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Welcome, all readers. This is the first of a series of chronicles regarding the 
adventures that were had in Talislanta by the junior members of Halesowen 

Boardgamers. Hopefully Gordon can find room on the website for it. 
 

Some background: Talislanta was created by Stephan Michael Sechi in 1987, 
and went through a succession of publishers. It is a world totally different to 

normal fantasy games; it has two suns and seven moons, plus a range of 
flora and fauna unheard of anywhere else. The game system is simple; 

relying more on the rich culture and background of the different races you 
can play. 

  
The works of Jack Vance and Lord Dunsany very heavily influences 
Talislanta. One reviewer said “ it is as if H.P. Lovecraft had written  ‘Alice in 
Wonderland’ with Hans Christian Anderson and William S. Burroughs.” 
There are Men here, but not the ones commonly found in the pages of fantasy 
literature. On Talislanta there are no cows, sheep, horses, oxen or goats; 
instead there is a range of interesting and unique creatures. Oh yes, and 
there are no Elves. 
 
The first adventure went like this: - 
Daniel was playing a Thrall; a magically created warrior race; all Thralls 
look identical so they are covered from head to foot in unique tattoos. Jon 
was a green-skinned Cymrillian warrior-mage; able to use wizardry and a 
longsword, and Ben was a Blue Aeriad, a humanoid race devolved from 
birds; having lost the power of flight they use their vestigial wings coupled 
with Bracers of Levitation to fly.  
 
7th Ardan 620 
They started in the city of Cymril, capital of the Seven Kingdoms, on the 7th 
of the month of Ardan (the Purple moon) and were engaged by the wizard 
Gennaro to collect 6 drams of Crag Spider venom for him (a Crag Spider is a 
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12-legged 15' long monstrosity). Heading north towards the Durne border 
they approaches some rocky crags and spotted a Crag Spider. K’kree (Ben) 
shot it with his tri-bow and the spider retreated into the cave. After throwing 
a few rocks into the cave, they tried to lure it out using some Provender Plant 
but without any luck. Finally Grave (John) cast Invisibility on himself and 
scouted out the cave, spying the spider lurking round a corner. A tactical 
plan was discussed which involved charging in and killing it! They actually 
succeeded in doing so, killing two of the things eventually. They also rescued 
a Ferran thief named Fixx (Ferrans are small rodent-like humanoids from 
the Wilderlands of Zaran; not liked by many people). As a defensive tactic 
they can release a skunk-like offensive stench; something that the PC's found 
out after Stoopod (Daniel) threatened to slice his head off following an 
attempt by some bandits to steal the collected venom. Now they are back in 
Cymril, they delivered the venom and were paid 100 gold lumens for it, now 
K’kree is trying to get a tailor to make a cloak for him out of the Crag Spider 
hide that they carried back with them (no, I have no idea why he wants this, 
but it does kind of make him unique and people -will- point him out!) 
 
So ended the first adventure 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Welcome all, to Issue two of the Tales from the Emerald Pentacle, chronicling 
the adventures of the junior section of Halesowen Boardgamers in Talislanta 

 
14th Ardan 620 

Stoopod and Grave were off on the Eastern border for a time so K’kree 
was left to his own devices. Having had his cloak made, he joined up with a 
group of new adventurers; A Thrall named Throtal (Matthew, new to role-

playing), a Sarista gypsy named Jenny (Charlotte) and a mysterious Zandir 
swordsmage calling himself Mr. Quiz (James). They were planning an 

expedition to the False Forest, having heard that Smokk had been sighted 
there (a Smokk is a valuable creature with an innate ability to locate 

treasure). Having bought equipment they set off for the forest, reaching it 
two days later on the 16th. Entering into the misty woodlands, they 

encountered a tattered figure with whitish skin begging for alms. Some 
confusion here (“arms? What’s he want our arms for?”), until Jenny 

suggested giving him some money. She and Ben did so and he thanked 
them; saying he used to serve the wizard Fabian. Fabian gave him a scroll 

which, when deciphered, would lead to a great treasure. He also gave K’kree 
a fist sized polished stone; then disappeared into the mists. They had a good 
look at the scroll, which contained an epic poem, but couldn’t figure it out. 

 
 Poking about inside the hollow of a lightning-blasted tree 

revealed nothing so they headed towards the sound of running water; across 
a ford they saw a willowood tree with a sleeping man and a sleeping 

catdrac; the catdrac had its jaws open. K’kree went forward to the man and 
promptly fell asleep; Throtal followed him; resisted for a moment but then too 
succumbed. Jenny and Mr Quiz debated for a moment; Jenny could detect a 
magical aura coming from the tree. Mr Quiz cast Dispel Magic on the tree 

and successfully removed the curse. Everyone woke up; the catdrac 
immediately leapt upon K’kree (he is part-bird after all!) Mr Quiz took it out 
with a well-placed arrow. Throtal reasoned that the catdrac must have been 
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creeping up on the sleeping man when it too fell asleep (well done Matthew, 
spot on!) 

 
 After this, they spent some time panning (dredging) for gold in 

the stream (?) Not surprisingly, they didn’t find any. Moving onwards, they 
entered a grove of Withergall trees surrounded by dense thornwood. 

Roosting in the branches were about a dozen Morde; skull-headed avian 
scavengers. It was obvious that the Morde did not want them to pass to the 
Southeast, of course they pressed the issue and the Morde attacked. After a 

fierce melee the surviving creatures retreated back to the trees: K’kree threw 
his crescent-knife at one and started the fight again! Eventually the Morde 
were killed or driven off, K’kree was badly clawed and Mr. Quiz had broken 
his weapon (it was thought that Throtal had broken his Greatsword, but this 
turned out to be untrue). K’kree paid Jenny 20 silver for a Healing Spell, they 
then decided to return to Cymril to heal and re-equip. The journey back was 

uneventful and they reached Cymril on the 18th. 
 

Shortly afterwards, Jenny and Mr. Quiz departed for a journey back to 
Silvanus, via Zandir, leaving K’kree and Throtal to puzzle over the scroll 

and wait for Stoopod and Grave to return. 
 

So ended the second adventure. 
 

 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Greetings all peoples, to the third Tales from the Emerald Pentacle, detailing 
the adventures of the junior section of Halesowen Boardgamers in the 
fantastic world of Talislanta. 
 
21st Ardan 620 
 All eyes are on the Sindaran city of Nankar, where the annual 
Trivarian tournament is under way. Excitement is running high as 
Horvanth, of the Neo-Neurian sect, is proving to be a more-than capable 
Nadir. 
 
 Meanwhile, in a side room in the Emerald Pentacle, thoughts were 
turned to more mundane matters. Stoopod (Daniel) and Grave (Jon), 
having returned from the Borderlands, met up with K’kree (Ben) and 
Throtal (Matthew) and were puzzling over the scroll that K’kree had been 
given by the beggar in the False Forest. K’kree had determined that it was 
some kind of puzzle and had gone a long way to solving it. The actual poem 
read: - 
“ Fabian invites noble daring men. Yesterday the other warriors eagerly rode 
their hordes ever nearer the hideous enemy: exhausted yet exalted, men of 
undaunted trust, hall heroes against nameless darkness, swords wielded 
over rising doom”  
Decoded it read: - 
“Find my tower, then the eye, mouth, hand, sword 
 
They decided to search Cymril for a tower (a city of elegant stone and 
crystal towers!), then after a time decided to ask around. They met up with a 
Pharesian peddler named Horvase, “Rumours are not for rent, although 
roomers often do rent”. He advised them that towers with eyes are usually to 
be found in Aaman; finally they mentioned Fabians name and he advised 
them that Fabian lived in the False Forest, that he died there and what 
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killed him is probably still there. He is in the market for rumours; Stoopod 
and Grave tried making up a few but somehow Horvase didn’t believe them: 
“Aaman is trying to take over these lands” Reply: “The priests of Aa have been 
trying to convert all non-believers for many years. If you care to take a trip 
across the square to the Temple of Aa the Omniscient, they will be more than 
willing to escort you to a House of Penance, where you will emerge a true 
believer. This is a fact, not a rumour” 
 
Finally they set off for the False Forest, arriving on 24th Ardan. Entering the 
Forest, K’kree flew up and spied out the land, seeing what appeared to be the 
ruins of a tower to the south and also some Batranc circling in the air high 
up. 
 
Deciding not to go towards the river at the lightning tree, they headed 
south; hearing the sound of chopping wood they met the woodcutter by his 
hut. He warned them about Muses in the forest and told them to go west, not 
south. In return, Stoopod warned him about some Muses about five miles 
away (blatant lie)!  Knutt thanked them, saying he would deal with the 
problem. Heading west, without warning the ground opened up and all but 
K’kree fell down a deep pit. Knutt appeared, carrying his axe and a large 
bucket; he accused them all of being Muse-lovers and, despites K’kree’s efforts 
to stop him, hurled the bucket into the pit. It burst open and out poured a 
swarm of Chigs, 6” long multi-clawed insects. Stoopod and Throtal were 
attacked: Grave managed to use some iron spikes to climb up out of the pit; 
Stoopod followed him and Throtal clawed his way up with his bare hands. 
Meanwhile, K’kree was fighting Knutt the Mad Forester; sometime during the 
melee the subject of butterflies came up (possibly because of K’kree’s vestigial 
wings?) Anyway, this triggered ‘something’ in Knutt and he ran off 
screaming about the nightmare butterflies. K’kree flew into the pit to peck off 
the chigs from Throtal (nice idea Ben!); and everyone got out. 
 
After a rest they followed a trail out, arriving back at the lightning-blasted 
tree. They went to the river, found the willowood with the skeleton of the 
catdrac; and then headed south to the grove of Withergall trees. K’kree and 
Throtal insisted that they had tried to go South-west past the trees last time 
(wrong! -it was South-east) they went south-west and found themselves 
climbing a grassy knoll. The trail ended in a cave, from which came a low 
droning sound coupled with a very high, almost inaudible sound like the 
chiming of a glass bell. From beyond the knoll came a raucous heckling 
sound [a cross between parrots and howler monkeys; as if any existed on 
Talislanta], some distance away; plus to the south, about three miles away, 
could be seen the ruins of a tower. 
 Stoopod and Grave decided to enter the cave; Grave lit a torch. Throtal 
stayed outside; K’kree decided to try and fly to the tower. 
 



The caveThe caveThe caveThe cave: advancing cautiously they entered the main cave. At the far end 
was a low tunnel with daylight; but in the centre was a large nest crawling 
with Amber Wasps! Very aggressive, the sting from an Amber wasp is so 
painful as to produce the wildest and most unseemly gesticulations, 
thrashings, contortions and howling in its victims Stoopod is immune to fear 
but still retreated (Thrall still feel pain), but Grave remained, thinking. The 
wasps were ignoring him anyway.  
 
K’kree K’kree K’kree K’kree flew steadily; the tower was only about three miles as the avir flies. He 
landed at the tower, rested; and then returned to the knoll. 
 
The caveThe caveThe caveThe cave: Grave tried to think of many ways to use his magic to get rid of the 
wasps [GM: Using the new Tal4 rules; many of his ideas could have worked]. 
In the end, he cast Invisibility on himself and sneaked round to the far 
entrance. There, he found a curious trail of booted foot/animal claw: which 
he followed: the heckling sound getting louder from ahead. Following the 
trail he met the Hermit with the Odd Crutch (it’s got a huge animal foot on 
the end): who promised him all his riches if he would make them go away or 
stop. ‘Them’ are the dozen or so Heklers (bird-like creatures) in the branches. 
Grave tried to think of a way to get rid of the heklers 
 
Meanwhile, at the other end of the cave, Throtal and Stoopod debated what 
to do. It had been about an hour and a half since Grave had gone into the 
cave. They eventually made a run for it across the cave, Throtal narrowly 
avoided being stung. They followed the strange trail … 
 
The clearingThe clearingThe clearingThe clearing: The hermit offered to take Grave to his treasure and set off into 
the forest; the heklers followed them. Grave used an Illusion spell to make he 
and the hermit blend into the background; the confused heklers stopped 
their noise and they managed to get away. The hermit led Grave back to the 
clearing, reached into the hollow tree and produced a handful of nuts, 
berries and stones: - his ‘treasure’! Hearing the heklers returning, a 
somewhat bemused Grave took the treasure and left the crazy old hermit. 
Striking out through the forest, he splashed through a swampy area and 
emerged into a clearing with the ruins of a stone tower jutting skywards like 
a broken tooth. 
 
Stoopod and Throtal lost the strange trail and waded through a swampy 
area, finally emerging into the clearing with the tower. Grave was already 
there and shortly after K’kree flew in. 
 
Deciding to press onwards, they entered the tower to see a cracked and 
weed-grown flagstone floor, a well, and on the far wall, a stone head 
gushing water into a stone basin. At this point an iron portcullis slid down 
over the entrance archway, blocking it. They figured that they had to put the 
fist-sized rock into the hollow eye socket; this stopped the water flow and 



K’kree was able to put his hand into the mouth and pull the lever inside, 
opening the secret drawer. Inside was a scroll case, with a scroll written in 
Archaen. a language which Grave could read. It was a powerful form of 
Dispel Magic. Now things went a bit wrong. Standing well back, they tossed a 
stone down the well; it clattered around then landed with a splash. Grave 
cast the Dispel Magic at the well but nothing appeared to happen. He then 
tried one of his own Dispel Magic at the stone head; still nothing happened. 
 
The day was drawing to a close and Ardan was beginning to spread its 
purple glow over the forest. They settled down for the night. 
 
So ended the first part of the third adventure… 
 
{GM’s note: a large part of this adventure was run with a real-life 
thunderstorm going on in the background!} 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Welcome, once again dear readers, to the fourth issue of Tales from the 
Emerald Pentacle, chronicling the adventures of the junior section of 
Halesowen Boardgamers in the world of Talislanta. 
 
When we left our intrepid explorers they were settling down for the night, 
trapped inside the ruins of Fabian’s tower, however, before we continue with 
their story, our thoughts must fly far to the north-west, to the land of 
Silvanus, home of the Sarista. 
 
Jenny and Mr. Quiz had taken a journey back to Silvanus; on the way they 
met up with a dour Arimite knife-fighter calling himself Thermite (Matthew 
#1). Deciding they had ‘something’ in common (what, one asks?), they were 
walking through the woods when without warning, a strange whirling 
tornado, shot through with pink and amber, scooped them up. They where 
whirled this way and that, finally landing on a featureless “area”. There 
were no doors, no walls, no ceiling and no floor. From behind, a voice spoke; 
“Do not turn round. I am Pandelume. Your friends are in danger and need 
your help. If you do not go, they will die.” They agreed to go; the voice said 
“hold out your hand, I must place something in it. Do not turn round; no 
one may gaze upon Pandelume; it is the Law. When you return to the woods, 
crush the object.” They were whisked back to the woods where they had left; 
each was holding a small golden/rose acorn like object. On the count of 
three they crushed them, a shimmering golden haze arose round them and 
they where whirled this way and that… 
 
At the tower, dawn had broken and they began to look around the tower. 
Stoopod found a heavy iron ring set in the stone floor and exerted all his 
strength to pull it open, revealing moss-covered steps leading down. At this 
juncture, K’kree called that the wind was rising, whipping up into a gale. In 
the distance could be seen a strange whirling tornado, shot through with 
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pink and amber. Before they could react it was upon them, dissipating to 
nothing to reveal Jenny, Mr Quiz and Thermite. 
 
Following introductions, Stoopod went back to investigating the trapdoor. 
Looking into the well (finally!), Thermite and Mr Quiz saw, about 15’ below, 
a huge statue holding an upraised sword. Stoopod, Jenny, Throtal, Mr Quiz 
and Grave fell over themselves trying to get down the steps, whilst K’kree and 
Thermite stayed in the tower courtyard. At the foot of the steps they splashed 
into 5’ of water, somewhat unlucky for Jenny who is only 5’ 5”! Stoopod 
picked her up. The statue was 12’ tall, standing on a 7’ pedestal; a horned 
humanoid of hideous visage, made of silvery-flecked stone (it looked like an 
Enim, but no-one realised this). Attempts to get the sword failed, it was part 
of the statue. Swords just bounced off the stone and Throtal’s arrow shot 
ricocheted round the chamber. 
Finally it dawned on them exactly what the ‘powerful spell of Dispel Magic’ 
that used to be on the scroll had been intended for. A plan was devised that 
both Grave and Mr Quiz would simultaneously cast Dispel Magic on the 
statue. The spells went off, the silver flecks faded and, yes; of course the statue 
came to life. 
 
Jenny and Stoopod ran back up the stairs, Stoopod having first tried to fight 
the thing and deciding it was unkillable. Throtal bravely stood his ground 
and fought like a true Thrall, but took a terrible pounding and eventually 
slipped to the ground unconscious (in 5’ of water remember). Thermite drew 
two knives from his belt and, giving a harsh battle cry, leapt down the well 
onto the things back, stabbing deep with his knives. He continued to hang 
on and stab it, but was eventually swatted off and flung across the chamber. 
Mr Quiz blasted the thing with an Arcane Bolt that barely touched it; he too 
then made his escape. Thermite threw a knife at the things back, then ran 
and adroitly slid between its legs, getting to the stairs. During the melee the 
thing had dropped the sword that it was holding (GM: I think it was 
something Throtal did, but I can’t remember what), Stoopod ran back down 
to try and get it but the thing pursued him. He did manage to pick up the 
sword out of the water and also dragged Throtal out. Back on the surface, 
with a terrible rending of earth the thing burst up through the ground. Mr 
Quiz tried an Arcane Bolt on the gate blocking the entrance, it glowed red-
hot but wasn’t destroyed. Stoopod hit the thing with the new sword, there was 
a flash like summer lightning and it staggered. K’kree fired his tri-bow at it 
and it exploded into dust, with a faint clattering as Thermite’s knives fell to 
the floor. 
 
Throtal was dying, nearly dead. Jenny tried a healing spell but the effort 
was too much and she took a backlash that hurt her. Bravely, she tried 
again and succeeded. Throtal was unconscious but no longer dying. K’kree 
flew to the outside to see if there was any way to open the gate, finally they 
found a lever on the plinth down in the well and were free. 



 
Pulling Throtal on a travois they headed off, finally reaching a rickety 
wooden bridge over a marshy stream. They crossed this without incident, 
although they did hear the distant sound of heklers off to the southwest. They 
reached the grove of Withergall trees and then the willowood by the stream. 
Stoopod pushed K’kree under the branches to see if the curse was still 
working, K’kree stumbled and hurt his head. Passing the lightning tree they 
took a wrong turn and found the pit with the chig. Pressing on to the hut of 
Knutt; they found him there chopping wood. He offered to sell them some 
wood but Stoopod just said he was going to die. When Knutt asked why, he 
replied, “Because you tried to kill me.” Knutt enquired as to why he would 
want to do that, a loud chorus of voices yelled; “because you hate 
butterflies!” That was enough to set Knutt off and he raised his axe. 
Unfortunately the axe-head fell off, undeterred he hit Stoopod with the axe 
handle, only to receive a return stroke from Stoopod’s Greatsword followed by 
a clip from K’kree’s tri-bow in the chest that took him out (Care in the 
Community, Talislantan-style!) Looting the hut, Stoopod found 60 gold 
lumens that he took, promising to share them later. An excursion down a 
new path (more misremembered directions!) brought them to a ruin of a 
stone building surrounded by mist; night was falling so they camped down 
in the late Knutt’s hut (all except K’kree, who spent the night in a tree.) 
 
The following day (26th Ardan), Throtal had recovered enough to be able to 
walk. After some more wandering about they finally found the way out and 
returned to Cymril, reaching the city on 28th Ardan. 
 
Aftermath 
Various members of the party set about seeking training in various skills 
The news from Sindar was that Nadir Horvanth did not win the Trivarian 
tournament, being narrowly beaten in the fourth septrad by Nadir Punten 
 
 
(GM’s notes: Just to show how ‘X-filey’ things can get, right at the beginning I 
got Jenny et al into the game by saying ‘your friends are in danger’. It 
wasn’t set up (honest!) but if Jenny hadn’t been there then Throtal would 
have died. 
This is the last of the Talislantan games at the club for a time as the school 
holidays have come to an end. I’d like to thank all the kids who took part for 
making Talislanta ‘come alive’; I hope they all enjoyed the experience and 
we’ll continue in the next holidays). 

 


