enough to ask, Olia would not tell them the reason why she
buttoned everything up was to conceal the fact she was wearing
securetech invisi-shield armor under her clothes. As the other
runners sat down in the Goldfinch Tavern, Olia simply said,
"Hello."
—Silk

Something in Brenna's mind shifted as the towering, naked HalfOrc was sliced open - by both her blades. She drew blood on
another living creature, in defense. This wasn't clean like magic.
The press of very sharp and well-maintained weapons against
and through the thick skin of her opponent was disturbing but
necessary. The aggressor, who without a doubt, would kill her or
Jeen without a second thought. That was its purpose. This is why
weapons are kept sharp and at the ready, angled correctly on the
hip. Intellectually, the Sarista understood the point of why she
carried a rapier and daggers. Why her father, her uncle, Kiarra,
and even the old fishnet-fixer, Kezia (who watched knife fighting
lessons from her steps) were so encouraging. With her sister
eating and breathing the Hunt and Adventure growing up, Brenna
went along with whatever she was doing, being a rapier-wielding
lithe shadow.
Muscle memory is an amazing thing. Letting ones' thoughtful
mind go and allowing the fighting instinct and lessons to take
over was strange and freeing, and needed. Brenna knew she was
fighting for her life, and that of Jeen who got caught in this
stumble after such a beautiful crossbow shot through the sigiled
Half-Orc. Kellen's spear turning to ash barely registered when the
Warlock was facing a tumble to the ground atop of Jeen.
Remembering how to move with the flow of the motion instead of
fighting against it, Brenna tucked her arms in, weapons in hand,
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and turned to hit the ground rolling with a grace and fluidity that
only came from years of unintentional (sometimes!) practice. Her
feet hit the ground swiftly and she stood up with momentum,
sweeping the rapier back with a flourish before raking it against
the Half-Orc and then stepped right up to him to try to pull the
dagger across his form Though the attacks weren't as harsh due
the absolute surprise she actually pulled off one of Kiarra's basic
moves in her repertoire, the younger Nightfall sister was full of
adrenaline and gained confidence in her abilities.
Brenna had to make sure her foe's attention skipped across Jeen
to allow her escape. "Weak and pathetic. Clanless traitor to your
people." The Sarista yelled tauntingly at the Half-Orc, Flemish
accent a bit thicker. "Get UP and face me!" And he could go
face Kellen and Helche as well; she's not grandstanding, just
simply trying to draw his attention, and hopefully his attack, if her
sharp cuts weren't enough to persuade him.
—PlaidPergrine

Sigur's embarrassment fades at Curt's courtly and enlightened
reply to her offer of service, but the heat remains in her cheeks
as she holds his gaze.
His manners are manly, though, are they not? And his words are
wholly reasonable. As are his teeth.
Doubt creeps back in at the paladin's self-important talk of
interceding on their behalf with a god, but this time it does not
fully reclaim the higher ground of her soul. With an inner groan
not betrayed by her carefully composed countenance, Sigur
resigns herself to the notion that the coming adventure might
entail a battle on two fronts.
As Curt's attention is garnered by Tibby, Sigur tilts her head to
regard the other women at the table, apparently her companions
on this mission, who had so far not seemed to take to her much.
Her heart sinks a bit further. "At least two fronts."
She pulls out of her musing when Curt starts to relate the
fascinating history of their current task, and her eyes light up at
the talk of traps and danger. But their expedition leader's
excitement over the promised reward feels anticlimactic, as
material wealth had never been lacking in her life.
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After Tibby declares her participation, Sigur responds in a
measured tone, "I am honored to be of service, noble
paladin, and it would please me to offer much of my share
to the Orphanage as well, should we succeed." Her eyes are
immediately drawn to the women at the table, wondering if they
would be impressed or would merely find her stuffy and
pretentious.
She looks away quickly and glowers, disgusted with her own
reactions. "I chose to trust myself to Fate, and it led me to this
place and these women. I will not be a silly, feckless girl in their
eyes anyway."
While the rest of the party decides on their responses, Sigur
reaches up and resolutely unties each of the ribbons holding up
her hair. She gives her head one vigorous shake, and her dark
tresses flow freely about her face for a moment. In another
world, it likely would have happened in slow motion and caused
Curt Corbett to see her face framed in a whole new and
altogether appealing light. But in this case, most of her locks drop
in matted clumps to her shoulders and a few strands have to be
blown discreetly from between her lips where they had caught,
before she can use her fingers to comb it all smoothly into place
to hang down between her shoulder blades.
Forging ahead quickly, Sigur leans down with the ribbons resting
on her upturned palms. She says softly, "You may have them
with my compliments, Mistress Thistle, in exchange for the
finest tea I have ever tasted."
—Yoshimi

Coming up next…
It could be you.
Or you.
OR YOU.
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THE ART OF GIDEON KINCAID

wodine

I have spent hours looking over maps, checking google, and
scouring the local streets, and never again have I managed to
find the warehouse on Public Alley 419. Perhaps the name has
changed, but I should have found that in the public records; I
have explored every inch of the city of Boston, but despite all my
searching the reality remains; I am utterly incapable of finding
the warehouse studio where I spent the last months of my life
while finishing my MFA at Boston University. It was there that I
first met Gideon Kincaid.
The warehouse was old, a dilapidated space in the heart of the
city that once might have been used to hold machine parts, and
before that whale carcasses or a shipwright, but when I was
there it housed studio spaces rented out to struggling artists,
artisans, and anyone else who was able to make the payments.
What’s more, I can recall the path along the Alley to the
warehouse. It wasn’t a busy alley. It was between the Public
Gardens and the University, no more than a half hour walk from
either. I recall nights where I would wander the streets near the
Commonwealth and gaze at the statue of George Washington and
think about my art and wonder if my art would last like this
statue or even find itself on public display. The streets weren’t as
clean in the 90s as they are now. The tall buildings almost
shielded the alley from the sun, patches of sluggish gray-green
plants struggled to push through the concrete but failed to take
hold. The city was dirtier, grungier, and that left me feeling at
home.
There were all sorts who shared the warehouse with me. They
were primarily eccentric artist types, like me; peculiar and weird,
fueled by narcotics, tobacco, and alcohol. Coming and going at all
hours of the day and night it was our art that drove us – there
were times when nothing else mattered at all. My studio was near
one of the corners, near a utility sink, fortunately. My brushes
were Kolinsky sable and required the utmost care. That sink was
where I first made the acquaintance with Gideon. I was washing
my brushes and he had to clean his potter’s needles.
Gideon’s hands were covered in clay, a sculptor, no doubt, was
my first inclination. He had a narrow waist which was
accentuated by his crudely tucked in white shirt, unbuttons
halfway, it had stains on it not unlike my own, though my smock
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was stained in colors, his were all drab earth tones, which
contrasted against his pale skin. We laughed about the state of
ourselves, artists covered in their media, and we made pleasant
conversation and we returned to our own spaces. Only I kept
seeing him in my mind. My friends had often accused my art of
being morose and macabre, an exercise in nihilistic gluttony, a
garden of death and decay – beautiful but terrible all at the same
time. What a wondrous opportunity to paint something beautiful.
I stashed the painting I was working on and prepared a new
canvas for tomorrow night.
I was glad to run into Gideon again the next day. I asked him to
sit for me so I could draw out his form and face, commit it to
memory, and translate it onto canvas. He seemed embarrassed at
first, but he said he was flattered and agreed to it, so long as it
didn’t take too much time. He sat in my studio for an hour, maybe
less, before he said he had to return to his project. I snapped a
Polaroid to help remember the details, and thanked him, asking
him if there was any way I could help him with his sculpture. He
said he only worked on one project at a time, but maybe I could
help with the next. He smiled a haunting smile and disappeared
into the unlit walkway to return to his studio.
I painted feverishly for several hours. It was my finest work. The
brush strokes, the colors, the play of the light and shadows on his
form and figure but eventually I came to an impasse. I was
fixated on his expression, it had to be just right, and my
memories and the Polaroid simply wouldn’t suffice. I decided I
needed to see my muse yet again and walked into the dark
causeway and made my way towards his studio space. As I
neared his work-space, I could hear something but couldn’t tell
what it was, so I moved closer. As I rounded the corner, I could
hear sobbing. The sobs filled me with an indefinable dread, it was
an awful and inarticulate cry. I stole a glance into the studio and
what I saw within I can hardly describe. I do not know of words
within the English (or any other) language which could do the
sculpture justice. It was a face, but it was unlike any the world
had ever seen before. It was an amorphous, sanguine, baleful
depravity. It was of a shape unknown in any geometry I had ever
studied and bore several ambiguous organs. It was an odorous
monolith to the dark places between the awakened worlds.
Gideon. I called out to him. He turned, and it was then that I
realized it wasn’t him that was crying. There was something else
there in the dark. Something foul, something angry, something
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otherworldly. It was
then that I noticed the
fire escape in the back
of Gideon’s studio
space. I could hear
the rain outside
slamming into the
loosely latched door,
the wind howling,
adding the
cacophonous sounds
in the small open
space. Gideon had
turned back to his
sculpture; he was
driven by some
unseen force to finish
the piece. He took his
potter’s needles and Le Désespéré (1843-1845)
made a few more
by Gustave Courbet
minor incisions and
turned back to look at me again. His eyes were wide with terror.
This time the screaming was his, and he turned from me running
out into the storm, the red glare of the exit sign, illumined in the
shadows.
I went to go after him, but I heard that otherworldly howl again
coming from the dark spaces of the studio. I recoiled, knocking
into the nearby table, tumbling to the ground, knocking the
sculpture to the ground. The piece hit the ground with a sickening
splat. I felt something wet land on my cheek. I wiped the clay
from my face, but as I looked at my hand, it was red. I craned my
neck to see the sculpture, but instead of the indescribable
grotesque face looking back at me, I saw a very real face, pale
and broken looking back at me.
I screamed louder than the storm, louder than the disembodied
terror, louder than Gideon or the storm. I had never been much of
an athlete, and I smoked a pack of cigarettes a day, but I ran
with the speed and agility of an Olympic athlete so I could
disappear into the darkness and the driving rain. I ran until I
found myself under the watchful gaze of George Washington. The
rest of the night I wandered through the city, my mind struggling
with what it had seen and heard. The night blurred on.
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I have confessed this story a dozen times, like some ancient
mariner, cursed to recount a story others see as fallacy and
mindless rambling. It is true that despite my thorough searches
and investigations I have never found that warehouse, or even
that alley ever again. Whatever happened to Gideon Kincaid, I will
likely never know. Wherever he went, whatever gangrenous abyss
he had disappeared into, I will always remember the look upon
his face when he saw gazing upon him in his studio. It haunted
my dreams until I finally committed it to canvas. It isn’t the
masterpiece, lost in some unfortunate studio somewhere, that I
had been overcome to create that wretched night, but it was
something.
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Cross the Bridge: Zombie Version
You've taken a job as a researcher in a remote and mysterious
laboratory high in the Swiss Alps. Late one night, while you're
working in the lab, you hear a loud crash just before the lab
assistant bursts through the door, fleeing from the outstretched
arms of a reanimated corpse. You and the lab assistant manage
to get out into the hallway and bar the door shut behind you.
Rounding a corner, you bump into the janitor and the old
professor who oversees the lab work. They tell you that you must
escape through an emergency exit at the back of the building that
hasn't been used in years, as the front entrance has been overrun
with zombies.
You grab a flashlight and flee with your three companions out the
rear emergency exit, into the darkness and down a hill before you
arrive at a dilapidated rope bridge with fraying ropes and missing
foot-boards. The bridge spans a wide gorge, and a fall means
certain death, but it's your only method of escape. You hear the
zombies crash through the emergency exit of the lab, and the
professor quickly estimates that they will arrive at the foot of the
bridge, where you are standing, in 17 minutes.
Because the bridge is so worn and weathered, only two people
can cross at once. Because it is pitch dark out with no moon to
light your way, one person must come back across the bridge with
the flashlight after they have crossed to allow anyone else to
cross. And because the bridge is so rickety, you need to get
everyone all the way across before the zombies arrive. (They'll
run out onto the bridge and collapse it, so even if you're most of
the way across when they reach the foot of the bridge, you'll die.)
You are a spry young researcher, and it only takes you 1 minute
to dash across the bridge. The lab assistant is a bit slower, and it
takes her 2 minutes to cross the bridge. The janitor managed to
twist his ankle coming down the hill, so it will take him 5 minutes
to cross. And the professor is an hunched old man with arthritis—
it takes him a full 10 minutes to cross the bridge.
How do you get everyone across the bridge to safety in 17
minutes or less?
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A serial killer, dubbed "The Poisoning Devil" by the press had a
special, yet sinister, way of having fun. He would kidnap a victim,
blindfold them and take them to a room where he would sit
opposite them with a table in between them. He would then put 2
tablets on the table between them and a glass of water for each
of them. The Poisoning Devil would then tell the victim that only
one of the pills on the table were poisonous. To make it fair, he
would allow the victim to choose which pill they wanted and once
that was done they would both take a pill at exactly the same
time, looking at each other (the Poisoning Devil would take the
other pill - the one the victim had rejected). The victims always
died. How did the killer make sure he was always safe?

Find the Following:
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SHAKESPEAREAN SKULL
by Aethera – illustration by UngainlyFool

A skull possessed by the Bard himself—or claims as much.
This skull is inhabited by the ghost of Shakespeare, or at least a
spirit claiming to be Shakespeare, with a full knowledge of the
Bard's works and history. (If this is not the Bard himself, the spirit
has done a fine job making its masquerade appear accurate, from
all angles magical and mundane.) He has claimed a bust that
looks much like images of the Bard, and the skull rests atop its
sundered head when not floating about. (If your game would not
have Shakespeare as a historical figure, I'm sure there could be a
notable Bard created to match this NPC.)
As far as tone, this is the Bard we're talking about. He can do
comedy or tragedy, hilarity or drama. As random windowdressing, place the Shakespearean Skull in a location (dark
corner or otherwise) with at least a few books, possibly many
more: a corner in the castle library, the town bookstore, or even
as a school teacher of literature! As a quest-giver or informant,
he'll need to be more local, so town bookstore or playwright's
mentor at the theatre are probably better choices. GM, this is
your cue for dramatic one-liners and additional flair! (If you lack
for ideas, there are lists of Shakespearean insults online, an ondemand insult generator that will make you smile, and some
illustrated, random, "most absurd" quotes from his work.)
My personal favorite option would be to use it like the lesser
version of a Dungeons & Dragons flameskull, and plan to have
that monster on hand should the party really make the spirit mad
beyond the limits of some basic magic missiles. There's a quick
combat for you!
As for mechanics, the skull is definitely tiny by most systems'
measurements, perhaps small if the stone bust on which it sits is
included. (Maybe your skull can levitate that along with itself.) I'd
suggest the Bard's spirit be fairly neutral in alignment, not
particularly good nor evil, lawful nor chaotic. Might lean toward
more chaotic good based on Shakespeare himself, but that'd be
up to you!
This is a possessed skull with what amounts to a couple levels of
bard added on top (compared to the flameskull's wizard). The
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spirit
understands far
more than it
can speak—it
only speaks in
the Common
tongue (or
whatever
language would
be the English
parallel), but
seems to follow
most
conversations
held nearby,
regardless of
language
spoken. Not a
full comprehend
languages
ability, but
some level of
understanding.
Follows written
text similarly,
though it will
never confirm
nor deny any
such
comprehension.
The skull's
ghostly aura
does shed some
light, but only
dimly in its
immediate
space. As an action, the spirit can burst its light in a blinding
fifteen-foot area, and dimly for another fifteen. Creatures caught
in the explosion light must make a save or risk being blinded for a
minute.
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WRITING FEAR:
How to Scare Your Players in Play-by-Post Horror
lostcheerio
lostcheerio is a long-time tabletop GM, now in year two of
inflicting arctic horrors on her wonderful players at RPGX in a
Rime of the Frostmaiden adventure.

In a dark theater, a nervous audience watches a bloody axe
suddenly shatter a door. Everybody screams -- now that’s an
emotionally immersive experience! Horror movies tear scares
from their viewers with music, camera angles, great acting, and
special effects. And at a live gaming table, a GM can add music
and mood lighting, body language, facial expressions, whispers
and shouts to unsettle and surprise their players. When we sit
down to write play-by-post updates however, trying to instill fear
can feel daunting. While you may be armed with only little black
marks on a page, here are a few strategies you can use to create
horrifying moments in your games, and even one tool you have
that movie directors do not.
#1. Control the pace.
While we don’t have music for cadence and we can’t control the
speed at which the players read our posts, writers can use the
flow of the words on the page to create rhythms and modulate
tempo. To raise the intensity, use short choppy sentences in plain
language, interspersed with longer, more flowery descriptions. To
orchestrate a pause, put a single sentence as its own paragraph.
Repeat a phrase. Switch up the font size. Whisper in italics.
#2: Engage the senses.
As game masters, we often focus on describing the monster and
its actions, when some of the best mood material actually comes
from environmental effects. The flickering torchlight. The sudden
drop in temperature. The sound of a faraway groan or creak.
Don’t forget setting is more than physical objects and enemies
present. It’s weather, sounds, the touch of a small cold hand, a
rubbery floor, a sharp smell. Even mid-combat, paying attention
to sound, light, and shadow can help your players immerse in
their characters’ world.
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#3. Let them see themselves.
A unique opportunity we have in games that movie directors don’t
have: we can tailor the horror specifically to the players we have
in front of us. If there’s a way to make an enemy from a
corrupted aspect of one of the PCs, do it! If you have a persuasive
bard, that wicked king was once a storyteller who is choked on his
own lies. If you have a lycanthrope who struggles for control of
herself, use gnolls -- wildness unleashed. It’s chilling to think
about exaggerated versions of our own worst aspects, and
pressing your PCs to face something awful but familiar can take
you to a heightened emotional place before you even get to blood
spatter. Warforged vs. mindless constructs. Dhampir vs… well, you
get it.
#4. Borrow helplessness.
One difficulty with evoking horror in RPGs is that fear depends on
helplessness, but PCs are the heroes of the story! They are
supposed to be strong enough to overcome obstacles. While you
can thwart them temporarily, you can’t take away their power to
affect the world. Another challenge we face: GMs can’t describe to
the players how they feel. We can make situations, and present
scenes, but we can’t say, “You feel helpless and afraid,” because
their reactions are their own. So how can you make your villains a
terrifying threat to heroes who can choose not to be terrified? The
solution to this is to borrow helplessness -- from NPC victims.
Focus on the reactions of the little people the heroes have come
to save, as they dither in fear, scream in pain, languish in despair.
If it seems ineffectual to borrow mood from the emotions of NPCs,
consider this is exactly what movies do, when they scare us all to
death even as we sit safely in a theater with our hands in a
popcorn bag, just feeling empathy for the characters on the
screen.
Another thing to remember as you dig into horror: just like the
movie-goer who chooses to watch a horror movie, your player
wants to be emotionally invested. That’s what they play for! And
while some games are specifically categorized as horror, almost all
of them tap into discomfort and the threat of danger as a
motivator for action. Whether it’s “horror” or not, a game that
gets you on the edge of your seat is what every player enjoys. So
here’s to getting the gasps, the grief, and even the gruesomeness
out of your imagination and onto the page!
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ADvENTURE BRIEFS

wodine

MANGLED
Mangled bodies have been turning up all over the major
metropolitan area and the inhabitants are scared. Ten murders in
ten weeks, all committed with a knife, and still, nobody knows
who the fiendish killer is, but all the bodies bear a distinctive clue
– they are fully exsanguinated.
This is a classic ‘whodunit.’ And should be modeled as such. As a
murder mystery it is very important to keep the feeling grounded
in the visceral – small details are what sell the sort of imagery,
and I don’t just mean the gore of the limbs, but the smell of the
alley, the sound of rain on
the cobbled street, the
stranger with the musky
perfume, or the woman in
the odd, feathered hat. PCs
tend to misinterpret details
as clues, and they will find
their own red herrings
generally without much
prompting. This Brief is
styled a bit different than
previous pairs to better set
up the mystery.
The Killer: Taryn Abbasi is
a talented artist who, like
many others, has gone
unappreciated in his own
time. Scrapping together a
few coins here and there he
manages to survive on the
kindness of strangers and
the skill of his craft. A life as
a pauper wore thin the veil
of his mind and soon, he
became obsessed with
paintings drenched in red
pigment depicting the
damnation of the infernal
realm. Demons, devils, and
JaydenLilith
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hellfire fill the paintings, and soon the Alizarin Crimson wasn’t
enough. The siren song of blood pumping in people’s veins called
to him and demanded its place on canvas.
Clues: The first clue is the missing blood, depending on your
setting (or perhaps not) this will likely direct people towards
vampirism. This makes for an excellent red herring. A mysterious
and macabre painting ends up for sale an antiquarian shoppe
which depicts a grisly scene with paint so red it haunts viewers
dreams. The third clue is a small reflection within the paintings. It
is the killers face, though morphed and changed in the broken
glass. The final clue, a murder scene just outside of the Taryn’s
workshop. As he continues to paint with blood, he loses his grasp
on reality. The paintings demand more blood, and his murdering
has become sloppy.
Complications: In this adventure it is likely that your players will
be their own greatest complications. Feel free to stoke their fears
and as they voice their concerns and use their own ideas to
muddy the waters. If in a setting where vampires (or the idea of
vampires) could be used it is an easy means of distracting the
players. The owner of the antiquarian shop is also a potential
suspect as are some of his more… intriguing customers. Use a
visit to this shop as a dynamic role-playing encounter.
TWILIGHT
Something is amiss in this quiet little town. The town itself has a
peaceful feeling. It overlooks the water, little boats bobbing in the
blue. For some of the inhabitants of the town, luck was on their
side. Some previously ill individuals have become healthy, more
active, and two of them have even reported feats of incredible
strength… but all is not as pleasant as it seems. When one of
these seemingly superhuman individuals is found wandering the
streets babbling incoherently and several others are found rotting
in the gutter, the peace of the little town disappears into suspicion
and paranoia. Turns out, a stranger has come to town, and this
stranger is pedaling vials of a snortable violet powder they call,
Twilight. While it is able to restore vigor and make people feel
young again it is highly addictive, and though a taste may be
complimentary, the cost quickly increases for each additional
dose. Twilight is made through dark rituals involving the
distillation of life essence (often involving necromancy). While the
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dealer keeps a tab, once the debt becomes unpayable the
addicted become the source of the next batch of Twilight.
Notable Folk:
Addict 1: Navarre Heixidor – A brain addled half-elf bearing the
marks of a dozen lives filled with pain and torment, this woman
became addicted to Twilight to mask the pain of her life, but soon
found herself able to turn invisible at will. She used this ability to
profit and collect money so that she could feed her Twilight habit.
After the guards learned of her new abilities, she was
apprehended in her sleep and has been locked away in prison for
the last month – what was left of her humanity has drained away,
leaving a pale, crazed creature stalking its prison cell.
Addict 2: Basil Fairey – Basil always lost. In life, in work, in the
forest. That’s where the accident struck. He had once been a
woodsman, felling trees for a living but an accident left him
injured and unable to work. He turned to Twilight. Twilight made
him forget the pain, forget his injuries, made him feel whole
again – not just feel. Where his arm had been there was a
spectral version when he was using Twilight. He could fell trees
again. Earn a living. Earn more Twilight. When he couldn’t afford
anymore, he took to the woods. Now he haunts them. The other
lumberjacks tell stories about the pale wisp of a man who haunts
the woods, not wanting to believe that he was once one of their
own.
Dealer: Vadish – Vadish was raised in a house of thieves and cut
throats, but lucky for young Vadish they had a way out. Through
a combination of skill and intellect combined with the magical
arts Vadish found a way to enhance the simple narcotic his family
used to addle their brains and enhanced it. Years have passed
and Vadish has refined their techniques and now moves from
town to town peddling their latest and greatest iteration, Twilight.
Additional Hooks: Instead of just having the players stop the
troubling Twilight pusher, I recommend getting one of the PCs to
try the mysterious powder which promises long life, health, and
new powers. Once the addiction sets in it can be difficult to
shake, with ramifications for withdrawal like power draining or
negative levels, depending on your setting. Of course, if the coin
is good enough Vadish is happy to keep the supply flowing, it
may make leaving town difficult, however.
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TABLE DRESSINGS
Let the Dice Decide - The Horror, the Horror!
Things to liven up a cell, secret room, torture chamber, basement
or abandoned building. Roll a D12 for these.
1) The walls are slick with water oozing through cracks in the
stone. The water feeds a dark green, almost black mold that is
slick to the touch. It's cool, and a stale, musty smell permeates
the air.
2) A bucket of dirty water and a filthy scrap of cloth stand in the
corner. The water is black with scum, and the cloth is dark with
dirt, mud or worse.
3) A small, filthy cage contains six half-starved, feral rats.
4) Several rusted chains hang from the ceiling to a height about
five-foot above the floor. Two of the chains end in thick hooks,
the others do not.
5) A row of small iron hooks jut from the wall nearest the
chamber’s door. The hooks are rusted, and from one of them
hangs a torn piece of clothing.
6) A pool of congealed blood lies near the corner. A half-hearted
attempt has been made to dry up the pool with a small pile of
sawdust dumped on the floor.
7) Chains hanging from the ceiling jangle softly in the grip of a
slight breeze issuing from some unknown place.
8) Rank and rotting, bloodstained straw mixed with sawdust
covers the floor around the room.
9) A wooden bin standing against one wall holds a sodden, filthy
mass of clothes.
10) In the corner of the room is a small pile of broken bones.
What kind of bones is hard to tell without examining them
11) Bloody rags and a suspiciously red, partially congealed liquid,
fill a rusting bucket standing by the door.
12) A long series of small scratches mar one wall.
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Twelve Spooky things to toss in after perception checks. Roll a D12
1) A glint of light reflected from something at the edge of your
vision
2) An owl's screech
3) Creaking of metal moving against metal, slowly
4) Scratching sound
5) A scream in the distance
6) Gunshot (or, backfire, or loud banging of metal if there's no
gunpowder in your world)
7) a wisp of fog moving across the floor/ground, no higher than
your ankle
8) The sound of a child laughing
9) a dog, coyote or wolf howling
10) Creaking noise of a door opening
11) Sound of a door closing
12) The slow click of a gun hammer being drawn back (or, if
medieval) the sound of a sword clearing a scabbard slowly.

Random creepy things to find Roll a D6
1) a child's toy, old and with burn marks
2) a scrap of paper, from a book, with a handwritten note on the
margin: "three days from dying" on one side, and on the other side,
smudged ink and the words "Parsinous" and "Poison".
3) A metal face mask, old, with small holes for eyes, and the mouth
opening has been patched over by metal pieces soldered in place.
4) A note tacked to a tree/stone/wall that reads "In the river lies a
girl, in the water swims her blood"
5) An animal, hung from a tree branch, freshly killed and still
dripping
6) a large bone, with a slot carved into it, holding a copper coin
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PUZZLE SOLUTIONS
Ravenloft
The key to solving this riddle is sending the 5-minute person (the janitor)
and the 10-minute person (the professor) across together. This way you get
the two slowest people across in 10 minutes instead of 15, and the 5
minutes saved is worth the hassle of not being able to send the 1-minute
person (you) back with the flashlight every time. You don't want the 5- or
10-minute person going back across though, so you need to leave one of the
faster people on the far side waiting.
So, you send the 1-minute person and the 2-minute person (the lab
assistant) across first. 2 minutes have elapsed. Then send the 1-minute
person back with the flashlight. 3 minutes have elapsed. Then send the 5minute person and the 10-minute person across together. 13 minutes have
elapsed. Then send the 2-minute person back with the flashlight. 15 minutes
have elapsed. Finally, send the 1-minute and 2-minute person across
together, and everyone is across in 17 minutes. Congratulations, you
escaped the zombies and lived to tell the tale.
Devil Solution:
The poison is in the
glass of water.
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Are you an avid writer?
Community Supporter?
Connoisseur of games?
Master of puns?
Would be interviewer?
Lover of all things wodine?
Budding or accomplished artist?
Interested in giving back to to the RPGX community?
An Elder thing?
Something else entirely?
Whatever the case may be, ER needs you!

If you are interested in contributing writing (stories,
interviews, adventures, gaming supplements, poetry, etc…)
to Explosive Runes the instructions can be found in the
Library forum, or you may contact wodine or any contributor,
or drop by the new Explosive Runes Newsroom.
If you are interested in contributing artwork to Explosive
Runes we are currently looking into ways to make that
process easier, if you have artwork you would like to
contribute or suggestions for how to ease that process,
please contact wodine or stop by the Newsroom!
Thank you for reading, and happy gaming!
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