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Welcome to the twenty-first issue of Explosive
Runes!
Winter is here, the kids are out of school and the
Holidays are in full swing. The theme of this issue
is Steampunk, with short stories, gaming advice
and a little holiday cheer.
We hope you enjoy the material and features,
expanding your RPG possibilities and introducing
some new gaming ideas to help our community
grow.
Are you looking to get a writing or art gig? Want to
help make RPG Crossing a very special place? Then
get your work put in Explosive Runes and enjoy the
satisfaction that comes with a job well done. For
more information about this, please contact me.
Now get out there and roll some dice!
~EngrInAZ

Editor-in-Chief: EngrInAZ
Assistant Editors: dirkoth, ItsaVerb
Cover Art: Solomon777
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Charity Fundraiser
&
Membership Drive
Effective immediately and continuing until
(and including) Thursday, Dec 31, 2015, $5
of every new or renewed $25 one year
Community Supporter membership will be
donated to support mental illness research,
via the Brain and Behavior Research
Foundation. To quote that organization,
which has been vetted by the Better Business
Bureau and seems as solid as any charity out
there, its laudable goal is "To bring the joy of
living to those affected by mental illness –
those who are ill and their families and
friends." The foundation does its work by
awarding research grants. $5 of any t-shirt
purchase will also go towards the BBR
Foundation (check the sizes carefully -- we
have limited stock.)
You can make a direct donation to the BBR
Foundation through this event web page.

NPSG
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The New Player Solo Games program now
has over 600 graduates! And, thanks to the
hard work of the NPSG Volunteer Staff, it
now supports 13th Age and 5e in addition to
the long standing 3.5e, 4e, and Pathfinder
systems. It is a great place for folks new to
the site, or new to Play by Post gaming to
come learn the mechanics of both role
playing and game playing, with volunteer
Game Masters available to guide them
through the process with a simple, easy to do
starter game.

RPG Crossing is proud to announce
a new Character Sheet template for
World of Darkness (Classic)
If you are a World of Darkness fan you will
be excited to go into your profiler and see
that you can now select the new template as
an option for your character creations. Give
it a spin and if you want go here where we
started the discussion and let us know what
you think. We will hopefully follow this up
soon with a version for World of Darkness
(New).

Authors
The RPG Crossing community loves to
support all of our published authors. Not
just here in Explosive Runes, but also sitewide. We've compiled a list of all site authors
(that we know of) and all of their work, right
here on the site.
If you have published something you'd like
to share, send a PM to Birched to be
included.

FATE
FATE-lovers may have noticed that they are
no longer relegated to the 'Other' category of
game forums! The top-level 'Dresden'
gaming forum has been expanded to include
all FATE games. Due to an unresolved bug
with CS folder management when folders
are nested too deeply, RPGX is still going to
leave all FATE games (including the Dresden
games that were originally in that category)
in the main tier of that forum rather than put
them in subcategories.

Post of the Month
The Post of The Month competition is
running strong on RPG Crossing, and it
continues to highlight some of the finest
work by site members on a monthly basis.
The 2014 Post of the Year Winner:
DAquilina!
The 2015 Winners:
January: GleefulNihilism!
February: TeufelHeunden!
March: goatmeal!
April: ItsaVerb!
May: Neqq!
June: Plodi!
July: PIG!
August: hippo!
September: Grozug!
October: Xian!

Hall of Fame 2015
Another year has come and gone, and the
Hall of Fame is welcoming its newest
inductees to their new front page spot. This
year, 13 eligible games were nominated for
Hall of Fame 2014 status by the general
membership pool. The first round of voting
shrank that list to seven, and after a close
round of voting by our Community
Supporters, four games were left standing
to join the hallowed ranks of the Hall of
Fame.
Adnatu
DMed by Atalla Wanderer
Bleach d20: Trouble in Paradise
DMed by Bade & Melchior
Carrion Crown
DMed by Sassafrass
Voyages of the Lost Star
DMed by Tilal

Another great season for Outplay - every
match has been competitive and exciting.
The contestants pit their skills against other
players in FOUR different systems!
The finals pitted the champions of each
bracket:
Ekidnu - playing Kayla (Pathfinder)
Frostburn - playing Quara (Shadowrun)
Melchior - playing Chezo (DnD 3.5e)
Bhelogan - playing Ivan (DnD 5e)
With a resounding 5-2 vote, this year's
winner was clear. Frostburn, whose
character was just that cut above that the
judges were looking for, was crowned
champion. Congratulations to all our other
competitors, too - you've all been excellent
players.

It was another amazing competition as
DMs and GMs all tried their best to be
chosen as this year’s Iron DM!!
In the Grand Finale, moozuba tested his
creative prowess against Rolzup as the two
crafted masterful adventures from some
interesting ingredients. In the end,
moozuba proved his mettle as he was
pronounced the 2015 Iron DM!!!
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In the library lives a monthly challenge to
write a short story started by the
wonderful Klazzform a few years ago and
more recently picked up by Aethera. Each
month a theme is posted, along with three
additional challenge elements that are
optional, just for the challenge of
incorporating random items into your
story. We have great stories submitted each
month, so come visit us on the forum!

Monthly Winners
2015
January 2015 Winner
Contemplations of a Bird
by Tongue

February 2015 Winners
Gonzo and You
by Neqq

Becoming A Dragon
by Xiasmus

March 2015 Winner
The Harbinger of War
by Jerioke

April 2015 Winner
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Super Effective!
by Xiasmus

May 2015 Winner
The Insect
by Percy Hux

June 2015 Winner
Be Our Guest
by Golden Gen

July 2015 Winners
The Stolen Summer
by Vex

Karl's Dead
by Tongue

August 2015 Winner
The End of the War
by arin12

September 2015 Winner
Deadifice
by MrD

October 2015 Winner
When Gams Meet
by MrD

November 2015 Winner
The Firewalker of Dafrara
by Captain Devonin

January 2015 Winner:
Contemplations of a Bird
by Tongue
The convent tower of Ispehonie "The Cloud
Walker" lay atop a small but steep hill the
center of Carsus. A small and humble
town, the nunnery, though rarely visited,
was really the only thing of note for many
leagues in any direction. It was a landmark
structure of the realm but getting very old
and falling into serious disrepair. It was
because of this that the Stonemasons from
the capital had been sent to repair it. It
would take 15 years but perhaps it would
strengthen Isephonie's waning influence in
the lands, while preserving some of her
heritage.
A tall dark man in rich velvet robes slowly
ascended the winding road which led to
the tower. His gait was long, strong, and
purposeful. Above him a large raptor of
some sort circled low. As he made the
courtyard he had to take a wide detour
around a big hole that the stonemason's
had opened on the new site. The masons,
two foreign looking types could be heard
arguing in the bottom.
"That's not bedrock. It's too uniform." An
old man’s voice directed.
"Yes it is." A cocky youth replied.
"Not it's not. "
"It's pink. "
"Granite can be pink."
"Then put a lever brace under it and we'll
pull it out. You’ll see."
"Ok. But then I’m hungry. Let’s break for
chow soon."
"Good nuff. Get’er done and help me out
this mud hole." came the gruff reply.

The dark man ignored them and approached
the stout oak door of the tower. Stopping on
the threshold the raptor (which was a falcon)
landed on his shoulder. He rapped three
times hard, listening as the hollow sound
echoed down the hall on the other side.
Mother Ingred Sildof answered the door
promptly, she had seen the strange man as he
made his way up the road. Here before him
she got her first good look. He was tall and
imposing
and
she
recognized
him
immediately. It was the dark eyed sorcerer
Agnop from town. A man of infamous
reputation. A man of some power it was said.
But not here, up on the hill, this was her
domain and Mother Ingreg showed no fear.
She knew the tower was protected by
Isephonie's Acolytes, formidable priestesses
from the capital and a powerful spell had
been cast on the tower when it was built.
He knew it too. NO man could enter unbidden.
"I’m sorry to bother you." He lied
"But still, here you are…." She smiled in
agitated indifference.
"I seek a thief."
Here visage grew very hard.
"A thief... among you."
Make that murderous.
"Are you accusing...."
"No. Not you…. Not Sister Margret either...
" He paused for effect.
"It's your latest." He added finally with an
air of contempt.
"Sister Agnes? Impossible!"
The mere thought of the woman (Sister
Agnes) made Mother Ingred as mad as a
hornet but she hid it. Whatever her feelings
she would not have this malcontent
slandering a good woman of Isephonie's
flock. Even though...
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Strong words for a nun of Isephonie. Her
angry thoughts crowded in unbidden.
She ate too much, she had terrible manners and
was borderline blasphemous often.
Mother Ingred folded her arms in defiance.
But she was still a sister. Sent straight from the
Arch Mother in capital city. None of this was
new, and Sister Agnes had quite a reputation.
One that had reached them here in Carsus long
before her appointment to Mother Ingred's care.
Her behaviour was terrible yes, but not too
surprising, mostly not anyways
She is a fake! he stammered angrily, losing
his cool.

The mother superior had seen that necklace.
Her cool demeanor fell apart and her jaw
dropped before she caught it. Agnop sensing
victory, pounced.

Mother Ingred returned his hard looks.

Let me in. He insisted. I will….

And how would you know that Sorcerer?

Just then at the end of the hall Sister Agnes
appeared. She came around the corner
holding a stack of books and froze in her
tracks. Mother Ingred turned. All three
seemed to lock eyes. Sister Agnes’s visage
flickered. For the briefest of moments a
scraggly teen stood there. Smirking. And
then, Sister Agnes once more, she/he
EXPLODED in the other direction. Throwing
down the books and running to the end of
the hall she burst through the door
disappearing into the stairwell. To say that
the Cloud Walker Nun was surprised would
be a gross understatement.

The man took a deep breath and rallied his
thoughts. Collected his rash anger and
pushed it down.
Well. let us examine the facts. He said with
an aloof roll of his wrist.
First, your numbers have been declining at
the castle for over 10 years. At present.
There are only three of you in this pillar of
rubble. Lots of rooms, not so many people.
As hiding places go, it is a good one.
Second, Sister Agnes has been newly
assigned. Third, and this is just speculation,
though I’d bet my life on it. She is
positively un nun-like... un lady-like too I’d
wager. Fourth, but most important. Fourth, I
have just come from the capital, and there I
had a meeting. With the REAL Sister Agnes.
She was on edge now, but she was listening.
Agnop saw it too and pressed.
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how to trigger it. AND He continued.
Slightly embarassed. "It would seem I have
also lost my apprentice Jusiv. I daresay it is
NOT a coincidence."

I have lost a powerful artifact. A
necklace. He
motioned
around
his
neck. Plain silver in appearance but for a
very small blue sapphire. It is magic. A
necklace of polymorph for those who know
ddd

How? The tower is protected by powerful
magic. No man can enter, unless I...
It’s the necklace fool! Invite me in. Invite
me in. Invite! Me! In! Agnop was beside
himself.
The noble mother fumbled with it a moment
longer before mumbling the incantation to
allow Agnop across the threshold. His falcon
“Percival” though was knocked hard off his
shoulder as if by an invisible hand and the
bird ***SQWWWAKED*** in surprise before
taking righting itself, taking flight, and
ddddddd

spiraling high into the sky.
Inside the Sorcerer gathered his wits quickly.
Where does that door lead?
Mother Ingred likewise, whether in righteous
anger at such deception, or just cooler
thinking in a crisis, gathered herself and her
tone grew deadly serious.
"Only up, or down. The upper floors and
roof, or the catacombs below. The only door
back outside is the one you entered."
He grinned and turning he closed the door
with a spell of warding.
"It will warn me if he passes" he
explained. "He did not bother to explain that
it would also stun the lad. You check the
upper floor then. Percival is watching the
roof and I’ll take the catacombs. And...
where is Sister Margret he suddenly
added."
"Upstairs I gather, in her room. I’ll warn her
on my way up."
He nodded.
The powerful sorcerer prepared his spells as
he approached the stairwell. By the time he
opened the door began his descent, he was
positively CRACKLING with
power.
Suddenly a rat scurried out and he blew it
apart with a look, a mere focus of hatred.
Well Jusiv. I have you now. Did you think I
wouldn't find you eh? I sent minions out, I
searched everywhere. I even consulted with
dark spirits... I did it all.
Another rat exploded up ahead as it made for
the shadows. The grin on Agnop’s face was
maniacal.
"I did it all, and still you were no where to
be found. But that was your undoing. There
is only one place in these parts that my
magic cannot penetrate. You knew it too

though. You knew the tower was shielded.
Alas...".
***Sizzle***
BLAAAZAPPPST!!!! another
rodent painted the floor in a halo of guts.
"Alas, I knew it too. So here I am thief.
Come and face your DOOM!"

*******************************
The upper floors were clear. Nothing moved.
The windows were still shuttered the doors
all unlocked. No Sister Margret either
though, not so much as a songbird. As she
made the ladder to the roof hatch she hiked
her dress up and ascended carefully.
Opening the hatch she crawled out, hands an
knees on the hard cobbles. It was a glorious
cool Autumn day, but up here, windy.
Standing gingerly, the wind knocked her
ritual habit from her head and it sailed off to
the south. Running to the edge she watched
it fly lazily down into the open foundation
hole. The Mason’s she could see were just
coming up the hill in the distance returning
to their work from lunch. Deep in debate,
they didn't see a thing.
"Yah yah. You were right." the younger
whined.
"Not just bedrock. Foundation. A key
stone!" The Master Mason opined.
Suddenly, she saw Sister Agnes. Or rather, a
stumbling rat turning into Sister Agnes,
before turning into a scraggly teen.
He's getting away! She gritted her teeth.
The audacity! To betray our trust. OUR GOD!
Mother Ingred Sildof, stout matron of the
House Isephonie lost it, for just a moment,
but she lost it just the same. She wrenched a
loose brick free.
"Lyyyying thief!" she screamed. Hurling the
brick downwards with all her might.
Just then, from out of the doorway the
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previously absent Sister Margret raced, on
her heels Agnop leapt out and grabbed the
boy around the neck from behind.
"Help there’s a strange man in the tower
and he’s blowing everyone apart! "Sister
Margret screamed in a frantic wail.
In triumph Agnop flooded power into the
boy, intending to blow him apart from the
inside out. Slowly. To make him suffer.
REDEMPTION!
The brick struck him squarely in the head.
Caved it right in to be accurate. One moment
a crazy nun was freaking out, then there was
a whistling sound, then an explosion of light
behind his eyes, then... nothing. The spell
though was not wasted though, it went
exactly where he was looking when the brick
struck. The boy, gasping, whirled away,
shocked at the gruesome site, of Agnop’s
misshapen head. It almost turned his
stomach. Only just, did he hold it in with two
firm fingers on his lips.
"Nooooo!" Mother Ingred yelled.
"Yeeeesssss!" the boy whooped, though a
little greenly. Then, giving a little wobbly
jump for joy he turned to run.

"Blarrrrgahharrg!" He puked.
There, directly on the path, lay Sister
Margret. Her neck was still smoking and her
head was, to put it mildly. Everywhere.
"Noooooo. Noooooo! Margret!" came painful
wail
from
atop
the
tower.
Then, "Seize that boy!" she yelled to the
masons.
She raced to the trap door opened it, coming
from the bright sun outside, to the dark
gloomy tower, she should have slowed
down. Hurrying, she missed a rung and
slipped, falling the 15 or so feet onto the hard
flags and cracking her tailbone into several
pieces.
Jusiv regaining his wits was a rat again in an
instant. Scurrying down the path in a zig-zag
pattern. The Masons though saw the boy,
saw him become the rat. They were ready for
him, but too slow.
In a blur, the falcon grabbed the rat with
a Shriiieeek! and speared it savagely in it’s
long talons. As the Masons charged forward
it climbed steeply high above their heads to
escape. It was then that suddenly the rat
turned back into Jusiv. Dead and limp Jusiv.
The falcon to be sure, was definitely not
prepared for THIS. The pair dropped like a
stone until in a panic, it released Jusiv’s body.
From 60ft up the teen landed squarely on the
Master Mason.
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The old man’s neck broke like a bloated,
rotten, branch. The younger Mason jumped
with fright when the body struck. Slipping
on the muddy lip of the hole he fell into the
pit. The only sound he made was a sharp
"Ooops" before he let out a gurgling scream.
The boy had fallen on his makeshift bracing,
breaking his femur on one leg and the ankle
on the other. His too ribs were cracked and
he could hardly take a full breath as he lay in
a crumpled heap in the muddy bottom.

******************************************
For days Mother Ingred lay on the hard floor
at the base of the ladder. No one came. Each
day she grew weaker. Each day her
whimpers grew quieter. Eventually she noted
she did not have the strength (or even the
tears) to cry. She would just sleep, painful
and restless, but too tired and weak to stay
awake any more. More and more each day
she slept, until about a week later, she went
to sleep…. and never woke up.
Out in the hole the young Mason shared her
same fate. Two souls in such proximity, in
such similar circumstance, but not close
aaaaa

enough to share so much as a look. The
lonely nun in her lonely tower and the
foreign Mason, down in a hole and no one
the wiser. Just a lonely pitiful death.
The Falcon you ask? Well he lived. Sort of...
The following morning he strayed too close
to a hen house and the farm boy put an
arrow through his neck.
I like to think. If he had a thought.
Besides SCREEEECH
SCREEECH
SCREECH. That
it
would
be
this.
Life is fleeting. Enjoy it while you can. Plus....
people are JERKS. Especially farm boys.
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Pimp your gaming is an ongoing series
containing hints, tricks and tips from our
members. The hope is that you might pick up
an idea, a trick, or some code that will make
an impact in your game, or make your
gaming life easier at RPGX.

The first idea is for GM's: When your game is
created, and you are busy with all the
excellent applications being submitted,
consider opening up a pre-game role-play
thread. You can allow all those who have
submitted a completed application to go, and
begin having a bit of fun, in character. It can
be as simple as the ubiquitous city bar or
tavern in the woods, or perhaps, a day at the
bazaar, shopping at the market, or at the
harvest fair. Not a fantasy gamer? No
problem, set everyone up at the local
spaceport, waiting for their ships to be
refurbished, or at the local graveyard, on AllHallows Eve. Several GM's
have used this as a great
way to get their players
involved in the game, and
warmed up for the
eventual game start!
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Here's a tip for everyone, that you may not
have known existed among all those buttons
and tags in your posting fields. Did you
know that you can use the small arrow to go
to the last post YOU made in a thread, or the
small chevron to go to the last post made by
anyone? And the blue button with a white
downward arrow, next to the thread's name,
will take you to the first post that you haven't
read.

Do you ever feel that the window where you
type a thread post is too small, especially
when you need to type up a longer post. This
is also troublesome where you are to quote
one or more previous posts of some length.
You have two options! You can resize the
post edit window by dragging the lower
right corner, just like it was a window's
frame. Or, you can use the small double
chevrons in the upper right corner of the field
box, to make the writing space bigger or
smaller.

Ever wonder how many times people have
posted inside a given thread? If you click the
"number of posts in this thread" link left of
the number of views on the far right it will
bring up a new window detailing how many
times you and others have posted in that
particular thread.

And change the number to get thicker lines 1
changed to 4

Orange 3

Red 6
Here's trick some GM's use when a party
breaks up into individual groups so they
know who is seeing what. Assign each group
a color code, and then they can simply look
for everything under that line.
Use the code [HR=BLUE]1[/HR] to draw a
blue line

Yellow 15

purple 100

You can change the color “Blue” to say
‘Green” to get a green line
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and sacrifice, to her – now dead diety –
Tuern. Tuern had been killed by the god
Bane. A loss she still felt deeply.

March 2015 Winner:
The Harbinger of War
by Jerioke
Jesse looked over her driver's shoulder at the
clock. It was 12:01 in the morning. They were
riding through the streets of Multhe, a city of
over one-million souls. She'd had a long day.
Breakfast with the high-priest of Sehanine, in
his penthouse at the top of Multhe's largest
skyscraper; lunch aboard the thousand-footlong ornothopter – Julius – with the Duke of
Longshore, and dinner with the Chief of
Police.
Before she relaxed back into her seat, she had
noticed the odometer read well over onehundred-thousand miles. It was about time.
The steam-powered locomotive that the
dealer had called a 'mobile', was nearing the
end of its service record. The mobile
continued rolling along the cobblestone road.
Its headlamps burning yellow in the misty
night.
Only the rich and powerful would ever be
found in a mobile, everyone else walked,
took the overhead-rail, or rode horses. Tenthousand-years,
and
we're
still
riding
horses. Jesse thought, disgusted, at least they're
still readily available as feed for my
dragons. How many years had it been, since
she had last called upon them for war?
Jessebelle Autumn Von'Delving had lost
count. There had been no need for a great
catastrophe for the last four, or fivethousand, years.
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Over one-hundred-thousand years ago, Jesse
had gained immortality through black magic,

A band of adventurers had interrupted her
ritual and paid the price for it. After killing
everyone except the priestess, Jesse had used
the she-elf to fuel her ascension into a
demigoddess. She loved irony almost as
much as she had loved power. But not nearly
as much as she still loved him.
The mobile had finally exited the outskirts of
Multhe. She felt no desire to look back. She
knew how the city looked with all of the
lamps shining in the windows of the
skyscrapers. As if the stars themselves resided on
Faerûn. She thought, The wondrous imagination
and creativity of humans will never cease to
amaze me.
Neverwinter had once stood where Multhe
now stands. It had fallen shortly after her
ascension. When she had seized the city in
retribution after the mad king had ignored
her recommendation to negotiate a treaty
with the Thayans. There were valid reasons for
that treaty… and the fool still refused!
Over the hilly planes they drove, until they
came to a magnificent castle. It was old, but
had been updated and rebuilt and improved
upon, not to mention expanded, several
times over. It looked like it had been built
yesterday, with its twelve towers reaching up
so high, that one could freeze to death
without a fire in the hearth. Why had she
built them so high? Partly because she could,
but mostly because the towers intimidated
anyone visiting her.
The mobile entered through the massive
titanium gate as two hill giants opened the
doors and made a rough salute to their
mistress. The driver honked his horn as they
passed, which caused the giants to smile.
They had been acknowledged.
The massive gate shut behind them with a
loud boom that echoed throughout the castle
as they made their way to the garage. Her
aaaa

human, goblin, and many other lower race
servants, went about their daily errands.
Saluting as jesse and her driver rode by.
The central throne room, which was massive
enough to fit over a thousand people inside,
was dimly lit. There wasn't a speck of dust
anywhere, no sign that the chamber had been
occupied for a thousand millennia.
Two goblin guards stood outside of the door
to the room, and as Jesse approached them,
opened the door.
"Mistress, we hear creaking coming from
the mountain," One of them said "Yet, the
mountain stand tall."
She nodded her thanks to the goblin, who
took pride that he had been acknowledged
for his report. All of her servants wished to
please her, and all of her servants knew the
punishment for failure. She walked through
the door.
The mountain, as the goblin had called it,
was a giant crystal prison in the center of her
thrown room. It was so large, that its peak
came only a foot away from touching the
ceiling. The feet of the mountain spread out
far enough that one of them had cracked the
bottom granite step of the throne's
approaching stairway.
The crystal prison was, quite possibly, one of
her crowning achievements. She had been in
the middle of conducting a one-hundred year
war when she had heard of one adventurer
that was thwarting her at every turn.
He had come out of no-where – in an age of
cowards, liars, and famine – to champion the
same cowards and liars that had caused the
famine in the first place! It had been
infuriating. Did no-one realize that she was
helping? She was the harbinger of war! It was
her job to bring war to the land and inspire
the people to fight, survive, and improve so
that they could continue to live and go about
their worthless lives.

In the heat of the moment, with anger boiling
up from reminiscing about that time so long
ago, she slammed her fist into the side of the
mountain and saw it crack. Her face lit up in
a smile so big, she looked like a child again as
she put both hands on the crystal in front of
her and peered in.
He had defeated every single guard that
stood before him. It had taken him only
moments to defeat her generals as he strode
proudly, without pause, into her chambers.
She remembered so clearly how his pit black
hair had flowed behind him. And the bloodlust in his brown eyes had made her heart
pound so fiercely. Blood had been splattered
across his armor from her armies, and turned
the armor into a piece of art. There had been
barely a scratch on him!
She had known she'd fallen in love with him
the first time she saw him in the scrying
glass. Fighting her minotaur in the Southern
Reaches, Such a magnificent specimen. She had
thought.
But she'd needed time. There was no talking
to this man. This warrior. She had to create
the perfect opportunity to give him pause
enough to listen.
He would be hers.
As he had continued strolling across the
throne room, Jesse stood. She'd begun
weaving a magic of which she had never
before even thought of using on any enemy.
It was new to her. Strange to feel its power, a
power of life and not of death flowing from
her core. But it was her twisted love for this
magnificent being that drove her to such
lengths.
The mountain cracked further as she
watched. Her heart started beating faster and
she waited for the man encased within the
crystal mountain to show signs that he was
going to awaken. Both terrified thinking of
what might happen when he did, and excited
that the waiting would soon be over.
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She'd waited forever for the possibilities that
this moment could bring. Jesse had been
staring into his eyes when she finished
casting the spell that encased the hero in this
preserving crystal mountain, and she was
starting into his eyes now – as they came to
life.

wildly, obviously confused.
"Your throne room hasn't changed!" He
yelled pleadingly, "Your LYING!"
Jesse empathized with him. The magic she
had used to imprison him had affected the
throne room as well. It had never needed
repair. Never needed cleaning. Maybe I
should have used the spell on the entire
castle. She giggled.
"Do NOT mock me!" The hero snarled at her.
And she sadly shook her head as she rose to
her feet.

The mountain shattered in a deafening
explosion. Jesse was knocked back, onto the
floor, and the man pounced on her with his
sword drawn against her neck. His face
contorted in emotional distress, fear, rage,
and a multitude of other emotions swirling
behind those eyes. Those beautiful eyes.
"What have you done to me!?" He screamed
at her, pleading for an explanation.
Playfully, and it might have been the wrong
thing to do – but what could she do? She was
losing her mind having him on top of her like
this and being unable to enjoy it – Jesse
wrapped her arms around his breastplate
and drew herself up towards him. Pushing
against the blade and, as it began to draw a
bead of blood, the hero drew it away from
her throat but kept it at hand. He wanted
answers.
"I have given us time, my love." She
whispered into his ear. She saw his eyes
widen at the word love, but she
continued, "You've been asleep for more
than ten-thousand years. Your quest is over
and the world lives on."
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At this, he jumped back and she let go of him
– falling back to the floor. He looked around

"My dear hero," She began, "I am no longer
your enemy. I am the harbinger of war, yes.
But I am not your enemy. I will explain
everything to you soon."
"But first, I need you to come with me. The
times have changed and no one in this
world wears the armor of old." She
smiled, "And I think you will like what I
have gathered for you."
"I want nothing from you" He snarled, but
he followed her anyway. Ready to attack at
any sign of betrayal. The goblins opened the
door and dropped their weapons as they did.
They knew what they were supposed to do
when this day came. It was integral to her
plan for the hero to think that there was no
danger. She would introduce him to the new
world, let him run free, and watch him come
back to her in time.
Jesse led him to a walk-in wardrobe filled
with an assortment of high-tech armor
designed to look like clothing. The clothes
had been designed using a combination of
magic, science, and alchemy to provide the
same level of protection as a full suite of
magical armor, like the one the hero wore
now.
"Examine them to your heart's content. You
will find no deceit here." she said, as she
closed the doors behind him.

She could hear him try the door from the
inside and then, seemingly satisfied that the
door wasn't locked, she heard him begin
rummaging through the clothes she had
provided.
She heard a couple of large thunks from him
removing his armor, and then the sound of a
blade slamming against the table that was
placed in the middle of the room for folding.
She looked in at this and saw him standing
over one piece of clothing, trying to cut
through it. Gods! He is a beautiful man! And
then she quickly closed the door and blushed
when he saw noticed her peeking in on him.
The sword slammed through the wood of the
door and she couldn't help but giggle. His
reaction was childishly simple after all.
After what seemed like hours, he finally
came out of the room. He was dressed in a
black suit, but forgot the tie, his hair was
drawn back in a pony tail and the stubble on
his chin emphasized the curves of his
jawbones. He tried to look calm and sure of
himself, but she could see that he was
nervous and doubtful.
"You could almost pass as someone of
importance!" She applauded politely, "But
there is one item that goes with that, and
you wouldn't have known about it."
She grabbed a tie from the rack and began to
tie it for him. He resisted at first, but her calm
persistence seemed to put him more at ease.
Finished, she placed him in front of a mirror
and stood slightly behind him in her red
silken gown. Being next to him accented
every curve. Made her look even more
beautiful. The horns curling towards the back
of her head, barely showed through her thick
red hair.
"You look like nobility," She said, "and you
should."
"Now that you are properly dressed," Jesse
continued, "We will go to dinner in Multhe.

It is a lot different than what you
remember. And it will prove to you that the
world has endured."
"Will you give me the honor of joining me,
John Sable?" She asked. Jesse could see the
realization wash over the hero, as he finally
understood that she had been watching over
him for a long time. She should not have
known his name!
She wondered if it was disgust, fear, pride, or
any other multitude of feelings that was
going through his heart right at this moment.
And then he surprised her.
"It seems that we have a much longer
history than I surmised, my lady." He
said, "I thank you for the clothes, they are
like nothing I have ever worn before and
proof enough that the world is not the
same."
He walked over to a window, "But I will not
be joining you for dinner tonight."
She wanted to argue, but let him continue.
"I wish to leave this place and see the new
world for myself. If I find anything to prove
I have been deceived, or that the world still
fears you as the demon you were then… I
will be back to kill you."
Her heart broke at his words, but she lead
him to her treasury and provided him with
the currency she promised, and then offered
to have her driver take him to the city. He
refused and asked if he could borrow a horse
instead.
Again with those damn horses! She thought, but
acquiesced.
Watching from the southern tower, Jesse
cried silently as her love rode out of the front
gate. She had no right to love him, but loved
him anyway. She feared she would never see
him again, and secretly thought that was the
least she deserved for her crimes.
She wallowed in the tower for a year.
aaaaaaa
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Watching the front gate. And then returned to
her thrown room and continued to sulk in her
depression for another five years. The time
slowly crawling by as she pondered over
everything she had done in her past. Finding
that she still believed that every move she
made was the correct one to ensure that Faerûn
kept turning.
After another ten years, a commotion began
outside. She didn't care. Her guards would take
care of it.

And he had found that the history books
were twisted to honor the corrupted leaders
that had hired him to kill Jesse in the first
place! When his investigations proved that
wars Jesse created were in fact the reason that
the masses never completely succumbed to
the disasters that plagued them every once in
a while.

Returned… Back…

"But the peace is about to end." He
finished, "The priests have seen signs from a
prophecy almost as old as I am. That will
kill everyone, unless civilization rises to the
challenge once again."

Tell the mistress…

Jesse stood up.

"Mistress! The hero has returned!" One of her
maids burst through the doors.

"What are you saying, John?" She could not
believe what her heart was telling her. She
couldn't believe that he could be coming to
her, telling her to start another war. It was
too much to hope for, that he was offering to
help. "Why torment me so with your
presence?" She couldn't stop the tears from
streaming down her face.

Then she started to hear murmurs echo…

And the Hero glided through the door behind
the maid, wearing a suit styled after the one
she had given him, but newer. It was a
designer brand fashioned by a famous gnome
stylist.
As he approached the steps to her throne, he
explained where he had been and what he had
learned in the time of his absence.
He had visited the priests and priestesses of his
god, Kord, and learned that every time a great
famine, catastrophe, or plague had begun to
surface… Jesse had started a war. The war
forced men to leave their homes to join in the
fight, which left more food for the women and
children that had been left behind. Blacksmiths
found more work, bards created more stories
and songs that improved the moods of the
people around them. And inventors thought of
new tools, weapons, and other items that
improved the lives of those who owned them.
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should have been protecting.

He had visited the towns and cities and found
that the nobles were corrupt and the police and
armies had their pockets filled with blood
money used to bribe them. Everything that he
had been taught to protect, had been turned
into a system used to oppress the people it
aaaa

John came up the steps so quickly, she lost
her balance. He wrapped his arms around
her to catch her before she fell, and though
she struggled against him in surprise, he
kissed her gently. She couldn't think, it was
too much! How does this happen? She
surrendered to his arms and kissed him back.
She didn't know what else to do.

Just when she thought it wouldn't end, he
drew himself back. Still holding her gently,
he continued, "I was blind, in my naivete,
thinking that you were purely evil. But you
are a part of a larger system. You are a
necessity. If I had killed you, I would have
doomed the world."
He let her go and knelt before her, head
bowed.
"Jessica Autumn Van' Von'Delving, take me
as your vassal in the upcoming war, and we
will assist the world in moving forward at
great speed!" He looked up at her.
"But you will be labeled a terrorist," She
gasped. She couldn't believe her ears! "I
would send you to terrorize towns and
villages and you will kill innocent people!"

"Those same people would have died by
hunger, sickness, or in some other way." He
shook his head, trying to deny it
himself, "But, only after consuming food
and resources that could have saved other
lives."
He stood up and took her hands as he stared
into her eyes, "I am yours, my lady. Do with
me as you will, for you are far wiser than I."
She smiled in her triumph. Her plans had
been for naught. She had her knight in
shining… wait. No. She had her commander
in his dark suit. Her beautiful man, and she
knew at least one way to use him.
She lead him out of the throne room and into
the night.
The End
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Review by Bailey Baker (RedRab)

If you are looking to play something "steampunky" but with a twist, you should
seriously consider running a chronicle
of Victorian
Lost,
a
setting
book
for Changeling: the Lost from White Wolf.
In Changeling: the Lost players take on the
roles of Changelings, humans who were
stolen away by the True Fae and forced to
endure the hardship of captivity in Arcadia,
the land of Faerie. During their durance in
the faewild, these humans were transformed
by exposure to faerie magic into bizarre halffae creatures, often resembling their strange
masters or the tasks about which they were
set. A Changeling used for decoration in the
palace of the White Queen might have
unearthly beauty. A Changeling used to
protect the gardens of the Raven of Souls
might have a bestial seeming. A Changeling
whose duty it was to keep the clocks running
in House of the Huntsman might have
developed preternatural tinkering intuitions.
Whatever their lot in Arcadia, the characters
in Changeling: the Lost managed to escape
their True Fae masters and find their way
back to the mortal world only to discover
that they are no longer human, that their old
lives have perhaps been lost entirely, and
that they are now members of a new society,
a society of The Lost. Thus begins
a Changeling chronicle, tales about fitting in,
the pain of loss, the quest for identity, and
the bittersweet nature of human existence.
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The default setting for Changeling: the Lost is
the modern world. Victorian Lost, however,
provides you with everything you need to set

your Changeling game in the world of
Victorian Europe. The 87 page book is
available in a "print on demand" soft-cover
format and as a water-marked PDF from
Onxy Path Publishing and DriveThruRPG .
The book contains setting material and player
and Storyteller (what Changeling calls its
GM) advice for running Changeling games in
the late Victorian era. It also contains new
and update contract clauses (Changeling
powers), two new kiths (Changeling "races"),
a story framework to start telling tales of
madness in Victorian times, and some sample
characters for reference or for use in games.
There are a few things that make Victorian
Lost a great supplement and a fantastic
Changeling setting. First, the book does a
great job of setting the theme and mood of
the game. The introductory fiction is typical
White Wolf fare, but it does give new players
an idea of what sorts of games could be
played with Victorian Lost. Also, the book has
enough detail about life in the Victorian era
and all the societal upheaval of the day to
make players and Storytellers comfortable
playing in the setting. Second, the book does
a
great
job
of
helping
you
fit
your Changeling (or any World of Darkness)
game into the late 19th Century. Victorian
Lost gives plenty of advice and systems for
navigating the Victorian world such has how
to handle money, how to reconcile the New
Identity merit with a declining peerage, etc.
In all honesty, the new kiths and contracts
don't add much to the game, but they do
serve as a good guide for other changes you
may want to make to your Changeling game
as you move it to other time periods.
Victorian Lost is a great supplement, but is it
really steampunk as the title of this review
suggests? I believe the answer is yes. Classic
steampunk is about overcoming the clash
between old and new and harnessing the
power of that synergy. Steampunk, then,
creates a brand new aesthetic for a brand
new world, a world that never really existed,
a world of steam powered computers,
lighter-than-air ships, rockets to Mars, and
clockwork men. This, to a large degree, also
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describes the spirit of Victorian times and
thus the fiction of the late 19th Century. The
Victorian age birthed the clash between old
and new: the rural verses the urban,
superstition verses science, the peerage
verses the industrialist, and the individual
verses a clockwork vision of the masses.
In every way that matters these concerns are
also the concerns of a Changeling game.
Changelings are, in a very literal sense,
trapped between two worlds: the old world
of Arcadia and the new, mortal world to
which they have returned, and their durance
in Arcadia birthed in them a brand new
aesthetic. The struggles that citizens of the
Victorian era suffered through as society
changed radically beneath their feet pale in
comparison to the upheaval in the lives of
returned Changelings and the upheavals that
societal change have created in the Courts of
The Lost. In the most interesting ways both
steampunk concerns and the paths that
Western Civilization took in the late 19th
Century mirror the journey that Changelings
are on, from madness to belonging.
All that said, many people want a little more
"steam" in their steampunk. If that is you,
here are some tips for steam-punking up
your Changeling game that we have used in
our own games.


Steampunk the Hedge to your heart's
content. The Hedge is the barrier that
separates the mortal world from the
world of Arcadia. It is the stuff of
Glamour and dreams, and the
appearance of the Hedge tends to
reflect the world around it and the
Changelings that inhabit it. Instead of
a maze of hedge and thorns, make
your Hedge in city locations a maze of
walls and pipes and inexplicable
clockwork machinery. Make your
Hobgoblins (indigenous creatures of
the Hedge) clockwork automatons and
steam-powered cyborgs.



Steampunk the character details. There
are many details in Victorian Lost
which you can "steampunk up."
Changeling appearances are a good
place to start--a Stonebone Ogre with
metal plates for skin or an elemental
Changeling of steam-- as are character
items and equipment, especially
things like Goblin Fruit and Tokens.



Steampunk the Courts. Changeling
society
is
ruled
by
Courts,
traditionally Spring, Summer, Fall,
and Winter. But with a little
imagination Changeling courts can be
modified to better fit Victorian
(steampunk)
Society.
Court
arrangements like the Court of Lords
verses the Court of Commoners has
worked well in our games as has the
Court of Green (rural, natural
Changelings) verses the Court of
Brown
(urban,
technological
Changelings).

As great as it is Victorian Lost might not be
for everyone. For many, steampunk is, and
always will be, science fiction. Many fans of
steam punk believe that introducing fantasy
elements dilutes but the themes and the
significance of what steampunk literature
tries to do. If that is you, then you won't find
much in Victorian Lost to love. It is faerie
magic and fantasy through and through. As
mentioned above, however, there is a lot in
the themes of Changeling and in the spirit of
the Victorian Age to love and a lot of that is
compatible with the steampunk vibe. My
advice? Try it. You might just love it.
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"It appears Carrignton has got their
attention!" The captain rocked as the
dreadnought rumbled up over a crater lip on
clanking
iron
tracks. "Good
man
Carrington!"

Juggernaut
by MrD
And though the heavens roared,
I heard no war horns blare.
The chariots of steam and fire,
Rumbled on their spike rimmed wheels.
The men of bronze their weapons raised,
Clashed with sparks and gouts of flame.
And on and on, the war did rage.
And on and on, no soul was safe.
"More pressure!"
The dreadnought - Prince Albert - shuddered
violently as a mighty explosion ripped a
huge crater out from under it's Port side
tracks.
"Yes sir" the Quarter Master rang the
clanging changes on the ships telegraph.
Bells rang deep in the bowls of the ship.
The Captain, braced on legs akimbo, tapped
the small brass pressure dial, the needle
ticked a little up. He tutted and brought a
leather brass spyglass up to his eye. Two
more concussive explosions rang out ahead
of them a shower of dirt rattled off the
hardened glass windows of the bridge. The
spyglass tubes slid forward and back on care
greased pinions as the captain brought the
horizon into focus.
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Fires raged and smoke drifted in widening
black plumes across the right flank of the
enemy line from where Captain Carrington
was leading the light cavalry armoured
division in a daring feint. He spied
Carrington's tattered colours fluttering
amidst the smoke and flames.

He closed the spyglass and slipped it back
into the tooled leather pouch at his belt and
flipped open his pocket watch, a quarter to
four, time for one last push before tea.
He flicked the gauge again.
"Mr Carter!" he bellowed for the Quarter
Master "More pressure! Navigation! - Plot a
course to rendezvous with Carrington's
vanguard."
He flipped the cap from the speaking tube
labelled Gunnery.
"Charge guns for port broadside!"
"Aye aye captain port broadside" came the
hollow reply.
The Steward appeared at the top of the
bridge steps. His immaculate white uniform
a stark contrast to the bridge crews battle
dress. "Tea on the terrace today sir!"
The captain brought the spyglass to his eye
once more.
"Yes - the terrace" he said without turning
"And the ladies sir, will they be joining you
today?"
"Yes inform the ladies tea on the terrace at
four fifteen"
"four fifteen - very good sir"
The steward saluted and left the bridge.
With a squealing, rumbling, clanking, lurch
the dreadnought wheeled right and angled
towards the distant banners.
The hollow voice issued from the speaking
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tube "Guns ready sir!"
The captain checked his watch then moved to
the port range finder. He pressed his face
against the leather padded eye pieces the
distant line of enemy emplacements blurred
then cleared as he turned the focus wheel.
The quarter master moved to the speaking
tube ready to relay orders.
"Ranging!" the captain raised a hand his face
still glued to the sights.
"Ranging" the quarter master relayed into
the tube.
"Ranging Aye" came the hollow reply

The men cheered as one. The captain
straightened with a grim look of satisfaction
on his face as he looked to the distant clouds.
He flipped open his watch - four o'clock - tea
time.
He turned to the second mate. "You have the
bridge Mr. Barrow! Signal tea!"
The man saluted "Aye Aye Sir!".

The captain dropped his arm
"Fire!"
There was a dull thump, a burst of steam
from the port side, the bridge shivered and
the ranging shot whined away. The captain
watched the gradations on the range finder focusing re-focusing - looking for the tell tale
signs of impact.
A plume of dirt and rock erupted twenty
meters short of the enemy lines.
"Elevation up five degrees, broadside ready,
full spread, on my mark!" he raised his hand
again
The
instructions
were
acknowledgements were given.

explosions detonated along the enemy lines a
whole sheet of earth moved skywards
crumpled and fell back. Fires burned and
smoke plumes rose, the fires triggering
secondary explosions as damaged boilers
ruptured and coolant lines failed throughout
the enemies mechanized fleet.

relayed,

He dropped his arm
"Fire!"
The thump was louder, the steam more
pronounced, the shudder an order of
magnitude more violent as the whole port
side array discharged as one. The shells
whined away, the captain refocused. The
men on the bridge looked on, the moments
ticked by as the shells arced towards their
distant target then suddenly a wave of
aaaaaa

Bells rang out across the ship and the great
lumbering warship rumbled to a halt. The
captain retired to his quarters to change.
~~~
Out across the battle field calm reigned as all
sides stopped for tea - a moment to reflect, to
refresh, to consider, to renew.
The bridge terrace had been swept of dirt and
shrapnel and the captain's table had been
brought up from the mess. Fine linen, china
crockery, silver cutlery, tea, cream, sugar,
sandwiches and cake were arrayed before the
eight people - Captain Wilberforce, Lady
Wilberforce - the captains good wife, Lady
Georgia Wilberforce - the captains daughter
and her fiancé Roderick Smythe, Quater
Master - Mr. Carter, Master Gunner - Mr
Pilkington, Chief Engineer - Mr. Douglas and
the ships Surgeon - Mr. Farrington.
The stewards moved amongst the guests
clearing plates pouring tea refreshing the fair.
"And so lady felicity writes that She,
Gwendolin and the new baby are going to
the summer house in Warwick this coming
week. Mother and I have been invited to go
if only we can get off this dreadful ship"
"You can go back with the water barge if
aaaa
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you wish!"
The captain took a cigar from it's box and
snipped the end as he listened to his
daughters plea's.
"Oh father, Not the water barge, Please!"
Gerorgia looked at Mr. Carter with pleading
in her eyes. The man raised an eyebrow then
addressed the captain.
"What about a field car sir - Commander
Gommery is coming up later the ladies
could travel back with him!"

The ladies began to protest but the captain
whirled away and strode back into the bridge
his officers close on his heels.

"Oh yes - Father, we could travel back with
the Commander? . . .Father?"

~~~

But the captain was staring into the cup of tea
before him, lit match halfway to the cigar at
his mouth.

Fire rimmed bronze, burnished like gold, a
towering giant of steam and smoke clanked
on legs thirty feet tall over the black smoked
horizon and roared! Every ground shaking
step said "I' am here - I am death!"

"Sir? What is it?" Mr. Carter asked.
The other guests were staring at the tea now.
The captain pushed back from the table and
stood. His napkin fluttered to the ground the
cigar fell from his lips. He snapped open the
spyglass and peered at the horizon.
"What is it sir?" the Quarter Master asked
again then he and the other guests saw it too
- concentric circles, ripples in the tea, there
and then gone and then there again.

The captain snapped the spyglass closed.

"Behemoth!" The
looking down.

"Orders Captain?"

captain

said

without

"at teatime?" the Bosun cupped a hand over
his eye's and stared at the horizon.
"Bloomin savages!" The Chief said as he too
looked to the distance.
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Slowly it turned fists raised and with Gatling
cannons spinning it spat it's whirring death.
Carrington's banners shredded and fell. The
cavalry began trying to retreat before the
onslaught but their lines were in disarray.
Men and machines burst asunder or crushed
beneath the monsters step.

The Captain whirled about and barked his
orders "Boilers up to steam, Gun batteries
charged, Steward - get the ladies off on the
water barge!"

The bridge door slammed shut and the grim
faced bosun came to stand by his side.

"All ahead flank speed - Mr Carter!"
"Aye Aye Captain!"
The telegraph rang, the ringing was
answered by a sudden lurch as the dual, four
cylinder,
triple
expansion,
inverted
reciprocating steam engines powered the
Prince Albert forward through the mud.
The Captain took the wheel and angled the
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rapidly accelerating dreadnought towards
the bellowing behemoth. Iron tracks clanked
up and down the crater faces, through the
wire and withered trees towards the distant
giant.
"Forward cannon! - Fire!"
A thump, a whine, the shell was gone arcing
across the battered landscape. Several
seconds later it exploded - starboard and
long but it had the desired effect as the giant
paused and began to turn. It's attention
switching away from the retreating cavalry
towards the new aggressor.
"Foraward Cannon! - Fire at will!"
Thump! the cannon fired, a whirring recoil,
clanking reload, run out and thump! fire
again. Ranging now at the gunners discretion
the shells approached the target.
The behemoth roared, smoke pouring from
it's maw as the first shell hit home, buckling
the chest plating but little more. The monster
replied - the Gatling cannons whirred up to
speed and sent a volley of fire splattering
through the mud towards the dreadnought.
The captain thumped a button on the console
and armoured shutters clack, clacked, down
over the bridge windows. The rattling chain
fire clattered up the forward decks pinging
and clinking off the armoured plate.

"Hard to starboard!"
The bridge lurched, lurched again, tracks
squealed and the dreadnought turned
angling away now following a line of barbed
wire fencing up a slight incline to the brow of
a small hill.
The rockets corkscrewed lazily across the sky
their passage traced in curling smoke as they
angled in on the Prince Alberts position.
"Port Battery - Fire!"
The bridge thrummed with the port battery
discharge but the captain didn't wait.
"Hard to port!"
The tracks clanked and squealed the bridge
lurched and they turned to present the
smallest target to the approaching ordnance.
Rockets whined past, first one , two , to
starboard, one over the bridge , port side
then. . .
With a deafening explosion a rocket hit. The
vehicle wheeled right, tipped and began to
topple. The men on the bridge clung on,
some slipping , sliding across the floor
shifting the centre of gravity ever closer to
inversion.
"If we go over we're lost!" someone shouted.

He moved to the periscope, the bosun took
the wheel , and sliding the lower assembly
from the ceiling, lowered the handles. He
peered into the eyepieces, flicked on the
illumination lamp adjusted the focus wheel
and sighted the enemy.

"Stow that language! that man there" came
the harsh reprimand but the call was
drowned out as the last rocket hit - another
ear piercing explosion rocked the vessel
tipping it back the other way. With a crump
the Dreadnought came to rest - upright.

The hail of bullets abated he heard the
forward cannon thump again, saw the
monster sway under the impact. Hatches
popped open and shoulder mounted rocket
assemblies slid into view. The behemoth
roared again. Six white puffs told the captain
the rockets were on their way.

"Damage report!" The Captain called.
Reports were already coming in from across
the ship. The captain straightened his whites
with two sharp tugs and looked through the
periscope. The Behemoth was gone? The
mirrors and tubes swung left and right.
Smoke poured up from the port side - down
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by the running gear. The periscope swung
back, searching, "There!" through the smoke
he could see the behemoth - it was down! the
port side barrage must have knocked it
prone.
Slowly it sat up.
Then it began to stand.

tube, "Engine Room!"
"Engine Room Sir!" came the hollow reply.
"I need more speed Mr Douglas! - Increase
pressure!"
"Sir! - The boiler it'll never. . .!"
"You heard me Mr Douglas - Increase
pressure!"
"But Sir she'll blow apart!"
"Then blow her apart Mr Douglas - Increase
pressure!"
"Aye Aye Captain!"

The Quarter Master limped over blood could
be seen leaking from a leg wound where his
trousers were torn. He held a piece of paper
"Damage report sir!"

Slowly the dial crept up - ninety nine, one
hundred, one hundred and one, one hundred
and five. . The needle continued to rise until
it was pressed hard up against the stop at the
end of the red zone. Still they did not have
enough speed. He checked the water dials
and made a mental calculation.

He read down the list

"Engine Room!"

"No 1 boiler is at half pressure, port side
water tank no.4 ruptured. Water diverted to
tank no.3 and no.5. Port side running gear
buckled but operational. Three dead in
gunnery, Fourteen injured overall"

"Engine Room Sir!"

"Get us moving Mr Carter - Flank Speed!"
"Aye Aye Captain!" The Quarter Master
snapped a salute.
The orders were rung the ship began to
move. The port side tracks whined in protest
and the Quarter Master fought with the
wheel to hold a straight course.
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The Captain measured off the distance to the
Behemoth. It would be back on it's feet before
they could get there. They needed more
speed. He checked the dials on the console pressure on the boilers was at ninety eight
percent. He flipped open the speaking
aaaaaaa

"Vent tanks three through five!"
"But sir we won't have enough water to get
back!"
"We're not coming back Mr Douglas - Vent
the tanks!"
"Aye Aye Sir!"
The water dials fell swiftly as the surplus
water was drained from them the
Dreadnought sped up , lurching and bucking
across the landscape, creaking groaning ,
smoking and grey.
The behemoth was on one knee. It's great
first pressing in the ground forcing it up.
The dreadnought closed, a smoke grey bullet

scything through the fog.
The behemoth howled.
"All batteries - Fire!"
~~~
The detonation was felt for miles around a
thunderous clap a roaring crack and then
fire, smoke and silence.
When the fires had burnt out and the war
had ended , men came there and found a
crater with a monstrous shining boulder of
bronze and iron, gold and grey, resting at it's
centre and in the years that followed this
place became a memorial. A memorial to all
those who fell. A reminder of the futility of
war.
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“But Aeternis, but Aeternis, that’s not going
to be helpful to anyone!” You might think.
Well, you’re entitled to that opinion, but it’s
quite thoroughly incorrect. Most of the time,
a player does something wrong because they
don’t know it’s wrong - in fact, some may
believe further that these things are correct
and even necessary to the design of a
character. Occasionally people even do
things that are wrong out of the misplaced
idea they they will be able to do it right
where others have failed.

“Won’t someone take my application?”
--Thread title from in “Players Seeking
Games”
“Not if it’s bad.”
--A DM’s spontaneous reaction
We’ve almost all had our characters rejected
from games from time to time. It’s part of life
on site - there are rarely enough slots in a
game that everyone who applies get in.
Anyone who has played in tabletop
adventure games for any length of time has
also made characters they later became
embarrassed by, or who have faded into the
game’s background, or characters which
were the center of interpersonal conflicts at
the table. What causes these types of
character failures, be them at the table or on
the forums, is usually a failure of character
design, a failure that was lurking from the
moment you put pen to paper or fingers to
keyboard and started describing that
character.
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Sure, I could sedately and reasonably explain
how to design characters for RPGs to avoid
such failures, but that is, frankly, not any fun
to read, and it would be a lot less fun to
write. If you want a lecture on how to do
things right, then you’ll have to look
somewhere else - it might even be written by
me, if you look in the right place. Instead,
let’s focus on patterns of things that are done
absurdly wrong.

You might, in thinking that talking about
mistakes is unhelpful, be somewhat closer to
the truth than you know, but only
accidentally. It is my experience that people
don’t listen when you tell them that what
they’re doing is wrong. Thus, if I were to
simply describe in gory detail how someone
does something wrong and trust that people
believed me, no-one would benefit, even if
they were doing these things and read this
article. To that end, I am going to go one step
farther, and explain how some of my favorite
character-design mistakes can result in
trouble down the line - both for you and
anyone who agrees to have your failed
character in their game.

Cloning
Cloning is one of my favorite ways to
guarantee that you’ve created a totally
uninteresting character. When you base your
character’s capabilities, appearance, and
mannerisms on those of a well-loved (or
commonly disliked) character from mass
media rather than spending creative effort to
build something new, you are doing
something terribly wrong. Because of the
stigma associated with it, almost everyone
knows not to make Drizzt-clones, but how
common are Indana Jones clones and
Aragorn clones at the gaming table? In my
many games on and off RPG Crossing, I’ve
seen plenty of blatant clones of popular
characters. Most of the people who do this
think they’re creating a character destined to
be interesting and successful - after all, the
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persona they are cloning was interesting and
successful, so your cloned character has to be
the same, right?
Err, no, actually. In fact, clones tend to be
wooden and boring. No matter who you’re
cloning, you can’t possibly make the
character interesting while you’re meeting
expectations that they’re like a character
everyone knows - you haven’t left yourself
any room for creative development, and most
everyone in the game already knows what
the original would do in any situation. The
best you can possibly do is meet
expectations, and you’re far more likely to
disappoint.
When it comes to play-by-post gaming, such
characters are usually not going to survive
past the application process that most DMs
use, but sometimes they sneak in anyway,
especially when a player is invited to a game
directly without applications. Though not all
DMs see it that way, many, myself included,
will be reasonably insulted if you use the
opportunity you were given as an invited
player to play a clone. Why is this insulting?
Quite simply, it’s insulting because it’s very
easy for the DM to see your decision to clone
as you deciding that the game is not worth
your full creative efforts.
In a tabletop game, clones might seem to be a
safe bet at first, especially if you as a player
do a good impression of the character you’re
cloning. For a one-shot game, in fact, you are
probably correct - a clone isn’t going to win
any awards for best character design, but it
can work, and even be entertaining in the
short term. If the campaign is longer than a
few sessions, though, you’ll either run out of
material before too long, or your character
will have to evolve past being a clone. It is
possible to evolve past clone status after the
fact, but this can be disruptive to the game,
and planning for development from the
beginning is something you simply can’t do
when you’re building a clone. If you instead
choose to avoid giving your character some
appeal as an evolving entity, your
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participation in the game will become
predictable, even boring - and if you do take
the effort to add these things in, the character
will by definition resemble the cloned
persona for only a limited part of the game.
It is absolutely fine to gain inspiration, plot
elements, motivations, or other details from
your favorite characters in other media,
obviously. The trouble comes when your
character is so like their inspiration that your
own creative process was barely involved at
all. No, changing Indiana Jones to an elf
doesn’t count as your creative involvement.
It starts to count when you imagine what
would be different about the character of
Indiana Jones if he grew up in Elvish society
and lived to be 600 years old - suddenly,
you’ve got a decent character plan on your
hands, rather than a pitiful clone.
Don’t clone. It’s not worth it in the long run.
No, not even if the DM is cool with it. It’s
very easy to get inspiration from a favorite
media character rather than to merely clone
them, and the rewards far outweigh the effort
involved. Take the little extra effort from the
beginning and invest your own creativity
into the effort - it’s actually safer, and more
likely to be enjoyable in the long term.

Chasing Plusses
“Optimization” is a euphemism. Any time
someone says that they like optimizing
characters, it sets off red flags in the mind of
any DM who runs games more complex than
a dungeon crawl adventure. Character design
should not be about getting the most plusses.
Since the play-by-post format naturally
favors games with lots of non-mechanical
roleplaying and story, it’s most obvious on
the forums, but it’s true everywhere characters with non-”optimal” mechanics but
solid character design tend to live longer
than min-maxed munchkins.
“But Aeternis, but Aeternis!” I can already
hear the protests. “You DMs are always
trying to kill us! I need all the plusses I can
aaa
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stuff into the character if I want them to
survive, right?”
Absolutely wrong, if you’re talking about a
game that has more plot than a simple
dungeon crawl. Yes, the DM is often seen as
trying to kill the PCs, but that’s not entirely
accurate. The DM is trying to challenge the
PCs, and most DMs are perfectly content if
that challenge occasionally kills a PC or two
along the way. If the characters are
excessively optimized, the DM will generally
up the ante in each challenge to compensate.

On the other hand, if a character attaches
themselves to story elements, the DM will
often find them more useful alive than dead and if story-significant but not mechanicallyoptimal characters are coexisting in a group
with mechanically min-maxed characters, the
DM will quickly feel faced with a choice: Up
the combat ante, risk wiping out the storyinvested PCs, or never use challenging
encounters, and risk boring the players.
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The best DMs DM will of course ignore this
false choice and focus on isolating and killing
off the strongest character, but sometimes a
DM will go soft and either turn every
challenge into a monster stomp or put
everyone through the meat grinder “to be
fair.” Maybe some of you didn’t want this
amount of gory detail in DM methodology
with your character design tips, but too bad the brutal truth is, fair is not fun, and fun
often comes at the cost of “unfair”
destruction of a character whose capabilities
outstrip the others.

That’s a long-winded way for me to explain a
simple point: The DM will be more inclined
to slay your character the more min-maxed
they are, especially if more reasonably
constructed characters have to fight
alongside them. If everyone in the group is
equally “optimized,” then it’s not as much of
a problem - sure, your characters might be
little more than cardboard cutouts of
personality folded around mechanical
juggernauts, but you can take on the
increasingly perilous challenges the DM has
prepared, thus turning the DM’s planned
story into a glorified crawl adventure and not
taking ownership of the plot. The only
person who loses in this situation is the DM at least until they get fed up with the
situation, and everyone gets eaten by a
Tarrasque. Be aware of this second brutal
truth, with your mindset of “DMs versus
Players” - when the DM isn’t enjoying the
game, either the game dies or the characters
do (sometimes both).
Can you build a mechanically powerful
character with a story role, strong persona,
and lore? Yes. But it’s my experience that it
rarely happens that way if you start with the
mechanics. Start with a high-level persona
concept, then go and work on details,
including mechanics - but don’t optimize the
“build” before you go on to “fluff” - in fact, if
you think of your character as a union of
“build” and “fluff” at all, you’re probably in
need of some more remedial gaming
education than I can provide in this space.
It’s sadly a common way of thinking for
people who come into gaming from
miniatures games and video games, and
most of the time, the main reason people
stick to it is that they don’t know a better
model. If that’s you, and you want to know
what role-playing games are really about,
seriously, come find me on the boards, and
I’ll try to show you.

Avataring
Yes, yes, I know, some of you familiar with
my usual ranting and raving are probably
aaaa

surprised that I didn’t lead off with this one.
It’s a term I made up, true, but it has served
me well in describing a very real
phenomenon which, until I decided to invent
a term to name it, went quite nameless.
Avataring is the act of playing a character
whose ego and persona are tightly coupled to
the player’s, such that success in game
inflates the player’s ego, and defeat or
humiliation in the game becomes an insult to
the player addition to a setback for your
character.
Avataring has its roots in poor character
design, and DMs can often spot avatar
characters quite easily. Since any situation
involving possibility that an avatar is
defeated becomes an interpersonal powder
keg, attentive DMs will remove avatars from
the equation as soon as they come to light
and by the most unequivocal means
necessary, as a quick and early death will
cause less interpersonal drama than letting
an avatar live.
Avataring starts at the character creation
stage. Generally, it results from a character’s
persona being too similar to the player’s own
personality, but not always - it’s possible to
create an avatar based on one’s favorite
character from other media, for example, or
out of a personality based heavily on a real
person who is very different from the player,
but who the player holds in high regard.
The easiest way to identify avatars is for the
player to have their characters reviewed by a
third party who’s only too happy to be tough
with them. Most third party reviewers who
know the player should be able to spot an
avatar, even if they don’t use my term for it one writes information about an avatar in
always favorable terms, and avoids anything
that might be a real flaw, or paints
everything about them in a favorable light. A
player is supposed to be his character’s
advocate in most instances, but the player of
an avatar takes this to an unhealthy level,
throwing even realism out the window to
make the character “awesome” - and by
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“awesome” the character’s designer really
means “perfect.”
It’s possible to spot your own avatars, of
course, if you’re concerned. Being concerned
about this is a good first step - most people
assume this would never happen to them,
when it can happen to anyone and has
indeed happened at least once to almost
everyone. The most obvious tell is that an
avatar lacks flaws - if you can’t think of any
real flaws (cop-out flaws, like “he’s too
attractive for his own good” don’t count) in
the character persona you’re constructing, it’s
probably at risk of being an avatar and
should almost certainly be scrapped.
The longer an avatar lives, the bigger the
problem becomes. At first, an avatar might be
hidden behind a player taking ownership of
their character and the character’s story, but
this is not quite what’s going on. With every
success in-game, the avatar gets stronger, to
the point where, when failure (even in minor
but galling instances) looms, the player will
do anything possible, including filibuster or
guilt-trip, in order to avoid having their
character fail at something. Now, most
avatars are not “perfect” avatars - the player
is not overly galled by failures in situations
the character’s expertise is not being properly
used. For example, and an avatared paladin
failing to stealthily avoid danger will not
generally cause problems, but if that paladin
then engages an evil opponent of comparable
skill in single combat and begins to lose due
to bad rolls, the player would grow more and
more sullen, playing the victim and seeking
to drag down the mood at the table as
revenge for their character’s bad fortunes.
They might grumble that the DM is cheating
with his dice, or passive-aggressively claim
some other form of violation of the rules. In
extreme cases, the player of an avatar will
become argumentative and refuse to abide by
the DM’s declaration of the results of an
action.
It is important to note that the player - who
in most cases becomes a villain in the eyes of
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the DM and other players - at this point is as
trapped as anyone by the avatar, and the
DM, who the other players may see as the
victim of the avataring player, is as at fault as
anyone for the needless drama. The DM’s
failure to remove the avatar is as directly
responsible for the inevitable problems of the
as the player’s original creation of the avatar.
Yes, this is obviously a problem that is more
commonly found around a table where it’s
easy to muddle the line between player and
character, but it is not absent in play-by-post
games. The most common type of avatar in
play-by-post is a recurring favorite character
that the player has used several times. They
want so much for the character to achieve
something “this time” that they begin to see
the DM’s job as nothing more than providing
a guaranteed avenue for the intended
accomplishment. Obviously, DMs can’t work
under those conditions - part of being DM is
being at the helm of the story.
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Avataring is never intentional, and it’s not
wholly the fault of the player who
perpetrates it, but the best-case when you’re
playing one is for them to be a short-lived
failure. The worst cases of avataring ruin
games and friendships. Be aware of the
danger, so you are on guard against it - don’t
just cast my warning aside, certain it will
never happen to you - because it will, if it
hasn’t already.
These are of course not the only common or
fatal mistakes people make while designing
characters for RPGs. I could go on for pages
and pages (and, if any of you are familiar
with my rants, you know that I certainly
want to do exactly that). I won’t, though. If I
let this drag on too much longer, the
Explosive Runes formatting people will
probably be quite cross with me, and they
might take revenge by inserting typos and
embarrassing statements into my column
before this issue goes live.

Gremlins in the Gearhouse
By koboldsdie
The rhythmic ticking of the clockworks were
lulling Engine Chief Stanwick Thumbstubber
into a dangerous state of inattention. The
engine room of this gnomish contraption, The
Gremlin, was no place for the somnambulist.
Anything could, and probably would, go
wrong from broken timing springs to balance
weights taking off on ballistic arcs that would
permanently dent even the stoutest safety
hat. Stanwick was well aware of those
possibilities; as such he stuffed another gob
of cotton into his ears, and tightened the
chinstrap of his brain bucket. His position
was tenuous at best, the rank of Engine Chief
was almost certainly not for the faint of heart,
nor the less than nimble. His principal charge
was to support Captain Murphy’s will to
bend, break, or generally avoid Murphy’s
Law of Mechanical Failure. To help remind
him of this duty there was a simple sign
hanging over the door to his only refuge
from the noise of the contrived contraption
which he had the dubious pleasure of
maintaining, “Murphy’s Law.” The only law
that mattered in the heart of the Gremlin,
which at 135 feet long and 90 feet abeam was
an impressive ship, made only more so by
the fact that it did not sail, the deep blue seas,
but instead it cruised across the grassy
plains.
The Gremlin was a land ship, the only of its
type known to the fair folk of Cortanza, and
its Captain Murphy “Clockdawg” Engolstroo
was a national hero; for no other reason than
bringing trade to their small corner of the
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world. Granted, the only trade Captain
Murphy brought them was of gnomish
goods, but the people didn’t care. All they
could do was farm, and some of the Gnomish
goods made their lives that much better;
assuming of course that they didn’t break.
This relationship was purely beneficial to the
gnomes who were able to offload their
contrivances, and contraptions in exchange
for grain.
It’s not that the Gnomes couldn’t farm. A few
of the short mechanically minded folk did
take to the calling of agriculture; but no
where near enough of them did to support
their numbers. As such they sent a few hardy
souls out to find some brave folk to pilot
their vessels. Murphy Engolstroo was one of
the few that the Gnomish Council deemed
worthy of such a task. Principally, because he
was a charismatic fellow of over five feet tall,
with sharp green eyes that had a habit of
melting hearts, and a few minds. Those green
eyes currently were boring into Stanwick.
“Take that cotton out of your ears so that we
can talk properly!” Murphy hollered above
the sounds of the engine room.
Stanwick pointed emphatically towards the
closet that served as his office, and started to
duck and weave through the maze of pipes
and mechanical power transfer belts. The
heavy hum of the machinery was more than
loud enough to cover up any type of regular
speech. The only way to properly
communicate down here was with the special
broaches worn by the engineering squad.
Magically enhanced to allow regular speech
to be heard in any part of the ship, even over
ear splitting background noise. Only once the
pair of them were behind the closed door to
that small space, did Stanwick begin pulling
the gobs of fluff out of his ears.
“Stanwick, I want to make sure that you
know just how important your job is to the
mission of this ship.”
“Thank you sir. But, as a Gnome I know
more about this ship, than you might think.”
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The short one’s words seemed to flow
together, almost like the steady tick-tick-tick
of the timing governor flowed into the hiss of
the steam regulator. “Moreover, sir, If I am
going to uphold your will, by subverting
Murphy’s. I need to spend as little time as
possible in my office, and as much time as
possible on the floor. Plus, you don’t speak
any of the elemental languages required to be
down here. So just get yourself back to the
sales deck, and leave the mechanical
wizardry to me, and my gnomish and
elemental assistants.”
Murphy only understood maybe one word in
ten from the rebuttal he had been given, and
feeling somewhat like a dog that had been
kicked, he did as he was told. Only because
when he was about to say something, several
shrieks pierced the air, and something that
sounded like the roar of a fire. At which
Stanwick only nodded and stuffed a few
fresh balls of cotton into his ears and scurried
out of the office, much like a mouse looking
for cheese. On his way out of the office he
pointed at the sign, “Murphy’s Law.” The
Captain resigned himself to the top most
deck, and stayed clear of the gnomish
interior.

34

Stanwick understood exactly what was
happening. The two lesser air elementals
which provided most of the raw mechanical
power for the odd conveyance had gotten out
of their stasis chamber, and were taunting the
fire elemental that was supposed to deal with
the waste products of the crew. This would
take some doing to restore, and Stanwick had
an idea as to how he was going to solve the
problem. Which really wasn’t that much of
problem, unless the fire elemental broke
loose. Then this whole ship was going to no
longer be a contraption of conveyance, and
instead would become quite quickly a
conflagration. Chief Tumbstubber grabbed
his induction bellows, which were housed
directly below the Air elemental containment
space. Before he could bring them back into
line, Stanwick had to make sure that all of the
valves and safeties were in place. Which he

was glad to see that most of them were in
place; except for the one that lead to the
summoning chamber. But that one was
supposed to be a one way only valve.
The
three-foot
wide
pipe
had
a
diaphragmatic valve that was supposed to
only allow traffic to go in one direction,
however it seemed that the summoner forgot
to validate the calibration. Under normal
conditions this would not be overly
problematic; however, with the two air
elementals, Orcan and Briese on the loose it
could indeed prove disastrous. Stanwick had
surmised that they, were in fact, very cranky
at the conditions to which they found
themselves. While the construction team had
gone to painstaking levels to ensure that each
containment area was to resemble, or even be
a small pocket of the native plane for the
elemental it was designed to hold; those
gnomes also had no plan on trying to dodge
Murphy’s Law. Some of them had a habit of
building flaws into their designs, as they
believed that only Gond was capable of true
perfection.
That was the problem here. The crafter that
built the containment valve for the air
elementals was a true Gondsman, in that the
one way valve had a gap too small for a
gnome, or most certainly a human to fit
through; but it was just the right size for an
elemental. But Stanwick didn’t have the
luxury of time to fix the problem, since he
had to natives of the plane of air harassing a

hot tempered fire elemental. If the three of
them got together the results would be quite
possibly cataclysmic, as the small fire
elemental would consume the two sentient
clouds and then triple in size, and be nigh
impossible to stop. If Chief Stanwick didn’t
prevent Murphy’s law from foundering this
ship, he would fall into a pot of very hot
water with Captain Murphy. Not that the
gnome knew how much trouble a dead
gnome could get in with an equally dead
human; but that was moot.
Stanwick opened the one way valve for the
auran containment chamber, and activated
the repair feature; which, in theory would
keep the door from closing. The problem
with theories, and Stawick was all too aware
of this, is that they made sense on paper. But
getting them to translate to practical function
was another thing altogether. Fortunately, he
had a manual fail safe; he nailed one of the
other flaps open, so that he could mend the
one with the nail sized hole. And then he
stood there, and looked at the valve, and it
hit him; almost like a sack of bricks. Every
inch of the flaps had been marked by a repair
very similar to the one he was about to affect.
So he changed plans mid project, and instead
of patching the small hole, he replace all of
the panels. Which only took him a few
minutes; and with a fresh leather hatch
where once only canvass hung Stanwick was
pleased with his work. He made sure to
stand in the summoning room, and release
the repair brake on the auran containment
area. the flaps slammed shut with a soft hiss.
Confident that Orcan and Briese would not
get loose again he went to round them up. As
he got clear of the summoning chamber,
which is permanently broken after the
needed elementals are asked to join the crew,
he heard the shriek that was Orcan’s voice
and the high pitched whine that he knew
came from Briese. Those two were still
plotting, and the gnome didn’t have that
much time to thwart their plans, while also
defying Murphy’s Law, and upholding
Captain Murphy’s edict; or were those
sounds some of the automatic oilers that had

run dry. Stanwick couldn’t tell, but he ran
into one of the many gear lads, Toadthimble
Forknut.
“Toadthimble, be smart about it, but I need
the oiler levels double checked. I’ve got to get
the air elementals back into containment.”
The younger gnome gave a salute, and ran
off in what looked like every direction at the
same time. But that was a trick of the multidirectional pulley system that he used to get
around. Heavy oil cans were dragged along
tracks on the ground, while lighter things,
like gnomes and pump-cans were flung
through the air, above the whirring gears. All
of the gear lads had special chatter mics, that
enabled them to call to each other, and ignore
the noise of the massive engine. While
Toadthimble was enroute to the top of the
oiler point check list, he spotted the two
elementals trying to disassemble the
asynchronous thermal copopulater, which
was directly linked to the steam generator
and the humidistasis veracitor. Knowing full
well that Chief Stanwick could easily monitor
the chatter, Toadthimble barked the
coordinates of the elementals into his hands
free mic.
“Chief, the windys are attacking the
asynchronous thermal copopulator. And they
sound like they might get it knocked to bits
soon. We might wanna have all hands on
deck to get them back in place. After I get
done oiling everything, I’ll see if Vaaghals is
still occupied with the last batch of refuse we
dumped into his containment chamber.”
“Toady, this is Hexnut. I’ve got a spare
induction bellow, I’ll help the Chief get those
windy’s back into their box”
Usually, the chatter was next to nonexistent,
but Stanwick was glad that he had the
sending broaches made; only for the level of
comfort they brought him in times of crisis.
This bit of chatter brought a smile to his face.
The spare induction bellow was not as large
as the main one, but it was every bit as
strong. His only problem was the location of
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the two air elementals. He would have to clip
into the scamper system to get there in any
fashion of time. The only upside is that the
bellows were light enough to keep on hand.
The gnome double checked the tension of his
chin strap, and then clicked into the system.
Three ropes lead into the directional gyro
map of the engine room. Those ropes
matched up with a three point cartesian map
of the engine room. Stanwick just had to
remember which color was for which plane.
But it came back to him after a few minutes
of fumbling and foundering , and then he
was zooming off the the copopulator. As he
flew through space the screeches grew more
persistent, time it appeared was running out.
Stopping on the scamper system was not as
hard as starting it, as the ropes went slack at
the designated spot; which in Stanwick’s case
was the access clamp for the induction
generator near the asynchronous thermal
copoulator, where Hexnut was busy tying in.
Hexnut’s signature wrench was jammed in
the veracitor. “So chief, looks like a small
problem. Let’s get these windy’s back in their
tunnel” the nutbrown rigger said with a grin.
“Sound plan, I’ll take Orcan. Briese don’t like
me much.”
“Briese don’t like anyone, Chief. He don’t
even like Orcan.”
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Stanwick shrugged and aimed his inductive
bellow at the larger of the two small
elementals and applied 4 newts of force,
while Hexnut applied 3 newts. The sound
generated by this was simply horrid, and if
not for the bale of cotton each gnome had
stuffed into their ears would have driven
them either mad, deaf, or both. Granted the
general noise of the engine room had the
same potential. The bellows created a
vacuum force and if the total number of
newts was a prime square the resulting
suction would pull everything out of the
engine room and deposit it into the
appropriate containment room. While not a

horrid fate, it would create a conundrum that
Stanwick didn’t feel like puzzling out.
Several tense minutes passed, before Briese
gave into the induction. Orcan followed some
dozen suspended heart beats later. The
sound of the elementals being rather forcibly
deposited into their room was less than
climactic. If sounded something like the
silence after a brutal storm, and then the
rhythmic ticking of the timing governor
started up again. Hexnut went to work
repairing the humidistasis veracitor, and
Stanwick went back to doing what he was
supposed to do, which meant verifying that
everything was in working order. But before
he could get into that, he had to double check
the seals on the asynchronous thermal
copopulator. Primarily because he was in the
area, and secondly because it was the easiest
way to keep tabs on the rest of this crazy
clockwork conveyance contraption. Satisfied
that the seals were sufficient to keep the heat
away from the flammable things, which
included the majority of the engine room,
Stanwick used the scamper system to get to
the base Auran stasis chamber; where he
stashed the induction bellow that he had
grabbed earlier.
Then the lunch whistle sounded. All of the
gnomes on the Gremlin knew it by its timbre,
high and brassy. Whereas alarms for
problems tended to be more low and pulsing,
or even stony; since many were actually
made of stone. Not that anyone understood
why alarm whistle should be made of stone,
since there was an alarm whistle for almost
everything, and only one lunch whistle. But
that’s the way it was, and not many
questioned it.

Chuckaboo: A nickname given to a close friend.
Cop a Mouse: To get a black eye.
Damfino: A contraction of “damned if I know.”

By dirkoth
Since this issue is dedicated to the steampunk
genre, I thought it fitting to introduce everyone to
some real, long dead, Victorian era slang. As you
move about the dark alleys and foggy knights of
your steampunk adventure, remember to toss a
few of these into your speech, to help set the
mood, and add some realism to your game. Like
any spice, just use a little here or there, don't
overdo it.
So go ahead, be bricky. You don't want to butter
up the bacon, cause that could cause a fifteen
puzzle, and you'll shoot into the brown. But, if
you work it right and don't get all mad as hops;
then bang, there she is, you'll take the egg and
Bob's your uncle.
Back slang it: Thieves used this term to indicate
that they wanted “to go out the back way.”

Door-knocker: A type of beard "formed by the
cheeks and chin being shaved leaving a chain of
hair under the chin, and upon each side of mouth
forming with moustache something like a doorknocker."
Fifteen puzzle: a term meaning complete and
absolute confusion.
Fly rink: An 1875 term for a polished bald head.
Gas-Pipes: A term for especially tight pants.
Half-rats: Partially intoxicated.
Mad as Hops: Excitable.
Mafficking: An excellent word that means
getting rowdy in the streets.
Meater: A street term meaning coward.

Bags o’ Mystery: An 1850 term for sausages,
“because no man but the maker knows what is in
them. ... The 'bag' refers to the gut which
contained the chopped meat.”

Mind the Grease: When walking or otherwise
getting around, you could ask people to let you
pass, please. Or you could ask them to mind the
grease, which meant the same thing.

Batty-fang: Low London phrase meaning “to
thrash thoroughly,” possibly from the French
battre a fin.

Mutton Shunter: Policemen.

Benjo: Nineteenth century sailor slang for “A
riotous holiday, a noisy day in the streets.”

Rain Napper: An umbrella.

Bricky: Brave or fearless. 'What a bricky girl she
is.'”
Butter Upon Bacon: Extravagance. Too much
extravagance. “Are you going to put lace over the
feather, isn't that rather butter upon bacon?”
Cat-lap: A London society term for tea and coffee
(typically used by those accustomed to harder
drinks)
Church-bell: A talkative woman.

Poked Up: Embarrassed.

Sauce-box: The mouth.
Shoot into the brown: To fail, badly. the phrase
comes from rifle practice, where the shot misses
the target altogether, and shoots into the earth
backstop.
Skilamalink: Secret, shady, doubtful.
Smothering a Parrot: Drinking a glass of absinthe
neat; named for the green color of the booze.
Take the Egg: To win.
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Twelve Steampunk Days of
Christmas
By Cindy Spencer Pape
On the twelfth day of Christmas, my true
love gave to me:
Twelve vile villians,
Eleven killer kraken,
Ten automata
Nine naughty nymphets
Eight brave explorers
Seven scribbling scribes
Six leather corsets
Five brassy gears
Four tiny top hats
Three ray guns
Two Tesla coils
And a Babbage engine in an airship.
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