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1.

The three adventurers sit in a bar. There's a tangy taste 

in the are, possibly the latrine  dug a little to close to the 

cellar. Hardok the Brave and Grimma Sneaktheif sit hunched over 

their drinks, a piss yellow ale that tastes like it looks. Uggh 

is the only one of the trio who has any sense about him, merely 

drinking water with a slightly yellow color rather than the ale. 

As the three sit, moping in front of their drinks they here the 

tinkle of a bell as the door opens. None of the three figure 

stir, or even look up, as clunky boot steps approach their 

table.

"Well, well, well, I never thought I'd see a band of 

travelers so worn out," the voice is silky smooth, as if the 

owners tongue was made of...silk.

Finally there's a response from the table as Hardok glances 

up into the face of the most beautiful woman he's ever seen. 

"Now who might you be?" The scalawag asks in his most charming 

manner.

"I'm...no one important," the woman purrs as she leans over 

to whisper in the half elf's ear.

"Damn wo-man," Uggh grunts slamming his empty mug of water 

down on the table, "what you want?"

The woman pouts, "I just wanted to see if I could find some 
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interested men in an important job. Nothing to hard," the woman 

says casting a wink at Grimma, "just recovering an old family 

trinket."

"Treasure," Hardok proclaims speaking for the first time, 

"we accept."

2.

"About time too,what's the deal with this chick 

anyway?"

"Tim! How many times do I have to tell you? Stay. In. 

Character." The four boys were grouped around a little card 

table in the basement. It was another hot summer night and 

despite the open windows, the room reeked of prepubescent boys. 

"Yeah Tim stay in character, it's more fun that way," said 

a short pimply boy holding a cup of Mountain Dew.

"You only like it 'cause you get to talk to a girl," said a 

gangly boy placing his own soda on the table and almost knocking 

it over in the process. "It's not even a real girl, it's just 

Seamus pretending to be one."

"Un-uh," screamed the first boy, "It's a character. She 

wants to talk to me. You're just jealous that she chose me over 

you!"

"No way--" 
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"Stop it," shouted a third boy, this one much rounder then 

the other two, "let's just play the game." The other two boys 

look like they were on the verge of mutiny. "We just got started 

guys, come on. If you can't even get through the introduction 

how are we ever going to get to the dragon?"

"There's a dragon?" Both Tim and Jackson were giving the 

third boy their full attention.

"I think so," he said peering at a little sheet of paper. 

"At least that's what this note Seamus just passed me said."

"Seamus?" All three boys turned to look at the last member 

of their party. If you had just walked into the room you would 

have thought his seat empty; obscured by a cardboard screen, 

there was no trace of sound from the boy on the other side. 

A distinct clatter of dice. 

"Well my rugged adventurers will you help my family find 

their trinket?" The broken falsetto of a boy on the edge of 

puberty floated out into the rancid basement.

But before the trio could agree, another voice fills the 

little room: "Seamus Brandon Peters what are you doing?"

A long moment of silence fills the room before there's  

shuffling behind the cardboard screen and finally a fourth boy 

appears. His hair is burnt orange which clashes with the 

handmade hat atop his head. It reads, "Bow to the DM" in in 
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large magenta letters. "Mom we're adventuring," the boy calls 

back up the stairs glancing nervously at his friends. 

"Not in my house. Not right now, it's too hot. All of you 

out," the woman calls back.

The four boys stare at each other for a second.

3.

The three heroes walk north out of the town. They were 

kicked out of the bar unceremoniously by the miserable 

barkeeper, but they got what the came for: a quest. The trinket 

was reportedly stolen by a group of bandits who call home the 

Northern Woods. It's about a ten...or twenty mile walk from the 

town. There's no way the adventurers could possibly make it in 

one afternoon. It's a long, slow journey through farmland and 

nothing seems to pique the traveler's interest. In fact it seems 

there is no one about. 

"Maybe the bandits scared them all off," Grimma offers 

after passing the third empty farmhouse.

"I don't think so," Hardok disagrees, "I smell something 

fishy."

"Maybe it Dragon," grunts Uggh.

But as the adventurers walk on the see no sign of life: 

dragon, bandit, or otherwise. Soon dusk begins to fall and the 
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travelers decide to rest for the night. Grimma refuses to take a 

shift at watch, "There's no one around guys, we won't be 

bothered."

"This is an adventure," Hardok shoots back. "Something 

always happens."

"Uggh watch first."


