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| ' No one was really sure how to go about finding the Middle of Nowhere. The party
resorted to simply wandering around the wilderness. At one point everyone stopped in

| |__ their tracks. The spot they stood on was completely unremarkable except that everyone . e
A% felt slightly disoriented: they were in the Middle of Nowhere. i
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I They fitted the lock to the door, which had no effect.
| “Ifeel stupid standing out in the wilderness holding up a door,” admitted Arbo drily.
“Wait!” said Nadya. She laid the door on the ground, pulled out her delicate thieving
IE |—-I— instruments, and set to picking the lock. A mechanism in the lock clicked. Crossing her ° '
l—l fingers, Nadya closed her eyes and gave the door a tug. It swung open to reveal stairs
leading to the shadowy heart of Tenebrosia. The party descended.
——I _I'__I_ r" Sceadu’s murky realm defied logic: shadows clung to oddly defined rooms with
I B | ] almost a living presence. The party grew uneasy as they walked amidst deceptive walls
1 2 3 4567 8 918111213 and hushed, almost imperceptible whispers. Toward the east, behind the one way walls,
they found a portal to another level below.

SCEADU 1 In the second level, the corridors formed concentric rings that seemingly closed. - -

Using Apport Arcane and Phase Door spells, the party made their way through the rings

to what appeared to be the inner sanctum of Sceadu. The party was greeted, however, not

with Sceadu himself but with derisive laughter and a senseless message carved in the
floor: “If Nowhere is a circle, then the middle is at the end, isn’t it?”
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1 = phase door location

15 “I'knew this seemed too easy,” said Origen, vexed. “We’re victims of one more of

14 'E:I Sceadu’s deceptions.”

13 “Wait,” said Arbo. “If the middle isn’t in the middle, where is it? It’s outside.”

12 Thalia looked at Arbo. I don’t know where you get your ideas, but it sounds, well,

11 1 illogical enough to me.”

1w 1 Following their tracks, they searched again for anything odd. On the northern wall . - '

of the outer ring, Thalia stopped. “I’m going to phase a door,” she said.
h After several unsuccessful attempts, she found a section of the wall that gave in. On
the other side was a small chamber. Sceadu was surprised by their appearance. The god
L knew why they had arrived, but politely rejected their wish to take his Cloak or Helm.
Origen and Adelard leapt at Sceadu while Arbo and the mages let loose bright
fireballs. Nadya disappeared into the shadows. Arbo was ready to cast another Trebuchet
spell when Sceadu screamed, cursing Tarjan and falling forward. Nadya stood behind
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B 1 the dead god, holding his Cloak. She had yanked it from his back.
i23 45 6 7 8 9189111213 1415 “Gosh, I didn’t know it’d kill him,” she said.
“I suspect Tarjan had a part to play in this,” said Origen. “Let’s leave this accursed

SCEADU 2 place as quickly as possible.” R
4 4 T : Nadya grabbed the Helm, and soon they were standing ggain before AS_had(‘)w }Qqck, ot
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TARMITIA, THE PLANES OF WAR

The last items the Old Man requested were Werra’s Shield and the Strifespear, both of e

which belonged to the God of War that ruled the grim plane of Tarmitia. Werra’s .
dimension was a timeless battleground where armies eternally clashed. From the Vale
of the Lost Warriors the party appeared in a ruined building.

They started for the door, just as a group of soldiers dashed in seeking cover. They
were carrying small, strange — certainly magical — weapons. Their leader, dressed in
black, was yelling orders. His voice died, however, as he noticed the party standing '
behind him.

They look as if they’re seeing ghosts, thought Arbo; which, he mused, they are.

The officer looked to his men to see if they were sharing in his hallucination. They
were. He tapped his toe nervously, then decided to deal with the situation in the surest
way in which he’d been trained: he ordered his men to open fire.

Before the soldiers readied their weapons, however, they were pummeled to death
with magic spells.

The party wandered out into the war-torn streets of this place called Berlin.

“Strange magic they have here,” said Morolinith as he crushed a group of green-
uniformed soldiers under a Fatal Fist.

“Yes,” yelled Thalia in return, “It’s rather like Urmech’s devices.”

The party wandered east. At one point a spirit passed overhead and whispered, “I
am Ares.” A little farther on, a phantom death’s-head appeared, asking, “Who am 1?”

“Ares?” guessed Arbo, but the death’s-head disappeared.

In a building to the northwest, the party stepped through a hole in time and found
themselves in a place that was a little more familiar. Bronze-clad legionnaires fought in

vain against hordes of barbarians dressed in thick furs. In the middle of the city another =

death’s-head appeared asking, “Who am I?”

“Ares?” Arbo tried again, biting his lip. The death’s-head disappeared. Arbo looked
at the others and shrugged.

To the west of this building they found another hole in time. Since the holes seemed
to be two-way, the party decided they couldn’t get too lost by entering another.

Upon arrival, the party was immediately set upon by spearmen. These soldiers
looked similar to those of the previous dimension, in that they also wore bronze armor.
However, the style and make of their uniforms were different. The soldiers took them
to be enemies, and with a passionate cry of “Troy!”, attacked. The party dealt with the
Trojan soldiers cooly, destroying their foes in the first volley of spells.
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ROME

Several more groups of soldiers attacked while the party investigated the building
they appeared in. In a corner to the west, yet another death’s-head appeared, asking once
again the familiar question.

Arbo sighed, not expecting much, and said “Ares?”

The party transported to another place. They found themselves in a ten foot cubicle
with one door leading north. A chilling wind passed, whispering “I am Yen-Lo-Wang.”

Morolinith quickly wrote down the new name. The party stepped out into the middle

of the clash between opposed groups of Norman knights and Saxon peasants. In the

mayhem, though, no one noticed the party slink past.

In the center of the town they encountered another death’s-head. Yen-Lo-Wang was
not the name of the War God here. The party continued to the northwest, where they
entered a long hall through which they passed into another time and another place. The
combatants were similar to those the party first encountered in Tarmitia, but the city they
were destroying was different. It was also deathly cold in this place called Stalingrad.

In a building to the west they stepped through a time portal and the climate was im- =

mediately better. There was a war going on here as well. Barbarians — Mongols, the
party inferred by the cries in the streets — were sacking the city of K’un Wang.

Origen halted the party. “Do any of you have an idea how we’re going to find
Werra?” he wanted to know.

“I think we have to correctly name all of the death’s-heads,” said Morolinith.

“But that means we’ll have to revisit each of these places several times!” groaned
Adelard.

“If we have to, that’s what we’ll do,” said Origen. “Anything else?”

“That’s just one option,” said Arbo. “An alternative is to go straight to Berlin. We

can just give the name ‘Tyr’ and then ‘Werra’. Cuts down on the travel.” Nobody knew - -
where Arbo figured this out, least of all Arbo. Origen pondered this bit of advice, but '

decided to carry out their original plan to visit all the dimensions.

The party passed through each of the seven battlefields between two to four times.
Whenever they received a name for a War God, they had to travel to the plane on which
that god ruled, speak his name to the death’s-head, and get teleported to another plane
where they would receive a new name.

The party eventually got teleported to Berlin, where they had started. They returned
to the death’s-head they had first encountered and spoke its name, “Tyr.” The death’s-
head here had another bidding as well: “Now say my true name, if you dare.”

Arbo said “Werra,” and they were teleported to Werra’s Hall of Tarmitia.
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TARMITIA, WERRA

Warriors from all times patrolled the corridors of the god’s home. The party killed
Greeks fighting side-by-side with samurais, Normans, bikers, and stormtroopers.

In the northeast corner was a hole in time through which they could see the Vale of -
Lost Warriors in Skara Brae. The party fought their way to Werra in the southwest corner.

Werra enjoyed the combat the party afforded him. He laughed heartily, even as the
last blow of Origen’s sword sent him reeling. Werra lay still, his blood draining onto the
floor.

Arbo rested on his sword. “That was hard work,” he panted.

Werra sat up in a pool of his own blood. The party stood stunned as Werra laughed
some more, blood streaming down his face.

“That’s the best fight since I battled Hawkslayer and gave him Strifespear,” said the
god.

Werra laughed some more. Arbo had problems seeing what was so funny. The god

told the dumbfounded mortals they had earned his shield. Werra ceased, however, assix

black shapes materialized around him.

“Black slayers!” cried Adelard. Arbo trembled as he cast a spell that sent a rain of
fire down on a black slayer. The evil creature turned and pointed at him. Arbo felt an
intense chill run through his body as if a long sliver of ice penetrated his heart. He grasped
at his belt for his sword, but his numb fingers could feel nothing. The black slayer faded
into darkness as Arbo fell to the floor, unconscious.

Arbo awoke to find a kindly priest bent over him.

“You were wise not to travel too far into the realm of the dead,” said the priest. “Or
perhaps you had good reason to return to this life?”” The priest departed through some
curtains. Arbo realized he was in the small shrine just west of Skara Brae. Adelard and
Nadya were seated close by.

“What happened?” asked Arbo.

“A black slayer slew you,” said Adelard.

“And Werra?”

“Tarjan killed him and stole his soul. There was nothing we could do for him,” said
Nadya.

“We must go see the Old Man at once!” cried Arbo, jumping up from the bed.

“It’s too late!” cried Nadya, “He’s suffered the same fate as Werra.”

“He’s dead?” asked Arbo in disbelief.

“Yes,” said Adelard, “He told us we must go help Hawkslayer, who is already in -
Malefia, the Land of Evil. He warned us to destroy Tarjan before he destroyed all reality. " .,
He hid the items we collected in the storage building east of the city gates.” Bl
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Arbo considered for a moment the prospects of entering the very heart of evil.

As if reading his mind, Nadya quietly said, “You know, Arbo, you’re not obliged
to come along. You've already come close to death. We wouldn’t think less of you if you
returned to your lord.”

Arbo had made his decision long before. “I have to see how the story ends,” he said
with a smile.

MALEFIA

The Mud Laden Water was not even a foretaste of the evil dimension.

“Do we have everything?” asked Morolinith one more time. Everyone nodded.
“Good,” said the Chronomancer, and with a word they were standing at the gates of
Malefia.

“Oh no!” were Arbo’s first words in their new dimension. Not more than twenty

paces before them lay Hawkslayer, dead, his body flattened by some immense power. .

His hand still clutched the Strifespear. The party was utterly stunned. Arbo picked up the
artifact. In silence, the party walked around the body. They walked slowly, their steps
weighed by the sudden loss of their friend and by the burden that was squarely on their
shoulders. They realized they alone carried the artifact capable of freeing the gods
imprisoned by Tarjan.

The party wandered through a complex three-dimensional maze. For roughly a
week they mapped the many dark corridors, portals, stairways and teleport traps that
made up Malefia, all the while wreaking terrible vengeance upon Tarjan’s fell minions.
There were Rock men, who threatened to turn the party to stone; ungodly Vortexes that

seemed immune to magic; and Death Wardens who would only go down after several . - '

castings of Gotterdamurung. They found the gods scattered throughout Malefia, each
one encased in black ice. The artifacts they had collected here found their worth; only
with the appropriate items could the gods be set free.

“That was the easy part,” said Arbo after the gods were released from their bonds.
“Now for the task that may do us a little harm. “ For some reason, his eyes sought Nadya,
who was looking back just as intently.

The party had found that the central core of level three was inaccessible by normal
means. It was obvious Tarjan dwelled there. With the way open by the freeing of all the
gods, the party entered the central core from the south. They fought their way through
Tarjan’s most powerful lieutenants.
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MALEFIA 4

When the party finally met Tarjan, he was in reach of neither sword nor spell. The -* .
party couldn’t get through the endless line of creatures that the Evil One summoned from
the bowels of Hell. But to the side of the fray, Nadya slipped off into the shadows. Arbo
didn’t have time to wonder if she was alive or not. He cast spell after spell until the
corpses formed a wall around the party. Tarjan never saw the thief as she crept up behind
him. When her attack came, Tarjan’s screams echoed throughout the chamber and
beyond, through the vast halls of Malefia and into the surrounding void.
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SCRAPWOOD TAVERN, BACK HOME

“HERE’S TO US FOR SMUSHIN’ THE BAD GUY!” screamed Arbo as he thrust a
toast into the air. The foam head splashed out of the tankard and into Morolinith’s face.
“HA HA HA HA!” he wailed in his drunken bliss.

“So what do you do now that Skara Brae and the six dimensions have been
restored?” asked the only slightly more sober Nadya. She leaned heavily on Arbo’s left . -
arm. “Will you go back to whassisface?”” She was referring to Sir Rand of Nielan, Arbo’s
long-forgotten about lord.

“He will stay with us!” demanded Origen, who brought his tankard crashing to the
table.

“He should learn how to control himself,” laughed a beer-soaked Morolinith.

“He should become a bard!” cried Adelard, “And work in a yard, and learn to play
cards, which isn’t so hard, unless there’s a guard, who eats lots of lard, and the party is
marred —”

“ENOUGH!” cried Arbo, doubled over in laughter. “I AM GOING TO...” He
realized that he was screaming and paused. “I am going to be my own man. No more
picking bits of Hookfang from someone else’s sword. No more ‘yes mi’lord this and yes
mi’lord that’. I'm a god after all! I'VE got a star in the heavens to prove it.”

“We’re gods with stars, too,” Nadya quickly added.

“Lemme tell you, it’s a wonderful life,” continued Arbo. “Too short to be
somebody’s flunky squire.” He looked at his friends and then stared silently into his beer.
Finally, he lifted his head. “What was I talking about?”

“Working with us!” said Origen.

“Yeah yeah yeah,” the rest chimed in.

“Okay. Lemme think about it.” Arbo raised his glass, this time without spilling a
drop. The others met him with theirs. The clinking of glass was the most popular song
as the toasting ran deep into the night. %
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