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Buffa’s Monster Buffa’s Monster 

Buffa shivered and shook, tucked away 
in her hiding place. It was so horrible. So 
horrible. The young goblin was, of course, 
not the bravest of creatures ever born.

Especially now she was on her own. 
But what she had seen was even more 
horrible than, well, she was. She was on 
her own because of it, and she was afraid 
to run further, afraid to run for the light and 
warmth of her clan’s home.

They had thought the rockfall a good thing, 
exposing new tunnels and, potentially, 
more living space for Clan Bulbousfoot.

Buffa, though, had had to poke her (long 
even for a goblin) nose down here, had to 
egg on her friends. Now she was hiding 
in her tiny niche with no light, tucked into 
one of the cavelike rooms she had found. 
She did not want light. Light meant she 
would have to see what she so desperately 
wanted to unsee.

She did not want to see it again.

A roar.

She winced, she f linched, and finally 
staying was more frightening than leaving. 
The child ran, ran through the corridor, 
and the door...the door closed behind her. 
Thanking goblin deities for her luck, she 
kept running.

Out into the light and the warmth. 
“There’s...there’s...” she sobbed. “They’re 
dead.”

At least she thought they were, she hoped 
they were almost, rather than alive and in 

that thing’s larder. That thing which stank 
even to goblins and had eaten them.

Eaten them. Her friends. She felt hysteria 
rise within her again. She knew that it was 
the way of things, the fastest and best 
survived, the rest didn’t deserve to.

They were her friends. And she had nearly 
got eaten herself.

“Buffa, dearling...”

“There’s a monster. A big thing. A great big 
monster that eats goblins!” she rambled.

She was not a very old goblin. More than a 
child, less than a mature woman.

“A foulbear?”

“No, no.” Her voice rose into near hysteria. 
“I don’t know. Maybe. I think it was worse, 
though!”

And then she fainted at the cook’s feet.

Almost gently, the woman lifted the 
adolescent and carried her to a bed where 
she could sleep off her scare.

Almost, because she was a goblin, after 
all, and they did not do well with gentle. Or 
with monsters (other than themselves). But, 
clearly, something had to be done about 
this.

The cook continued past where she had 
left Buffa and into the main hall. There was 
no meal going on right now, but she knew 
she would find Chief Talon Bulbousfoot 
right there. Talon because of his long and 
thick fingernails that he never cut.

“Some of the young people explored the 
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new tunnel. Only one of them came back 
and she’s talking about a monster.”

“Fools are no loss,” Talon said, picking up 
a bone and idly chewing some gristle off 
the end of it.

“She’s not sure it’s not going to get out.” A 
pause. “Into the kitchens. We can’t have 
a monster in the kitchens right before the 
festival.”

He picked at his teeth, then set the bone 
down on the bare table in front of him. “Oh, 
well, then. I suppose we should send a 
party to deal with it.”

“I’m not volunteering!” The cook almost 
squeaked.

“Of course not. If you get killed, then we’ll 
have a lousy festival. No. I know exactly 
who to send. You said two kids didn’t 
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come back?”

“Ackus and Morat, I think.”

“Eh. No funerals for fools. But let it be 
known that whoever deals with the beast 
will sit at my table during the festival.”

A high reward indeed, as the best food 
was always reserved for that table, for 
Talon, his family, and the dignitaries.

He picked at his teeth again, this time with 
the end of his claw. “Well?”

“You’re the chief. It’s your job to 
announce it. Or you could just send some 
troublemakers.”

He snorted. “If you weren’t my wife 
you would never get away with such 
disrespect.”

The cook just grinned. “If I wasn’t your wife 
I wouldn’t try.”

“Okay, okay. I’ll let it be known. How about 
you go back to making dinner.”

She kissed him on his cheek, it being 
difficult to do so on the mouth given the 
length of both of their noses, and headed 
back to the kitchens, satisfied.

Chief Talon Bulbousfoot watched her go. 
He knew exactly which troublemakers to 
send.

Of course, if they survived he’d have to put 
up with them at his table and making eyes 
at his kids.

It was a small price for a chance to get rid 
of either a monster or the troublemakers or, 
best case scenario, both.

He supposed he should offer some treasure 
as well, just to sweeten the pot. He eyed 
the bone.

It was now thoroughly chewed. He tossed 
it to a packrat that was crouched under the 
table. The beast pounced on it to crack it 
open for the marrow, in a manner that was 
more animal and less sentient being.

He liked it that way.

Then he glanced at the kitchens. She would 
be done soon. But no...

...announcements first.
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Lair of the Cerebeast Lair of the Cerebeast 
An adventure module for Dark Hold, in the 
Savage Worlds system.

This adventure assumes you own the Dark 
Hold book and the Savage Worlds core 
system. However, as a recap:

The area of Dark Hold was once a dwarven 
empire to which the dwarves brought a 
variety of slave races. After the collapse of 
the empire, most of these races faded out.

Goblins, however - tough, small and able to 
eat just about anything - not only survived 
in the ruins, they thrived. Using their ability 
to create crystal-based artifacts, they trade 
with humans and other outsiders for those 
things they cannot make or grow in the valley 
above Dark Hold or its upper levels. They 
seldom or never venture into the depths, 
where monsters lurk and treasure awaits.

There is, though, treasure, and sometimes 
those lurking monsters find their way closer 
to the surface. While not brave on their own, 
goblins find courage in groups and numbers, 
and often swarm their enemies as a tactic.

You are goblin adventurers. You are short, 
nasty, and not particularly powerful - but you 
are survivors who can sometimes wriggle 
your way out of situations that larger and 
more potent creatures cannot avoid. You 
believe mostly in luck and your own selves 
- and perhaps your friends, although goblin 
friendship can be fickle at times.

Most of all, you want to find the treasure, kill 
the pesky monster and get back in time for 
the pig joust. Oh, and possibly impress the 
chief’s daughter (or son) with your valor - or 
whoever it is you have your eye on.

Dark Hold was written to explore goblin 
culture and create rules for playing goblins 
that can be used standalone or as part of 
a wider campaign world. This adventure is 
intended for goblin players - but could be 
adapted to mixed race parties or inserted 
into a completely different campaign.

Most of all, though, goblins do not take 
themselves too seriously - and neither 
should you.
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