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MONSTER HUNTER’S GUIDE  
TO THE SLAGLEFT

by Josef Steyn
The guidebook shows a backwater region of 

one of the larger kingdoms that has been left 
to its own devices since war broke out in the east. 
The local monster population has been on the rise 
since the militias have been mostly conscripted, 

causing the Monster Hunter Unit to try to recruit 
folks that are too old or too young to be pressed 
into military service. Sadly the newcomers don’t 
know the full extent of the horrors that await 
them in these dust- and smog-covered lands. 

Only a handful survive to tell their strange tales 
to any who would listen.

See more of Josef’s work on his Artstation 
portfolio.
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SIRDATCS AT WAR (next page)
by ObsoleteGoat

“Within a crypt, lost deep in the remote 
area of the Shadow-Fell, a tomb was 

found; the last resting place of a demon, sealed 
there long ago. Alongside the coffin there lay an 
ancient tome, naming the sealed beast to be a 
Sirdatc. As these stories often go, the quest for 
knowledge led the explorers to prise open the 
demon’s tomb and, from it, a fiend arose.”

Sirdatcs are a unique type of immensely 
powerful—but deeply flawed—demon. They are 
created by the demon prince of war, Nagaa’ya. She 
is considered to be the Queen of Conflict, battles, 
and the scars that wars bring to the world. When 
a battle cry is let out, Nagaa’ya listens; when an 
army falls, this demon prince claims the lost 
souls and makes from them a Sirdatc.

See more of ObsoleteGoat’s work on Artstation, 
and see more about the sirdatcs in Sirdatcs, 
Servants of the Demon Lord Nagaa’ya on 
Dungeon Master’s Guild.

    BACK TO INDEX

RESOURCES!

Blender is a free, open-source 
3D modeling and animation 
program. It’s a great tool to 
use for sculpting, rendering, 
setting up scenes, checking 
perspective, and more! Though 

it has a learning curve, it is well-supported with 
many tutorials and walkthroughs from all over the 
community. 

Using 3D modeling is a great way to speed up your 
digital illustration process, and it is becoming a 
common practice for concept artists, illustrators, 
and graphic designers. Give it a try!

Map to Globe is a free online 
tool that allows users to upload 
an image of their world map and 
apply it to a 3D globe. It is an 
incredibly helpful tool for those 
that struggle with visualising 
their map, highlighting the problem of distortion 
when solely designing a map in 2D.

Map to Globe can also generate maps, make rotation 
animations, and serve as a tool to sketch on the map 
while in globe form.

BLENDER

MAP TO GLOBE

by Tristen Fekete

by Dylan Richmond

https://www.artstation.com/obsoletegoat
https://www.dmsguild.com/product/304381/Sirdatcs-Servants-of-the-Demon-lord-Nayaaya
https://www.blender.org/
https://www.maptoglobe.com
https://www.blender.org/
https://www.maptoglobe.com
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by Tristen Fekete

ARTIST CORNER

This issue’s Artist Corner 
will cover using perspective 

in your drawings, and a few tips 
to make it easier. 

Linear perspective is “a type 
of perspective used by artists 
in which the relative size, 
shape, and position of objects 
are determined by drawn or 
imagined lines converging at a 
point on the horizon.” Outside 
of the two-dimensional world, 
we see perspective every day. 
A building further from you 
looks smaller than a building 
of the same size closer to you. 
When attempting to translate 
that idea on to paper, it is very 
obvious when it is not done properly. When it is, linear perspective 
is an element many don’t even notice.

There are three main treatments of linear perspective which all 
depend on how many vanishing points you use: one-point, two-
point, and three-point perspective. Each is based on a horizon—an 
imaginary line which represents the viewer’s eye level. Vanishing 
points are placed on this line and used to create the illusion of 
depth through collapsing your scene elements towards those 
points. Each type of perspective has its strong points, and which 
one you decide to use depends on your intent with the drawing:

“The School of Athens” by Raphael

Raphael’s “The School of Athens” 
is a great example of one-point 

perspective.

One-point perspective is great for symmetry, aerial views, and 
drawing the eye towards a single, distant spot on the paper. It’s 
one of the best, and easiest, ways to create noticeable depth.

Two-point perspective shines with close-up objects and street-
level angles. It excels in a more lifelike depth than one-point.

Three-point perspective is mainly used for extreme angles. If 
you’ve ever stood in front of a tall building and looked upwards 
at it, its height creates a third vanishing point in the air which 
the edges of the building converge to. Three-point is fantastic in 
giving a sense of human scale to your drawings and can be used 
wisely to warp objects in interesting ways.

There are a few ways to go about 
creating your perspective grid. 
If you work traditionally, there’s 
a clever trick you can use with 
string: get a spool of non-white 
string (so that you can see it more 
easily) and stretch it across the 
paper or canvas to create your 
horizon line. Tape, tack, or glue 
it down to the table or a piece of 
cardboard behind the paper or 
canvas. Choose the location of 
your vanishing point(s) and run 
a new piece of string from that 
point to the edge of your paper. 
Go around radially to cover the 
entire area you are drawing on. 

Digital artists can use a similar 
method. If your program has 
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a bezier or pen tool, create a horizon line with 
that, choose your vanishing points, then create 
new lines from your vanishing points and stretch 
them around the canvas. If your program allows 
you to stroke these lines, it might help to create 
a new layer and stroke those lines so you can 
adjust opacity and lock it.

If this is all too much work, or you just want to 
make something quick, a sketched-in grid will 
help to keep your drawing roughly accurate. 
Always start with a horizon line, then imagine 
your vanishing point(s), and draw the grid 
expanding away from them. Some programs 
might have perspective tools to help with creating 
a grid as well. Another great resource are 3D 
modeling programs. They take a bit of time to 
learn, but once you do, you can use them to set a 
scene with basic shapes and a camera.

When placing your horizon line and vanishing 
points, keep in mind where you put them.  

A horizon line low on the page is akin to a street 
view, so you’ll have lots of sky space to fill. Placing 
it higher up on the page is similar to looking 
down at something. Moving your vanishing 
points far apart will reduce the warping that may 
occur in your drawings, but too far apart and it 
will eventually look flat. Keeping your vanishing 
points too close together will drastically increase 
the warping on your objects.

Linear perspective can be tedious to set up but 
is a vital component in supporting a piece of 
artwork. It’s easy to notice when done poorly 
and invisible when done correctly. Practice and 
innovative tools can help you on your path to 
perfect perspective.

Using Adobe Photoshop’s pen tool is a quick and easy 
way to set up a perspective grid.

    BACK TO INDEX

“Certainement qui est en droit de vous rendre absurde est en 
droit de vous rendre injuste.”

(“Certainly anyone who has the power to make you believe 
absurdities has the power to make you commit injustices.”)

— Voltaire, Questions sur les Miracles, 1765

When one considers a government, it’s only prudent to assume 
they have a number of buildings that serve practical purposes in 
their administration. Some have become landmarks—symbols of 
a nation’s identity. Many of them stand for philosophical ideals, 
cultural heritage, or as bastions of authority. Among these are 
the White House in America, the Kremlin in Russia, and the 
Forbidden City in China. Out of these landmarks and others like 
them, one could argue that few have been as infamous a symbol as 
the Bastille in Paris, France.

STORMING  
THE BASTILLE

by B.K. Bass

HISTORY POLITICS WAR
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THE FORTRESS

Construction on the Bastille began 
in the mid-fourteenth century, 
under the direction of King Charles 
V, during the Hundred Years War. 
Intended as a defensive structure 
against English attacks, it was 
originally designed to serve as a 
gatehouse in the city wall of Paris.1 
The structure was initially named 
the Chaste Sainte-Antoine. It was 
not completed until 1382 CE, 
under the reign of King Charles 
VI. When complete, the name 
was changed to the Bastide—Old 
French for “The Fortress”—which 
evolved into the moniker that we 
recognize today: the Bastille.2

The finished building more 
than lived up to its new name. It 
consisted of eight towers, each 
thirty meters tall and connected 
by walls three meters thick at the 
base. It was also surrounded by a 
moat, and beyond this was a series 
of secondary defensive structures. 
The interior of the Bastille 
contained two courtyards, officer 
quarters, barracks, an armory, 
dungeon cells, meeting chambers, 
a kitchen, and a chapel. The height 
of the towers offered soldiers a clear view in 
every direction, and they were all linked to one 
another by way of the curtain walls upon which 
troops could be shifted to defensive positions 
as needed.1 Over the next two hundred years, 
the Bastille continued to serve as a military 
fortification under both French and English rule.

THE PRISON

During the first half of the seventeenth century, 
during the reign of King Louis XIII, the Bastille 
was converted to a prison for upper-class enemies 
of the crown, many of whom were charged with 
the crime of high treason.

1 All About History Team. All About The Bastille. History Answers. historyanswers.co.uk. July 26, 2013. Accessed February 16, 
2020. https://www.historyanswers.co.uk/medieval-renaissance/inside-a-medieval-monastery/. 

JOSEF STEYN

While the judicial system in seventeenth-century 
France was subject to royal decree and didn’t 
consist of a codified national set of laws, there 
were still layers of jurisdiction that established 
a certain due process in political, legal, and 
criminal matters. A system of government 
officials, courts, and jurists worked to interpret 
various local traditions, royal decrees, and 
historical precedent to expedite legal matters in 
a systematic fashion.3

Those who found themselves in the Bastille 
often were not afforded this due process, or even 
an opportunity to speak in their own defense. 
Instead, the king needed only issue a letter de 
cachet—a letter of royal seal—to have a perceived 
enemy of the crown detained indefinitely. Many 
of these detainees were educated individuals 
who adopted ideals of the burgeoning Age of 
Enlightenment and spoke out against the power 
of the monarchy. Occupying the old officer’s 
quarters from the structure’s days as a military 
fortress, many of the prisoners stayed in spacious 
apartments and were allowed to bring furniture, 
books, and other amenities from their homes 
with them.2

As time passed and the common citizenry began 
to speak out against the crown, more and more 
of them were interred in the old fortress’ original 
dungeons—small subterranean cells that were 
dark, damp, and infested with all sorts of 
vermin. By the 1780s, the fortress-come-prison 
was overflowing with detainees, as well asopald 
confiscated books and pamphlets that were 
considered to contain ideas which countered the 
status-quo. These squalid conditions, combined 
with the fact that the king could decree any 
person be imprisoned without any recourse 

or representation, led the Bastille to become a 
symbol of tyranny to the people of France.2

THE STORM

During the reign of Louis XVI, France was 
in the grip of a crushing economic crisis. The 
primary legislative body at the time was the 
Estates-General, hosting representatives of the 
clergy, the nobility, and the commoners. Because 
the representation of each of the three estates 
was divided equally, the commoners often saw 
themselves on the losing side of any vote due to the 
clergy and the nobility both voting in opposition. 
Seeing that this system would not bring about 

2. History of The Bastille in Paris. EUtouring. eutouring.com. Accessed February 16, 2020. https://www.eutouring.com/history_
of_the_bastille_in_paris.html. 

3. Breen, Micahel P. Patronage, Politics, and the “Rule of Law” in Early Modern France. Journal of the Western Society for French 
History, Volume 33, 2005. Michigan Publishing. University of Michigan Library. Accessed February 16, 2020. http://hdl.
handle.net/2027/spo.0642292.0033.006. 

ANNA HANNON

https://www.historyanswers.co.uk/medieval-renaissance/inside-a-medieval-monastery/
https://www.eutouring.com/history_of_the_bastille_in_paris.html
https://www.eutouring.com/history_of_the_bastille_in_paris.html
http://hdl.handle.net/2027/spo.0642292.0033.006
http://hdl.handle.net/2027/spo.0642292.0033.006
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to be unwilling to negotiate any compromise. 
Public demonstrations began on the 12th of July, 
resulting in violence between the protestors and 
the military.4

On July 14th, 1789, the revolution began. By 
this time the Bastille was nearly empty, and 
only housed seven prisoners. In the days prior, 
the military moved the city’s garrison to the old 
fortress, along with 250 barrels of gunpowder, 
cannons and small arms. On the morning of 
the 14th, citizens gathered around the Bastille—

reforms that the common people were clamoring 
for, many of those commoners who made up the 
Third Estate formed their own organization on 
June 17, 1789. This new body became the National 
Assembly, initially focused on creating a new 
constitution for France inspired by the recently 
liberated United States of America.4

By that July, civil unrest had grown to a boiling 
point. The National Assembly spoke out for the 
common people, but the opposition was firmly 
entrenched in their seats of power and proved 

4 22.3.3: The Storming of the Bastille. History of Western Civilization II, Ch 22: The French Revolution. Open Education Resource 
Services. lumenlearning.com. Accessed February 16, 2020. https://courses.lumenlearning.com/suny-hccc-worldhistory2/
chapter/the-storming-of-the-bastille/. 

TRUEDEVIL

which had become such a symbol of royal 
tyranny—demanding that the weapons within 
be surrendered. Negotiations continued into 
the afternoon, and eventually violence erupted. 
Gunfire was exchanged for several hours until 
the garrison commander surrendered, seeing 
mutual slaughter as the only potential result of 
continued violence.4

The prisoners were freed and the weapons taken 
by the mob. The revolution was born in the 
shadow of tyrants cast by colossal stone towers.

BUILDING POLITICAL  
LANDMARKS

There’s two major things we can learn from the 
history of the Bastille for use in our worldbuilding. 
First, one of the most obvious takeaways comes 
from the changes in the purpose of the structure 
over time. It was originally a fortress, then a 
prison, and finally a garrison again—if only for 
a short time. When developing key structures to 
place in our own worlds, we can draw inspiration 
from this and take a less planned approach to 
the purposes of our buildings. In an ideal world, 
every structure is tailor-made for its purpose. 
In reality, this isn’t always the case. Sticking to 
Paris for our inspiration, we need only look to 
the Louvre for another example. This structure 
was also a fortress first, then a palace, and finally 
a museum. In one of my own series of books, I 
have an orphanage that was originally a roadside 
inn on a main avenue. As the city grew around 
it, it found itself in a secluded courtyard where it 
was overlooked by merchants and travelers alike, 
and so the owners found a new purpose for it.

The other key takeaway is how a building can 
become a symbol based on what happens there, 
and more so the actions precipitating what 
happens there that it represents. The Bastille 
becoming a prison, in itself, didn’t make it a 
symbol of tyranny. The fact that people were 
imprisoned outside of the usual legal system by 
decree of the king is what made it so. There had 
to be an act of tyranny for it to become a symbol 
of tyranny. I would assume that few people hear 
the word “prison” and automatically associate 
this with an autocratic regime. Replace that with 
“gulag” however, and the idea of political prisons 

“NON SIRE, CE N’EST PAS UNE RÉVOLTE,  
C’EST UNE RÉVOLUTION.”

(“NO SIRE, IT’S NOT A REVOLT;  
IT’S A REVOLUTION.”)

—FRANÇOIS ALEXANDRE FRÉDÉRIC, DUC DE LA ROCHEFOUCAULD- 
LIANCOURT, TO KING LOUIS XVI, JULY 15TH, 1789

http://nerdolopedia.com
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brings to mind the oppressive authoritarianism 
of the Soviet Union in the early and mid 20th 
century. It’s not always the purpose of the 
building that makes it a symbol, but rather the 
methods in which that purpose is executed—pun 
very much intended.

When considering the architecture for our 
worlds, it’s often quite appropriate to plop down 
something that’s tailor-made for its purpose. 
From the king’s castle to the roadside inn, many 
buildings maintain a consistent role for their 
entire use. Others evolve.

The Bastille is a great example of a structure 
that not only changed over time through physical 
modifications, but also in name and purpose. 
From the defensive fortress to the political prison, 
the building evolved along with the conditions of 
the world around it. If we look at other structures 
throughout history, both in the world at large 
and also in our local neighborhoods, we’ll find 
many that were built with one purpose in mind 
and changed to suit other needs. This need not 
be as drastic as fortresses or political prisons, 
however. Perhaps a warehouse was converted 
into a school, or a business built into a former 
home. With the expense in both material and 
manpower required to build a new structure, 
often it’s more pragmatic to repurpose an old 
one.

When considering the structures in your own 
world, you can add rich layers of history to the 
setting by showing evidence of change over 
time—and in the process give those lifeless wood 
and stone edifices some character of their own.

    BACK TO INDEX

XVII: COBBLER

THE Cobbler blew fuzz and dust off a pair of field boots and set them on the shop 
counter. He patted the toes with a satisfied smile. The boots belonged to one of the 
Yellow Queen’s elite warriors: a Laurel. For her sacrifices, he deducted ten percent 
from his normal price. Repairing them had been a simple endeavor, anyway. A lace 
length adjustment here, a few stitches there, and a good deep shine and buff all over 
had restored them to near-new condition. He didn’t have to hope the Laurel would 
find her shoes expertly repaired. His customers always did—even if he made a few 
minor “adjustments” to their fit.

He retrieved a similar pair of boots from behind the counter, which belonged to a 
Chonokian girl he’d seen come into town every so often. The Cobbler didn’t trust her 
at all with a pair of boots like these. They barely seemed different from the Laurel’s 
boots, and indeed if he saw them on the street, he doubted he would be able to tell the 
difference. The Chonokian girl said she was a peddler. He didn’t believe it for a minute. 
No peddler he knew of had any garment, much less leather boots, so indistinguishable 
from those of a Laurel. At best, she’d stolen them clean off the feet of some poor Yellow 
Army corpse. At worst…he snorted and shook his head. At worst she was a spy for the 
Blue Queen.

STORIES SEVENTEEN THROUGH TWENTY

THIRTY-THREE 
TALES OF WAR

by Emory Glass, illustrations by Emory Glass and Tristen Fekete

Thirty-Three Tales of War is a collection of flash fiction pieces that follow thirty-three anonymous 
individuals living during the Candrish Civil War. You can find previous stories in this series on the 

author’s blog.

FANTASY (DARK)FANTASY (HIGH/LOW) CULTURE

https://thechromabooks.ink/free-stories
https://anchor.fm/worldcasting0
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All sorts of folk passed through here: Zoldoni, Rahvi, Charivi, and sometimes 
Ochetski savages. Of course, the village was situated right smack on the border 
of Zoldonmesk, Rahvesk, and Chariv. He grunted. She could be a spy. It wouldn’t 
surprise him. He knew he had not one lick of proof the Chonokian girl was anything 
other than a peddler. Because of that, he couldn’t very well go to the Laurels billeted 
here raving about a spy. But, if she was a spy, she deserved every single punishment 
that could be inflicted.

Though no one else was watching him, he glanced around his shop before scoring 
the Chonokian girl’s boot laces—not too deep, and only in the places where they’d 
eventually snap anyway. Earlier, he’d taken in the seam near the little toe just a 
tad. Sure, blisters were always a hazard, but he wanted a guarantee. Keeping the 
Blue bastards down at any opportunity was any good Charivi man’s duty to the war 
effort, after all.

He put the Chonokian girl’s boots on the counter and considered them alongside 
the Laurel’s. A little bit of a markup—say, fifteen percent—would make up for the 
loss on the Laurel’s pair quite nicely. A sliver of guilt wheedled into his mind. He 
wished he could simply hand the Laurel her shoes free of charge. It being wartime 
and all, folks didn’t have much tadril to send shoes off for repair. He couldn’t afford 
to turn down payment.

Moving behind the counter, the Cobbler stooped to find his box of parchment scraps. 
After setting it on the counter next to his pen and ink, he picked up two pairs of children’s 
shoes overdue for retrieval from the back room, placing them near the Laurel’s and 
Chonokian girl’s boots. As he sat down to write receipts, the shop door opened.

“Hello?” asked a high, thin voice.

His cheeks flushed. It was Vivalya, the baker’s daughter. She carried with her a 
loaf of bread. He looked down to hide his flushed cheeks and stuttered, “G-good 
afternoon.”

Vivalya set down the loaf in front of him. “And a very good afternoon to you. I hope 
your day has gone well so far.” She twirled the end of her currant red braid between 
her lithe fingers.

“Oh, very well now. What have you done today?” He snuck a glance at her. She was 
gorgeous, a vision, the very definition of true beauty. Her milky gray skin was nearly 
flawless, and she had the most stunningly vibrant yellow eyes he had ever witnessed.

He listened to her talk, hoping she didn’t stop until the sun set and her mother 
called her home. Every word was like music, beautiful music he’d never guess came 
from a mortal mouth. Someone entered the shop, but he barely noticed them stop 
in front of the counter, take a pair of shoes, and leave a small pile of coins in their 
place with a huff.

Another customer came in and waited patiently by the door while Vivalya spoke, 
clearing his throat loudly whenever she paused. Feeling the man’s icy stare boring 
into his head, the Cobbler said, “Apologies, Vivalya, I need to take this customer. 
Hello, sir. How may I assist you?”

“I have an order here for two pairs of children’s shoes.” The man’s rough cadence 
made no attempt to hide his displeasure. He tapped them. “I want my receipt.”

“Of course. One moment.” Muttering to himself, the Cobbler wrote out the receipt 
and handed it to him, noting the Chonokian girl’s boots were gone. He took his coins 
and the girl’s. When the door shut, he asked Vivalya, “You were saying?”

She continued her retelling of her morning while he counted out the coins. A tenpiece, 
a fivepiece, and a onepiece. He smirked. Stupid girl paying an arm and a leg for basic 
work. He pocketed the coins.

Again, someone came into the shop; a woman, head covered with a dingy, gray cowl. 
She waited patiently in front of the Laurel’s shoes.

Vivalya glanced at her, then the Cobbler, and said, “It’s clear you’re quite busy. I’ll 
come back tomorrow.”

Damn it, he muttered under his breath as he went to help the Laurel with her shoes. 
When he instead saw the Chonokian girl’s all-too-pleased face hiding under the 
cowl, he nearly choked.

“The work done on these is much better than expected, considering the price. I’ll 
certainly be coming back here when I’m in the area.” She dropped three fivepieces 
on the counter.

Speechless, he watched her leave. A cold sweat broke over his forehead. If the 
Chonokian girl picked up the Laurel’s shoes, that meant the Laurel…

He sank onto his stool, holding his head in his hands. The Laurel had taken the 
wrong pair of shoes.

XVIII: ARMORER

HER heartbeats clattered inside her chest as she crested Pvokri Hill; that giant 
mound of golden grasses that meant she was almost home.

Ten years had passed, yet it looked almost the same. Her feet ached as if she hadn’t 
spent years on the march with the Blue Queen’s army crafting and repairing armor 
for her warriors. Finally, she had been given leave to come home.

The Armorer halted just before the hilltop to adjust her one-handed grip on the 
large sack she dragged behind her. It would doubtless surprise her husband, but 
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coming home with one fewer arm was better than coming home dead. Besides, 
it wasn’t insurmountable. For gods’ sakes, she’d made it home on her own well 
enough. There were some trinkets and treasures she had to leave behind, of course, 
but she cherished nothing more than the look she’d soon find on her husband’s face 
when she walked back through their cabin door.

When she came over the hilltop, she stopped. A tiny village sprawled out below. 
She carried on through her confusion. Last she lived here, Pvokri Village had been 
razed in a skirmish.

She descended. At least this meant things were looking up again. Despite the Red 
Queen’s inability to protect her subjects in years past, Zoldoni folk always found a 
way to rise from the ashes and thrive. Even if she fought against Rosehearts, she 
respected their resilience.

The Armorer dragged her sack through the village toward the stand of trees where 
her cabin stood. Each footstep fell to the beat of splitting logs.

The woodcutter stopped her as she passed.

“What’re you doin’ round here, warrior?” the woodcutter asked. A woman—his wife, 
the Armorer assumed—came away from what she was doing near their log stack to 
stand by him.

The Armorer dropped the sack and gestured at the stand. “My husband and I have 
lived down yonder since we were children. I went away for…” she paused. Ten years, 
but the words wouldn’t come out. “For longer than I wanted. But I’m back now, and 
I want to see him desperately.”

The woodcutter’s wife’s voice was high and reserved. “What’s he called?”

“Odzherhei.”

She paled. The woodcutter studied the ground, one hand on his hip and the other 
weighing on the handle of his axe. “Best go with her, Vralya?”

Her stomach sank to her feet. “Why? Is he alive?”

Vralya nodded, gathering the Armorer’s bag. “Just...best you both have someone you 
know when you see each other again. A decade’s near long enough to raise a child.”

At the mouth of the stand, she broke into a run. Her face was hot and her breaths 
ragged. Odzerhei. After all this time. When she saw their little cabin, she sobbed. A 
man sat on the porch, whittling.

“Odzerhei!” she yelled. “Odzerhei, it’s me! It’s—”

The cabin door opened and shut for a little boy no older than five. He climbed into 
Odzerhei’s lap.

She stopped as if her feet had turned to stone. The breath evaporated from her lungs.

Vralya followed behind her, shouting, “Wait!”

The Armorer watched her husband stand through blurry eyes. His mouth moved, 
but no words came out. The little boy in his arms watched her with wide eyes, so 
innocent and curious.

“Who is that?” she croaked. “Who is he, Odzerhei?”

“Oddi? Are you alright? Who is that?” A woman, heavily pregnant, stepped outside. 
An older girl, near nine or ten, peeked out the window.

When the woman saw the Armorer, her expression soured. “This ain’t an almshouse. 
Try Losevka.” Exasperation laced every word.

“Almshouse?” The Armorer stepped forward. “I am his wife.”

The woman looked at her belly, then back at the Armorer. “Mhm. And this isn’t his 
child, it’s the goat’s.”

“Evchala, go back in the house, please,” Odzerhei croaked.

Evchala cackled. “This disheveled lunatic tomps up to our cabin, calls you her 
husband, and you try to send your pregnant wife inside?” She slammed the door 
hard enough to rattle the timbers. “Oh no. No no. I think she needs to leave, and 
you need to explain what in Leladya’s name is going on.”

The Armorer looked at Odzerhei. Only Odzerhei. The years had been kind to him. 
He looked well-fed, well-groomed, well...happy.

Vralya put a hand on her shoulder. “C’mon. Just c’mon, darlin’. I’ll get my husband 
and see if we can’t all sit down to—”

The Armorer wrenched her arm away and marched up to the patio to look at the 
man she once called her husband. “I loved you,” she sobbed.

“You left,” he cried. “You’ve up and left ten years ago! No notes. No pay. No nothing. 
I thought you were dead!”

“I had to!” she screamed.

“You never had to! You could have stayed here. We could have grown old together, 
but you left and you expected me to never move on?”
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“I told you.” She tried to force her voice to quiet. Waves of rage and anguish broke 
through. “I told you when I returned—”

He scoffed, shaking his head. “I never thought you would.”

She looked him in the eye. Glassy, green as sea glass, scribbled with gold and grey. 
She’d loved those eyes. Every move they made, every skirmish won, every battle 
fought, every ring in every chain of every piece of mail she’d ever wrought, in all of 
them she had seen him and survived to look into those eyes one more time.

But she could feel it. They’d stopped seeing her long ago.

One more time was all she got.

She turned and ran past Vralya into the woods, muffling her sobs inside her elbow 
so his bitch wife wouldn’t hear. Every step clipped a string in her heart until its 
music no longer played. A thousand paces blazed through her soul, burning them 
down shard by blackened shard for the shrikes and peregrines to warm their wings. 
Each footfall taunted her with memories of their life, their home, the things they’d 
built and the love they shared, all turned to ashes in a long-abandoned hearth.

XIX: TAX COLLECTOR

FEWER things were so welcome on a warm spring evening as a quiet stroll around 
town. The Tax Collector closed the inn door behind her. Followed by her bodyguards, 
Dmaril and Yalesk, she started off down Vialikzadni Road.

Wax tablet anchored to her hip, she walked along the forested path admiring the 
beauty of such a quaint little settlement. Loprikha? Yoprika? Something of that 
nature. The hamlet was barely a whisper on the wind back in Igna; being here, she 
could see why. The population was scarcely over fifty. What few buildings existed 
were built along the road. The inn, which appeared to be the only true business 
aside from the mill, had just three rooms. She made a note on her tablet. Of course, 
Vialikzadni Road connected Igna to Sarona—the Blue Queen’s capital city.

Traveling here was nothing more than a vain attempt to squeeze blood from a rock. 
Despite the hamlet’s destitution, there had to be something they could spare. It was 
built to support a grain mill, after all. The Red Queen needed every single scrap 
of tadril in Zoldonya Chovrekozh to win this war, and they were so close. Taxing 
landowners alone was no longer enough.

Igna was wealthy. The mining magnates alone funded most public works. Losevka 
and Vechnavaya took care of themselves, too, but Zoldoni lands were vast and 
bustling with life. Without everyone’s contribution, how would the roads get built 
and repaired? How would victims of famine and plague receive compensation? Who 
would pay those brave warriors that risked their very lives to bring their countrymen 
independence? The Red Queen may be fabulously wealthy, but no single Zoldoni 

could be expected to finance an entire nation. The poor would have to make do. This 
was everyone’s fight. It gave the Tax Collector no happiness; it was only her solemn 
duty. Glory to the Red Queen, she thought.

A little farther down the road, something just off the right-hand side clumsily 
disguised with vines and bushes caught her eye. She cast them off and smiled. A 
shrine to the Five. Of course they practiced Orthodox Quintinity here. The hamlet 
stood less than three hundred paces from the border. The Blue Queen’s influence 
was nothing if not spiritually strong.

She made another note. Admittedly, this would raise their tax rate. A hazard fee, 
in simple terms. The Tax Collector frowned to herself. Adhering to the Cyclical 
Mysteries raised no rates at all. Lesser faiths whose names she couldn’t bother 
recalling had much lower fees attached as well. Next to her note of the shrine’s 
location, she added: “Increase total by twenty-five percent.”

Her knee began to ache—an old war injury. It may have prevented her from continuing 
to fight, but it did open the door for her to acquire this position. The Red Queen 
needed self-sufficient, capable officers to travel the countryside. She turned back. 
Tonight, she had a meeting with the hamlet council over supper. Gods willing, she’d 
be off to the next settlement by sunrise.

Fifty paces along, she nearly walked straight into a dirty-faced boy of twelve or 
thirteen. She said nothing to him and carried on. From behind, she heard, “Greedy 
bleedin’ pig.”

She pivoted and stared him down. “Excuse me?”

He spit at her feet and made a gesture she’d never seen but could surmise as vulgar.

As she stepped nearer to him, she noticed a small gathering of settlers encroaching. 
Some lingered near the road while others yet pretended to do their washing and 
work. She glanced at Dmaril and Yalesk. They seemed to notice, too.

She huffed. “Wash your mouth, boy. I am your elder and you will respect me.”

Someone came running from between the huts. “Vazhil?” He yelled. When he saw 
the Tax Collector, he lunged for the boy and yanked him behind himself. “I am so, 
so sorry,” the man said. He was older, but not ancient, and definitely out of breath. 
“I don’t know what was said, but he didn’t mean it, I’m sure. He just lost his ma. 
Have mercy, please.”

The Tax Collector pursed her lips. “And I presume you are the father?”

He winced. “Uncle. Pa’s been dead years.”
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“In that case, it would seem you are his father, and I would encourage you to keep 
a closer eye on your charges from now on. Being that I have a...forgiving nature, I 
leave his lesson in respect to you.” She locked eyes with Vazhil. “Other officers of 
the Red Queen are not so kind.”

“They wouldn’t be dead if the red bitch wouldn’t have killed them!” Vazhil shouted.

His uncle forced his hand over Vazhil’s mouth. Unprompted, Dmaril came forward 
and struck the boy on the side of the head. At once, there was a crowd around them, 
spitting and snarling, screaming indecipherable taunts and insults. Five villagers 
circled Dmaril, prodding him and shouting at him to strike.

“Dmaril,” the Tax Collector snapped over raucous taunts. “You listen to me. Citizens 
of Loprikha! I have no quarrel with you. I am here on official business. I will soon 
meet with your leader to—” A throbbing pain struck the side of her head. She clutched 
it, vision blurring with involuntary tears, and staggered forward. Her veins flared 
with brilliant orange Essence. Blind rage took control. She whipped around, letting 
her Essence flow. A ball of flames exploded from her hands.

Silence.

The Tax Collector stopped her dance. A rock laid at her feet. Black blood glistened 
on her hand as she withdrew it from her throbbing head. Whatever fool threw a rock 
at her must have had a death wish.

Ahead of her, seven scarred and blistering faces clutched at their skin, crying in 
agony, and their clothes singed. Her eyes fell upon Vazhil’s charred hands covering 
his burned face.

For a full moment, the silence remained. The Tax Collector composed herself, raised 
her blistered hands, and shouted, “I do not wish to escalate—”

Everything happened at once. The mob ran at her, Dmaril and Yalesk, each other. 
Gritting her teeth, she drew more Essence from her veins until they glowed bright 
as the sun. She wheeled and spun, striking her attackers down in a violent dance of 

flames. Fistfights made ragged edges of the mob. She carved away a path for herself 
and bolted, bodyguards be damned. Their idiocy caused this mess.

Her knee ached, but she pushed ever northward down Vialikzadni Road until she 
could no longer hear the cacophony. She stopped to breathe behind a poplar. When 
the Tax Collector composed herself, she surveyed her hands. Cracked and blistered, 
as to be expected without the use of casting gloves. The wax tablet was long melted 
and abandoned, probably somewhere along the road. No use going back for that.

She sighed. Now there was the matter of being a Roseheart in Blue Army territory. 
If memory served, there was a river not far from here that ran across Rahvesk. If 
she followed it, Igna would eventually appear on the other end.

Face etched into a scowl, she started walking. This was just her luck.

XX: MINER

THE Sakcha family had it coming. They didn’t know it yet, and that was fine. The 
Miner relished in knowing their iron empire would soon fall.

His best friend, Mykiv, walked down the twelfth gallery alongside him. Down here, 
it was pitch-black. Thankfully, Mykiv was an essencecaster. His veins glowed just 
bright enough to cast faint light around them.

For a few precious moments, the mine would be empty except for water-men like 
Mykiv and himself. A nasty bout of witherlung had thinned out camp over winter. 
To keep the miasma low, the head overseer sent one shift down at a time, by gallery 
level. Since he and Mykiv worked at the lowest reaches of the mine—gallery twelve—
they would be the first to arrive.

“I can’t believe it,” Mykiv whispered, thin black lips twisted up into the wryest of 
grins. He twirled his pickaxe round and round in his hand. “Their greed’s their own 
undoing.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” the Miner snapped.

Too much had been sacrificed to bring this plan to fruition to risk it folding in 
on them now. Not long ago, the overseers forced everyone to dig down until they 
reached rock and clay that seemed to bleed water at an overwhelming speed. Eight 
miners drowned trying to quell the flow. No amount of adits, water-wheels, screw-
pumps, or buckets could drain it, not even with the help of watercasters brought 
from Igna by special request. Eventually, the head overseer gave up and ordered 
the shaft sealed.

Water-men like themselves worked in shifts day and night to bail out the water, never 
resting, all of them slaves in everything but name to the Sakcha Family and, because 
of that, the Red Queen. It seemed the Red Queen’s favorite method to get rid of 
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undesirables was to seal them in one of her mines, never again to see the light of day.

Eight years ago, he’d been a simple farmer none the wiser about any wars or any 
Red or Yellow queens. But, the Rosehearts had come and given him a choice: turn 
over his farm and join the war, or work in the mines. “Sod off” was, apparently, the 
incorrect answer.

The only thing that stopped him from jumping down the main shaft the day he 
arrived was meeting his wife. Now, it was the burning desire to protect the child 
they were soon to bring into the world. One of the overseers had a soft spot for 
pregnant women. It was already arranged that she’d help Oleva escape. The child 
would never know their father, but the thought of Oleva smiling with the sun in her 
face and their baby cooing in her arms, free of this dismal cave, was worth far more 
than spending another eight years down here with her, stealing kisses and finger-
touches when the guards weren’t looking during shift changes.

He and Mykiv did not go to the shaft in which their water-wheels turned. They 
carried on to find the sealed adit and, finally, its door.

Someone had packed clay into the jamb and the threshold, but it wasn’t enough. 
Water leaked through the gaps.

The Miner turned to Mykiv. “Once we break through, run. Don’t stop, don’t gawp 
at it when you get on the ladder, don’t turn around to make sure it’s working. 
Understand?”

“Aye,” Mykiv replied, raising his pickaxe.

They struck the door offset from one another, Mykiv counting evens and the Miner 
calling odds. One-two-three-four-five-six-seven-eight. Water gushed out. On 
Mykiv’s next strike, the door collapsed. They abandoned their axes and bolted.

They reached the ladder. Mykiv went up first. Water surged into the stope. Soon, it 
reached the Miner’s hips. He put a hand on one of the rungs. “Don’t stop, don’t gawp, 
don’t look down,” he bellowed at Mykiv. “I’m right behind you.”

He wasn’t. The water reached his chest, his shoulders, his neck. He watched Mykiv 
reach the top rung and disappear.

The water reached the Miner’s chin. He climbed one rung, two rungs, three rungs, 
four. Maybe this didn’t have to be the end. He had yet ample time to follow Mykiv 
before his absence was noticed. But what was left for him after this? His wife and 
child would be safe. The mine would be unusable if not forever, for long enough at 
least to hit the Sakcha Family and the Rosehearts where it hurt.

If the mine proved too much work to reopen, they’d just disperse the miners 
elsewhere anyway. The Sakcha Family practically owned the mountains for how 
many mines they lorded over.

Eight years he wasted in this mine aiding a cause he didn’t much care for. The water 
tickled his chin.

No. He let go of the rung. He wouldn’t waste eight years more.

    BACK TO INDEX
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ASK US ANYTHING
by B. H. Pierce

What are some ways to show differences in 
classes in my world?

—Anonymous

Let me answer your question with another 
question: what is class?

...I’ll wait for the communists to quiet down. Are 
they done? Splendid. To answer your question 
about classes, you have to know what they are 
first. However, a detailed overview of historical 
classes and their expressions, while extremely 
entertaining, would go beyond the scope of this 
piece. A more reasonable distinction to look at is 
the difference in classes in three different eras in 
history. The Pre-Industrial Era, an Industrious 
Era, and the Industrial Era.

In the Pre-Industrial era, the largest class by 
far are those who work in food production, be 
they hunter-gatherers, nomadic pastoralists, or 
farmers. Artisans will make up a small portion 
of society and will mostly make functional 
goods. What luxuries they can produce will be 
provided for the even smaller ruling class. States 
and governments will be small-scale and local. 
Goods won’t travel very far before they’re used. 
People won’t travel very far either. Most will stay 
in their home village and the class they were 
born in unless some war or other calamity comes 
screaming through and creates social mobility.

An Industrious Era is a middle point between Pre-
Industrial and Industrial periods. These most 
often arise during a time of extended stability 
and peace over a large area of land. Usually, 
these periods occur in a large state or empire, 
such as Rome, the Ottoman Empire, or one of the 
better Chinese Dynasties. In an Industrious Era, 
the bulk of the population will still be concerned 
with making food, but a larger percentage of it 
will be artisans, bureaucrats and merchants. 
Due to the stability, trade and innovation will 
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flourish, making luxury goods available and 
affordable to more of the population. Social 
mobility is more common, though its extent will 
depend on specific cultural rules.

The Industrial Era is marked by the rise of 
machines used for manufacturing, farming, and 
transportation. The rural population typically 
decreases as people leave farms for the city, whose 
populations swell as the size of the agricultural 
classes shrink. The size of the urban worker 
class begins to increase, as do the populations 
of artisans, merchants, and bureaucrats. Luxury 
goods become more widespread, as technology 
decreases their prices and faster transport makes 
it easier to move them from market to market. 
Social mobility is easier in this era since rapid 
innovation and access to opportunities make it 
possible for the ambitious to move up in the world.

So now that we’ve covered different economic 
eras, let’s circle back to your initial question 
about how to show class difference. One of the 
most important differences in class is access to 
power. The upper classes will inevitably exert a 
great deal of influence on how a society is run 
and organized, so showing them making laws 
and running things is one way. Another method 
is showing how their class or position protects 
them. In Edo Japan, one of the samurai class 
could legally execute anyone they felt insulted 
them, an example of a formal protection. 
However, informal ones exist as well, such as 
how the wealthy may have access to expensive 
lawyers who smooth out troubles for them.

The living situations of people in your world is 
also a fine example of how to show class. Large 
houses and estates are a classic way of showing 
wealth. What people do with their leisure time 
(if they have any) can be another great means 
of showing the differences between classes. 
There might be certain activities, such as types 
of music or certain sports only enjoyed by high-
class people, whereas others may not have the 
money or inclination to engage in such activities. 
Manners, if you want to spend the time creating 

detailed modes of behavior, are also effective. 
Learning a certain dialect, dance, or way of 
eating can take an enormous amount of time and 
might serve as an instant marker of who’s who.

Before I let you go, I feel I must mention social 
mobility again. As mentioned before, changing 
your class can be easy or difficult. But the higher 
you climb, the harder it will be. The highest 
classes or the ruling classes do not like to share 
power or their station. Birth will usually count for 
a great deal, even more so than having access to 
the same opportunities, resources, and knowing 
when to use the second fork on the left.

If a train leaves New York City, taking roughly 
30 minutes to reach its maximum speed of 88 
miles per hour and another train leaves Chicago, 
taking 45 minutes to reach its maximum speed 
of 95 mph and they are both traveling on a single 
rail system, while both carrying 55 passengers 
and this is in the midst of the 1850s, which is 
your favorite Back to the Future movie? (Don’t 
forget to show your work.)

—Il Magnifico Barbarossa

Are you mocking me? I think you’re mocking me.

When it comes to making merchants, what do I 
need to know about my world to make a savvy, 
intelligent businessman?

—Lynx

In short, to know the businessman, you must 
first build the business. What is being sold or 
what service is being provided? Is the product/
service vital to survival? Does it help make other 
things? Or is it a luxury only available to a few? A 
businessman who sells wheat by the wagonload 
will need a different set of skills than someone 
who sells pottery wheels or jewelry. To go even 
further, you have to know how that good or service 
relates to the society he sells it in. Is it locally 
produced and available everywhere, something 
everyone has access to? Then this businessman 
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will need to be a slick marketer to convince 
his customers that his good is better than his 
competitors’. If what he is selling is rare and from 
a place far away, then he’ll likely need to know a 
great deal about foreign trade routes, tariffs, and 
taxes as well as have intimate knowledge about 
the exclusive clientele it will be sold to.

Once you’ve built the business, you must have 
an idea of the economy it exists in. Knowing 
the era it takes place in (see above) will help you 
figure this out. Are there a great deal of laws 
your businessman has to know to legally make 
or sell their product? Is their profession heavily 
regulated, or can they do as they please? Do 
intrepid merchants risk it all one on shipment of 
precious goods or are their joint-stock companies 
that spread the risk around? Is success measured 
by having a longstanding, steadily profitable 
operation, or is it all about making a huge score 
fast? To learn these things, do your research. 
Find an era in history similar to your world and 
dive deep into its economics. Read up on how 
silk from Han dynasty China made it to Imperial 
Rome. Look into the history and practices of the 
Dutch East India Company. Find out how the 
capitalists of the Second Industrial Revolution 
made their vast fortunes. The rich and their 
riches have been written about for all of history. 
Make use of that information.

What are some realistic reasons for a people/
country to invade or attack their neighbors?

—Anonymous

Because they want something.

What? More? All wars are about resources. 
They’re waged because the people declaring 
war think they have something to gain from it. 
With that said, there are many things to attain. 
It could be something physical. Their neighbors 
may have resources they want, such as minerals 
or fertile soils. The land itself may be valuable for 
access to trade routes or defensive terrain.

The reward could be political. A leader might 
go to war to boost their popularity or distract 
their followers from another issue. War may 
be waged to increase a nation’s standing in the 
international order by showing that they are 
strong. Or, it could be about revenge. Insults and 
slights reduce the prestige of a nation, so waging 
war could be a way to restore what was lost.

The scale of the societies going to war will change 
how the conflict looks, but not the reasons why it is 
waged. Two pastoralist tribes raiding each other 
with bows and arrows over the best pasture is 
the equivalent of two industrialized nation-states 
going at it over oil fields. When Genghis Khan 
was a rising leader of the Mongols, he attacked 
the Chinese on his own. After the Chinese 
retaliated, he went to the other Mongols to unify 
them in response to the threat. When Bismarck 
insulted the French into attacking Prussia, he 
used the war to unify the German states under 
Prussian rule. Different place, different time, 
same strategy. When one tribe, state, nation, 
or empire attacks another, it is always because 
they believe they will profit from it. Just what 
they think they will get will depend on exactly 
who is waging war. When looking for a realistic 
reason to begin an invasion, start by looking at 
the culture and situation of the invader.

    BACK TO INDEX
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MEET THE STAFF: TYLER SILVA
curated by ACGrad

Please introduce yourself! What is your role for 
the magazine? What do you hope to do going 
forward?

My name is Tyler, though I’m oft-referred to as 
Dino. I host the podcast Worldcasting and serve 
as an admin for the Discord community. I spend 
most of my time not working on the magazine 
itself, but on related projects and community 
organization. Going forward I’d like to run 
more events for the community. Whether it be 
in giveaways, events, or contests, I’d just love 
to engage with all you wonderful readers more! 
Likewise there’s the ever elusive convention 
scene that I hope to dive the magazine into one 
day.

Tell us about your world! Do you have a final 
medium of choice? What is your favorite part of 
worldbuilding?

Worldbuilding has been a lifelong passion and 
endeavor to craft a world. I’ve used my setting 
to write stories and to run tabletop games in. 
Getting to explore it in those mediums has been 
a lot of fun. My world has always been a blend 
of my favorite concepts from worldbuilding. 
Themes and aesthetics from across fantasy, 
horror, science fiction, and folklore from around 
the world. I always strive to make my world feel 
alive, as if it were a truly lived-in place. This 
doesn’t mean that I try to obtain the ever elusive 
realism. Instead I strive to make it so that the 
pieces of the world blend together, that they meld 
to create a genuine feeling to everything that 
happens.

Over the years, my scope has expanded quite a 
bit from what was originally just a small part of a 
continent that relied heavily on Tolkien and D&D. 
Eventually it blossomed into a setting unafraid to 

draw upon any source while still committing to 
be its own version. A lot of this can be seen in my 
gods, who I’ve based on mythologies less used 
as inspiration such as Basque, Hindi, Ossetian, 
Romuvan, and Suomenusko—all the while still 
taking cues from Hellenism as a backdrop of 
ages of divinity and the decline of power and 
magic. Where the two blend is a world of living, 
breathing gods. These gods may be strong but 
are not all powerful, but they don’t fit neatly into 
the slots laid down in D&D by the Olympians. 

What have been your favorite mythologies to 
research? What qualifications or themes do you 
think make a deity suitable for an RPG setting?

I’ve spent years studying history and mythology. 
When it comes to history, there is a wealth in 
aesthetic, government, and diplomacy that can 
be created by figuring how your world relates 
to time periods in our own world. I like to do 
the same with mythology. There is, at least as 
I see it, a divide between the more popular and 
widely known mythologies (Hellenism, Norse, 
and Egyptian) versus the ones that tend to be on 
the periphery of people’s conscious (Hinduism, 
Celtic, Tao/Dao, Shinto, and Zoroastrianism), 
and that tends to be all people know. I delved 
into those and took a lot from them. They had a 
lot of interesting lessons and creatures in them. 
I found morals and parables that work with a 
belief system to be of great interest. In many of 
the mythologies I listed, they are heavily delved 
into as well, with a piece of them making their 
way into my setting. I definitely took a lot of 
keynotes from Hinduism and Zoroastrianism for 
my own spiritual systems and mixed them with 
the Ovidian principles I grew to love as a child 
when reading the Metamorphoses. 

Yet, that’s not where I’d say the ticket stops for 
the most interesting mythologies. Those listed 
are just the ones I’ve read the most of. Though, 
that would be because they are the most explored. 
There are many great characters, and heroic 
concepts, inside Suomenusko and the different 
Slavic folktales, but the availability of those in 
English is sparse, which naturally makes them 
less well known or widespread. I find regional 
and smaller cultures or folktales have the most 
life to them. The three that stand out the most 
to me are Armenian, Basque, and Ossetian. The 
first two people are generally aware of, but the 
Ossetians were something I stumbled upon. 
Descendants of the last of the Sarmatian horse 
lords, the Ossetians are a minority group in the 
Caucasus Mountains. Their culture and folktales 
survived dozens of empires and migrations 
through their homeland. It is a treat to read about 
them. On the surface it seems to have a simple 
sky god who oversees a pantheon of gods. When 
you delve into it, the Ossetian Uatsdin is about 
the Universe, about how the scope of our world is 
so much larger than what we can see. That when 
you look up into the night sky, you see Xwyatsu 
and all that the Lord of Wisdom and Worlds has 
made and embodies. The most fascinating part 
to me is the Nart Saga, which shows that the link 
between divine and ordinary is short. Sometimes 
ordinary people do great things, and sometimes 
it takes a gift of power to stop a great evil. All of 
that serves as inspiration for good worldbuilding 
when it comes to the divine.

When it comes to RPGs and using deities in them, 
I find that it’s all too easy to use a hat trope for 
them. To give them a portfolio or purpose and 
making their whole characterization around 
that. Personally, I find that to be not at all like 
the deities you find in any folklore. To most 
polytheistic faiths the gods were real beings who 
live in or were adjacent to this world. They had 
wants, desires, loves, and hates. They were gods 
but also people. In many of these faiths, the gods 
even wandered the world in guise to see how we, 
their faithful, truly acted. In RPGs I strive to 
have this feeling pervade throughout the setting. 

When the heroes seem to be at a dead end, a bit of 
unassuming aid from a traveler or stranger can 
prove to be a bit more profound than previously 
anticipated. If the heroes strayed from their path 
and could fall, it seems within reason a patron 
god would test them. Then there’s the ever present 
danger of a Trickster God giving help, unasked or 
unwanted, that could either help or hinder the 
party. I find that when emulating these entities, 
throwing pomp and circumstance to the window 
is the best option. I never make it seem like some 
grand affair, and I certainly try my hardest to 
have the moment of arrival feel natural. When 
communing with gods, I try to figure out the 
personality of the deity beforehand. A serious 
and formal one might require more austerity, 
whereas others may appear in guise and interact 
with the party while doing a casual activity like 
walking or carousing. I find that it gives them 
each a different (and memorable) face. That by 
being real and interactable, even active in the 
affairs of the world, it makes the players more 
engaged with that lore and more willing to seek 
it out. Plus it generally creates some good role-
playing opportunities.

https://www.worldbuildingmagazine.com/worldcasting/
https://discord.gg/NwANMCr
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