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Punch the Heck Out of the Wall
Ogres and Rakshasas tend to play games like Punch the Heck Out of
the Wall. It’s a simple game. The players lay bets on who will be the
first to punch their way through a 12’ [30 cm] thick stone wall. Bare-
knuckles only. I can only assume that to Ogres and Rakshasas the
game represents the eternal struggle of sentient beings with the
obstinacy of an unfeeling universe. Either that or they’re even more
stupid than I had previously believed.

I once ran across two Ogres playing this game. Unfortunately,
they had chosen to play it on Asgard’s defense wall, which is a full 40’
[12 m] thick. They had obviously been at it a while, given the flakes of
stone surrounding their feet and the condition of their hands.

“Uh, gentlemen… I hate to interrupt, but that’s the outer defense
wall you are attempting to punch your way through.”

The two Ogres stopped punching, looked at me, then looked at
each other. One rubbed his chin thoughtfully for about two full
minutes, then nodded. “We’ll have to change our bets then.” With that,
they agreed to lengthen their bets, and went back to punching the wall.

Other Popular Pastimes
People in Asgard bet on almost anything. Thus a wide range of
sports and contests are popular in Asgard. Full-Contact
Backgammon, Amputation Chess, and Bowling for Simoleons are
just a few of the standards that both visitors and natives of Asgard
alike are addicted to. I suggest that unless you have the size and
strength (and intelligence) of a Giant, that you avoid playing Caber
Catching. Also watch out for the One-Armed Berserkers, located
everywhere, including washrooms.

The Keg Dome
By now I’d figured I’d seen enough of what Asgard had to offer and
was ready to make my pitch to Odin and company. After additional
inquiries and a hefty tip to a voluptuous casino attendant I was
given a tip that Odin would be attending his private box to watch a
game of Kegball at the Keg Dome, a massive sports arena in the
center of town. That was my new destination.

This magnificent indoor stadium is another don’t miss site. As
might be expected, the stadium is huge. The stands rise up in a series
of tiered balconies and hold up to 60,000 fans. The stadium is built
very sturdily — it has to be otherwise it would never survive a game.

I inquired why the cheap seats are those closest to the field. It
seems that Kegball fans make a habit of expressing their sportsman-
ship by bombarding the field with rotten tomatoes, eggs, rocks,
Dwarves, plumbing fixtures — anything they can get their hands on.
Fans also have a habit of drinking very heavily before, during, and
after games — they have lousy aim. You get the picture, pay extra
and sit on the first balcony.

The concession stands are surrounded by thick iron bars, and are
heavily guarded during games. They sell only two things: beer and
McLemming Burgers; both at outrageous prices. However, if you’ve
ever seen the remains of one of these stands after the home team
loses a game, you might just begin to imagine what the owners pay
for insurance.

When not running Kegball games, the stadium is used for
lemming herder trade shows, Dwarf-tossing contests, rock concerts,

and marching band tattoos. The Giants are one of only two races on
the planet who actually enjoy marching bands. (The other is the
Drow, but each and every one of them is profoundly tone-deaf, so at
least they have an excuse).

The Aesirheim Giants vs The Fafnir Dragons
Asgardians love their sport; games occur year round. However,
watch out, sometimes the action of the fans in the stands is far more
engaging and dangerous than what is taking place on the field. 

The hometown team, the Aesirheim Giants (a uniquely original
name), has a fanatical following. The local fans have been known to
form gangs and beat up groups of opposing fans whom they
outnumber at least three to one. So, either root for the Vikings, or go
to the games with a small army.

Today’s game was between the Giants and the Fafnir Dragons,
but I could care less, my mission was to confront Odin in his private
box. I paid my grupniks and began my quest, but an usher noticed
my ticket and herded me to my designated seat. I could see Odin in
his box from where I sat, but had no way to reach him. I figured I’d
sneak off once the game started and the usher became distracted.

I soon discovered my seat was in the middle of a gang of female
groupies who follow the Dragons from game to game. When they
determined that I had no team preference, they became determined
to make a Dragon convert out of me. As it happened, the Dragons
took an early lead. Hugging me with massive arms and tossing pop-
lemmings into the air, I observed they had entered a special mental
state that only true sports fans can achieve. I had to get away.

Finally, at half time, I was able to get away and begin my
mission. Unfortunately, I discovered that Odin, disgusted that his
team was losing, had left early. No one could tell me where he went.

I left the stadium and began a quest for a place to stay for the
evening. I figured I’d start with Odin’s Palace.

Accommodation in Asgard
Asgard has a wide variety of lodging, catering to all tastes and pock-
etbooks. Accommodations range from Freki’s Flophouse to Odin’s
Palace; from the comfiest of down-filled beds to wet, flea-ridden
straw tossed on a dirt floor; from fine champagne and the choicest of
meats to lemming heads barbecued with a blow-torch. Whatever
your budget, Asgard can accommodate you.

If you do intend to check out the high end, make sure you have
plenty of cash. I was foolish enough to walk into Odin’s Palace
without a suitcase full of gemstones.

As soon as I strolled in the door, a bouncer intercepted me.
Impeccably dressed in a dove-gray morning coat with a two-handed
sword slung over his back, he raised an eyebrow and said, “Can I help
you? Did you perhaps want the tradesfolk’s entrance at the rear?”

Miffed, I flashed my Aesir Gold Card at him and said, “I was
intending to check this place out, and, if I liked it, was considering
spending a few nights here.”

Just as I finished speaking, an Aesir with a Valkyrie on his arm
strode into the lobby. He reached into his jacket pocket and flipped
something shiny at the doorkeeper. “Here you are, Sven. Kindly
book my usual room, table, and chorus-line for me like a good boy.
Oh, and keep the change.”

The doorkeeper deftly caught the shiny object, and I managed to
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If everything seems to be going well, you’ve missed something.

catch a glimpse of it. It was an Aesir Diamond Studded Platinum
Card, and it was indeed studded with real diamonds. I could tell at
that moment that Sven was unimpressed with my mere Gold Card.

Sven bowed low for a moment, then returned his attention to me.
I hastily put my card away. He smiled. “You just vant to look around
for a moment? I don’t have a problem vith that. Come right this vay,
sir.” With a wave of his hand, he indicated a corridor to our left.

I walked ahead of him, thinking that perhaps he wasn’t such a
bad guy after all, looking for a way to ditch him and then check to
see if Odin had arrived… suddenly, the floor dropped out from
under me. Without even time to scream, I dropped onto a pile of
fetid rags and kitchen leavings. Looking up from where I had come
to a sudden, sitting halt, I saw Sven’s face outlined in the trap door
above me. He shouted down, “Und stay out!” With that, he
slammed the trap door shut.

What I’m going to tell you about Asgard’s better accommoda-
tions comes second hand. I got most of my information from a well-
off Giant who was slumming in a seedy bar. I personally didn’t get
any further than the lobby of the Breidablik Tower either, but the
bouncer there was kind enough to simply throw me out the front
door rather than into a pile of garbage.

Odin’s Palace
Odin’s Palace is the finest hotel in Asgard; it’s the only one rated 6
Hammers. It is built in the style of an enormous atrium with the inte-
rior balconies overlooking an indoor park which contains a small
spring and a stream filled with fish. An enormous tree, Yggdrasil, rises
the full height of the hotel, filtering light from the skylight above. Odin
himself lives in the penthouse, and can sometimes be seen paddling
around in the glass-enclosed pancreas-shaped pool on the roof.

The typical guest room is large enough to get lost in. Everything
about them is huge. Unfortunately, this includes tackiness. The
floors are covered with rich, red plush carpeting. So are the walls
and ceilings. Oversized lava lamps and velour black-light pictures of
Giantish heroes cover the walls and provide atmosphere. The bath-
room taps are not gold-plated — they are solid gold. The beds
vibrate at the flick of a switch. The tubs are heart-shaped and the
same color as the carpets. All the chairs have built-in massage action. 

Dwarvish servants are at everyone’s beck and call, 24 hours a
day. Room service will
bring your food, wash
your clothes, clean
your toenails, and
brush your teeth for
you — all you have to
do is ask. Forgot your
favorite servant at
home? No problem.
You can beat up one of
the hotel staff instead.
Need a few escorts for
a night out on the
town? Easy as pie. The
hotel will provide you
with the biggest,

meanest, fastest, and best dressed, bouncers in town.
The Aesir who run these hotels seem to have taken their cue from

the Pixie way of life: anything worth doing is worth overdoing.
However, excess is what the customers want, and excess is what they
get. Including the size of the bill. If the bill isn’t large enough to bankrupt
a small country, the customers will believe they didn’t get the ‘best’.

The Budget Hotels
As impressive and showy as the top end hotels are, Asgard couldn’t
survive on the high-rollers alone. There just aren’t enough of them.
The backbone of the casinos and service industry in Asgard is the
middle class. (That’s an interesting term to use — but I’m not sure
what else to say. Is there anything that can be considered a middle
class on this post-modern, anarchic, medieval, chaotic, pseudo-
fascist, pre-industrial planet? Let’s just call them the people who are
richer than the poor, but poorer than the rich, and leave it at that.) 

They come in droves to spend money and have a good time. The
Aesir who run Asgard don’t particularly care if their customers have
a good time, but it sunk in some time ago that if visitors to the city
don’t have a good time, they stop coming, and therefore stop
spending money. Thus, the casino, hotel, and restaurant owners do
their best to make sure you have a good time, and do their best to
make sure you pay for every bit of it. There’s a saying in Asgard:
“Everything’s free in Asgard, for a small fee.”

At first glance, or if it’s dark out, you’ve had a bit too much to
drink, and someone’s dropped a bag over your head, you may
mistake one of the middle-class hotels for one of the upper-crust
ones. Even the names are similar: the two most popular mid-class
hotels are Geezer’s Palace and The Bland Tower.

The Gungnir Grand puts fresh flowers in your room — The
Bland puts a single bouquet of plastic daisies on your rickety
dresser. (This has been known to cause severe stomach pains in
Giant guests who can’t tell the difference, but seems to make no
difference to hungry Ogres.) 

The Grand has its walls and ceilings covered in carpet — The
Bland has fuzzy wallpaper. The Grand has hot tubs and a sauna —
The Bland sits beside the river and allows you to hang around the
kitchen stove. The Grand has massive lava lamps — The Bland has
soap bubbles in colored water. And so on.

Since I couldn’t even walk into the high class establishments, let
alone afford them, I
stayed a couple of
nights at Geezer ’s
Palace. The place is
well named. I was
probably the only
guest under the age of
127. Even the staff is
getting on in years. I
soon learned that if I
wanted room service
to deliver my break-
fast before noon, I had
to order it the night
before, and not to
order anything hot.
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Just when things seem to be going fine, something’s bound to occur to screw it up.

When I went to turn in after a night of carousing, I found the maid
changing my sheets. When I asked her why they changed the sheets
at 2 in the morning, she informed me that they started at 9 am. I was
foolish enough to let the bellboy carry my bags up to my room. I had
to do without fresh clothes for two days.

I only ate once in the dining room. By that time, I learned to take
a table near the kitchen to improve my chances of getting a hot meat.
I order steak, baked potatoes, and peas. What I received was a plate
with three piles of mush. “Waiter!” I called, “I ordered steak, pota-
toes, and peas, not whatever this is.”

After what seemed a lifetime, the waiter shuffled over to my
table. “But sir, that is what you ordered. The white colored mush is
the potatoes, the green colored mush is the peas, and the dark
colored mush is your steak. Our typical clientele is not quite up to
chewing, as such.”

Since I don’t particularly like steak I can suck through a straw, I
had the rest of my meals elsewhere.

When I left, my itemized bill was six pages long. Every possible
charge was there:

Gratuity, Bell Boy 6 grupniks
Gratuity, Maid 5 grupniks
Swimming in River 2 dinero
Sitting by Kitchen Stove 4 simoleons
Asking Waiter About Food 1 grupnik
Tiny Umbrella in Fancy Drink 3 dinero
Wear and Tear on Carpets 4 dinero
Air Breathed in Hotel 2 simoleons

and so on….
It was light-years cheaper than the upper-crust places, but it still

strained my wallet.

The Dives
The no-star establishments are many, but not particularly varied.
Freki’s Flophouse is typical of the genre. Freki’s  is a large,
ramshackle building in the low-rent district of town. The bottom
floor is one huge room with an open kitchen and large eating and
party area. ‘Kitchen’ is too polite a word. ‘Greasy open fire with
hacked up beasts and huge iron pots hanging over it’ is a far better
term. The combination of the open fire and the straw scattered about
the floor means that one of these places burns down every week
(incidentally providing the neighborhood with free entertainment.)

Things are informal at Freki’s. You walk in, toss a few coins to the
attendant, grab a hunk of meet and a bowl of unidentifiable ‘stew’
from a pot, find a place to sit, and get to know your fellow travelers.

The people who hang around Freki’s  are a varied bunch. Some
enter Asgard poor, and leave flat broke. Others enter rich, and leave
flat broke. A very, very few enter poor and leave rich. This faint
possibility of instant wealth draws people from all over the planet to
Asgard. 

No-one enters Asgard flat broke. If you can’t even afford the
Rainbow Toll Bridge, you don’t get in. Asgard does have a method
of dealing with poor people, however. The city gives them a one-
way ticket to the next town.

Not having been as lucky at the gaming tables as I had wished, I

spent a few nights at Freki’s. The entertainment isn’t up to the level
of Balder’s Buffet, but it does have a certain charm. One night, I
watched Gorath the Gargantuan and six Dwarves tag-team wrestle
an Ogre, a Rakshasa, and an insurance salesman. I had my money
on Gorath, but when the salesman sidelined the Dwarves by getting
them into a debate about group whole life insurance, I thought it
was over. Luckily for me (but not for the participants), the Rakshasa
became a little peckish, and tried to eat his partner the Ogre. The
Ogre naturally responded by trying to eat the Rakshasa. The crowd
went wild watching those two try to stuff each others’ body parts
down their throats. When it was all over, there was surprisingly little
left of either the Ogre or the Rakshasa. Gorath, who had been
watching bemusedly from the sidelines for most of this time, put an
end to the Dwarves’ debate by drop kicking the insurance salesman
into the next block. I pocketed over 500 dinero (though I’m just not
sure how much that is in grupniks).

Rumor had it that Gorath was going to face Ron the Vaguely
Competent in a return Iron Cage Death Match the next night, but I
missed it.

Sleeping arrangements at places like Freki’s are simple. Find an
open space on a floor in one of the upstairs rooms, put your valu-
ables under your head for a pillow, then spend the entire night wide
awake listening to screams and gurgles, the sounds of knives being
sharpened, and the digestive processes of your neighbor. If you are
of a nervous disposition, can’t go six days without sleep, or aren’t
armed to the teeth, I’d advise you to avoid the lower-class establish-
ments entirely.

The Idavol – Asgard’s Management Center
The next morning, I determined to arrange an appointment with
Asgard’s ruler. I determined that I might as well give the formal
channels a chance and headed over to the Idavol, the seat of Asgard
government. I walked up the great stone steps, past the massive
golden dragons cast in positions of aggressive alertness, and toward
the row of massive oak doors. I reached for a door and… WHAM!

I was rudely awakened from a deep sleep by an Aesir bouncer in an
official government-like uniform. Poking me none-too-gently with the
end of his broadsword, he said “Hey, you can’t sleep on der steps like
dis! I’m giving you a ticket, und if you don’t pay der fine by sundown,
ve are going to be tossing you over der walls und into der river.”

I tenderly touched the bump on forehead and got up while
trying to explain to the lout that I had been the victim of an accident
with a door. Of course it was useless. It just made him testy. I took
the ticket.

By now my cash reserves were running low so I began to
wonder how I would get the money to pay the fine. I certainly didn’t
want to leave Asgard just yet.

I decided my first consideration was still to book an audience
with Odin; hopefully while inside the government building, I would
find a nice reasonable bureaucrat who would write off the ticket.
Hopefully.

The Idavol building is one of the first erected in Asgard, and
although it has undergone a few renovations over the years, it essen-
tially looks like an ornate multileveled longhouse on steroids. 

The walls said to be made of solid gold, and the roof tiled in
silver. This is an exaggeration. No, a better term would be ‘lie’. The
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A random gamble will always have a greater chance of success than a carefully chosen option based on logic.16

walls are covered in gold foil, and the roof in a silvery substance,
most likely tinfoil. The walls at ground level have been picked
almost bare by people trying to discover whether it really is solid
gold, and get an extra stake for the betting tables.

Idavol is the nerve center of Asgard. This is where the decisions
are made, the orders given, and where the first misinterpretations of
those orders take place. Like most other bureaucratic centers, Idavol
is full of gray, faceless bureaucrats, who spend their lives shuffling
paper from the in-box to the out-box, and saying things like, “That’s
not my department,” or “I can’t possibly authorize that without the
proper signature and stamp.” 

There are two key differences. Because Idavol is staffed with
Giants, the bureaucracy is even more corrupt and unresponsive than
usual, and since every bureaucrat wears a broadsword to work
expediting a problem situation often means cutting through red tape
at the source; this tends to make for lively staff meetings and rapid
promotion through the ranks.

Getting caught up in this bureaucratic morass can be a night-
mare. I have met people who have been wandering the halls of
Idavol trying to obtain the proper signatures, stamps, and approvals
for years. They all have a lost, haunted, and somewhat vacant stare.

On the other hand, I trained at Space Academy on Earth. There’s
no better education anywhere in the universe for dealing with the
machinery of authority.

A Giant Bureaucracy
I entered the Idavol, and asked an official looking fellow where I
could book an appointment to see his glorious ruler. Mistake. He
saw my ticket and directed me to the ‘Fines and Tickets
Department’. Fine, I thought, one thing at a time. As soon as he was
out of sight, I wandered into the ‘Streets, Lanes, and Byways
Department’. I strode up to the first desk I saw, and with a look of
complete disdain on my face, and put it down in front of the gray-
haired Giant sitting there.

“Vas is dis?” she said. “Dis is a sleeping in der street ticket. You
must pay dis in der Fines ud Tickets Department.”

“They sent me down here.” I lied. “Something about it being
invalid without the proper ‘Streets, Lanes and Byways’ counterstamp.”

“Ah, I see. Before I counterstamp this, I need to know if you are
a native of Asgard?”

“No.” I replied.
“Ah, then you must go to der ‘Department of External Affairs

und Other People Like That’ first.” Satisfied with herself for
avoiding having to stamp yet another piece of paper, she leaned
back in her chair with a triumphal smile.

“Ah,” I said, “but before I do that, I’ll need an initial signature
and stamp from you regarding the situation.”

“Oh, ja.” she looked puzzled for a moment. “Just vhat category
do I put this under?”

Stroking my chin as though I was deep in thought, I replied, “I
believe it comes under the heading, ‘Permission for Foreigner to
Sleep in the Streets’. This ticket refers to the lack of such permission,
but because I’m a foreigner, the ‘External Affairs’ people have to put
the ‘denied’ stamp on it.”

“Good. As long as dey take der responsibility.” With that, she
wrote ‘Permission for Foreigner to Sleep in the Street’ on a sheet of

‘Streets, Lamps, and Byways Department’ stationery, and signed and
stamped it. With lordly disdain (bureaucrats get suspicious when
you thank them for something) I left and headed for the
‘Department of External Affairs and Other Such People’. Within a
few minutes I had the word ‘Granted’, along with the proper
counter stamps and signatures on my precious piece of paper. There
was only one thing left to do.

I strode up to the pimply, teenage Giant pushing a mail cart
down the hall. “Here Sven,” I said gruffly, pushing my ticket into his
hands, “this goes to the ‘Janitorial Pensions and Sewer Workers
Recruitment Department’. Make sure it gets there this afternoon!”
With that, I strode away.

Clutching the ticket, the Giant turned and in a geeky voice said,
“Hey, how did you know my name vas Sven?”

I only shook my head and muttered under my breath, “Isn’t
everyones’ name Sven?”

From that day on, whether found sleeping in the streets or
knocked senseless by some random act of violence, after one look at
my properly signed, stamped, and counter signed paper on ‘Streets,
Lamps, and Byways Department’ stationery, the bouncers no longer
threatened me with expulsion from Asgard.

An Od Looking Fellow
As I rounded a corner on my way back to the appointments area, I
saw someone who could not be anyone other than the ruler of
Asgard himself, walking briskly out of the building with the brim of
a fedora pulled low, and the lapels of a trench coat pulled up.

I ran out after him and called “Wait, your liege!” 
He hesitated long enough for me to catch up and quickly turned

his massive frame and looked down to me, speaking in a rather
disappointed and whispered voice, “Dammit all to Niflheim! How
in Hel’s name could you tell it vas me — I’m supposed to be in
disguise as Mr. Od!”

I looked at the muscled figure before me, dressed like a cross
between an accountant and a detective; his snow white beard
flowing down over the trench coat… only a bit odd. “Uh, it must
have been the eye patch, sir, ah… your highness.”

I made the most of my lucky encounter and explained that I had
a plan to help bring even more people to Asgard, thus increasing his
profits. He thought for a moment, sizing me up, then suggested we
retire to his private apartments where I could explain my proposal to
both he and Loki, his vice-president, in charge of marketing. I could
have danced.

The Opportunity of a Lifetime
When we got to the penthouse I had to concentrate very hard not to
laugh at the decor, and the fashions on the people occupying the
rooms; it seems that Thor, Odin’s playboy son had thrown another
of his famous impromptu parties. Bouncers in tuxedo loincloths
served drinks and snacks on ornate gilded trays, ‘beautiful people’
stood chatting about their real estate properties and the ‘problem of
the idle poor’, while several Opera stars and other ‘personalities’
lounged around the pool.

Odin made his way through the room, and catching Loki’s eye,
invited us both into a private office with soundproof walls. I began
my pitch. 
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If something has gone right (or wrong), the greater the chance that the next thing will do the same.

They listened intently until I had finished completely. Then they
asked questions for about 30 minutes. I explained how they could
produce brochures, assemble various ad campaigns, conduct
marketing surveys to target new services. Drinks were brought in.
We ate dinner. Their interest did not waver.

Finally, I outlined my terms, “…and for a fee of 10% of the net
profits gleaned from my efforts, you can retain my continued
marketing services for these and future projects….”

“But why would we want to pay you 10%?” interrupted Loki. “I
handle the marketing for Asgard.” 

“Well… for my ongoing consulting assistance,” I offered.
“But you’ve outlined everything we need to do very effectively,”

pointed out Loki, rather effectively.
I was stunned. I had just outlined myself out of 10% of the

hottest business concern on the planet. “But, you’ll need someone to
think up the ideas, and to make sure those ideas are implemented
correctly,” I pleaded.

“Don’t you worry, Mr. Murphy. We’ll do fine,” interrupted Odin.
“Now, you’ve been very nice to have explained all these things to us,
and just to show how grateful we are, why don’t you accept this
Aesir Diamond Studded Platinum Card, compliments of the house,
and call us even.”

I looked at the card he held out before me. I thought of the
wealth that like an idiot I had just talked myself out of. I took the
card, and quietly thanked my benefactors for their generosity.

“Excellent. Now Mr. Murphy, if you don’t mind, we have a party
to attend. Please use the rear stairwell. And enjoy your stay in
Asgard.”
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Typical Aesir Giant Clan Names (roll 1d100)

Number
Rolled Male Names Female Names Last Names

1 – 3 Alrik Arla al Dente
4 – 6 Arni Astrid Antipasto
7 – 9 Audun Aud Besciamella

10 – 12 Björn Beda Brodo
13 – 15 Bodil Birgitta Cannelloni
16 – 18 Borg Britta Capellini
19 – 21 Brede Dagny Carbonara
22 – 24 Dag Disa Carducci
25 – 27 Dolfe Elsa Conchigliette
28 – 30 Dreng Erika Divanetto
31 – 33 Egen Gleda Fettuccine
34 – 36 Erik Gressa Fontina
37 – 39 Faxon Greta Frittata
40 – 42 Goran Gunda Gazpacho
43 – 45 Hakon Helga Gorgonzola
46 – 48 Hilmar Helli Lasagna
49 – 51 Inger Hertha Linguine
52 – 54 Jorgen Ilka Macaroni
55 – 57 Jukka Ingrid Manicotti
58 – 60 Knud Ivanka Mozzarella
61 – 63 Kosti Jonina Oregano
64 – 66 Lars Judit Panzerotti
67 – 69 Leif Karin Pastitsio
70 – 72 Lukas Katrina Penne
73 – 75 Nils Kelda Pesto
76 – 78 Olaf Kirsten Pistachio
79 – 81 Rikard Kolina Porcine
82 – 84 Sigvard Olga Prosciutto
85 – 87 Sven Signe Ricotta
88 – 90 Thorvald Sigrid Rigatoni
91 – 93 Vann Vilma Tortellini
94 – 96 Zakris Wera Vongole

97 – 100 Ziven Zora Zucchini

Blorg

QUOTE: “D’aaah, sure… I kill him for you….”

VOCATION: Mercenary, Deranged Killer

RACE/GENDER: Ogre, Male

INTELLIGENCE: 4 Thick

WILLPOWER: 5 Susceptible

CHARISMA: 5 Nauseating

MYSTIC: 1 Oblivious

STRENGTH: 31 Formidable

DEXTERITY: 16 Dextrous

FITNESS: 26 Robust

APPEARANCE: 4 Repulsive

HEALTH POINTS: 30

HEIGHT: 11'3" [3.4 m]

WEIGHT: 983 lbs [446 kg]

AGE: 26

TRAITS: Loves Small Furry Animals, Fear of Fish, Easily Confused, 

Ambition: Wants to Establish a Petting Zoo.

SKILLS: Club 85% Masterful
Calm Animals 90% Paramount
Throw Rocks 60% Adept
Unarmed Combat 70% Expert

Sean Murphy

QUOTE: “Dammit, not again….”

VOCATION: Intergalactic Property Developer & Opportunist

RACE/GENDER: Human, Male

INTELLIGENCE: 15 Bright

WILLPOWER: 16 Willful

CHARISMA: 17 Charming

MYSTIC: 8 Undiscerning

STRENGTH: 14 Stalwart

DEXTERITY: 17 Nimble

FITNESS: 15 Sturdy

APPEARANCE: 17 Handsome

HEALTH POINTS: 15

HEIGHT: 5'8" [1.7 m]

WEIGHT: 140 lbs [64 kg]

AGE: 38

TRAITS: Gullible, Obsessive, Slightly Uneasy in the Presence of 
Authority, Wary of Long-Term Commitments.

SKILLS: Sprint 85% Masterful
Fix Devices 50% Proficient
Pilot Space-Ship 70% Expert
Program Computer 40% Capable
Project Confidence 75% Expert
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If enough people believe it will happen, it probably will.

The Aesir Giant Clan
The most spectacular Giant settlement
was founded by the Aesir Clan.
Its name is Asgard. Asgard is located
on a large island in the middle of the
wide and never freezing River Ifing.
The river winds through the vast
Idawold plain in the northern arctic
waste of Niflheim.

The origins of the Aesir are
shrouded in mystery. Local Dwarvish
elders claim that one day a Giant
named Odin and several wagons of
family and hangers-on emerged from
out of the south and began spreading
money around. The Aesir, on the other
hand, claim that their ancestors were
the creators of the world, and that they are invincible. Everyone else
thinks that is just plain silly — at least the creation part.

Asgard was originally a difficult place to reach. Some think this
was part of Odin’s plan, since rumor
had it the Aesir left Muspellheim in
a  hurry when Odin cooked the
books and ripped off Surtr, boss of the
Flame Giants.

Asgard originally consisted of a
simple stockade, dirt road, and bingo
hall used to generate liquid capital
from the locals. This venture proved
such a success that it attracted other
investors and soon buildings were
going up everywhere. Odin claims to
have experienced a vision in which he
was informed: “If you build it… they
will come.”

As more money flowed in, local
Dwarves were hired to improve the
facilities and infrastructure. Additional
monies were raised for expansion by
raiding the surrounding settlements
and delivering the booty to the
Dwarves, who in turn, fashioned the
Aesir weapons, and sent them off for
more goodies.

One of the first buildings
completed was the Idavol, the High
Thingstead (council chamber) of the

Aesir. The Aesir boast that its walls
are solid gold, and its roof is tiled in
silver. In Dwarvish circles it is well
known that the Aesir could only
afford wood and stone, and had it
covered with silver and gold foil, a
decorating request which Invalde, the
Dwarvish contractor, was heard to
describe as ‘tacky’. Within Idavol,
twelve golden (foil) thrones were
constructed for Odin, his sons, and the
other favored Aesir.
A great dark stone wall was erected

on the perimeter of the island, permit-
ting only one safe entry to Asgard via
Odin’s Gate. An autobahn and
Rainbow (toll) Bridge brings tourists

to the site. Vingolf, a giant casino and pleasure palace (voted
‘Tackiest Building’ by the Elvish Architectural Association three
centuries in a row), attracts visitors from as far away as Eastern

Akimbo. Parks and Games Gardens
pull in cash, along with five-star hotels
and tourist shops. The construction of
new facilities continues.
Once other races heard about this

clan of ambitious consumers, they sent
envoys to this prosperous realm with
offers for interior decorating, fashion
designs, night club acts, and decent
food. Since to even a Giant’s intellect it
is plain that you can’t get rich preying
on your suppliers and customers, a
new strategy was needed. Loki,
Odin’s oath-brother and head of
marketing, figured out a way the Aesir
could easily distinguish friend from
foe: the Aesir Gold Card (AGC). Now
everyone who patronizes Asgard is
issued an AGC. Should someone
happen to be raided by an Aesir
warband, they simply flash their AGC
card and the berserkers will pass them
by, going on to pillage the home of
someone who failed to have the fore-
sight to vacation in Asgard. As Loki
says: “Don’t get raided with it; get
caught dead without it.”
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The Story Behind Asgard
(orOdin Cooks the Books)

The Average Giant

QUOTE: “Just fer dat, I’ma goin’ ta hafta, 
beat yer head in. Nothin’ personal.”

VOCATIONS: Lemming Herder, Casino Worker,
Mercenary, Chariot Repairer,
Kegball Player.

INTELLIGENCE: 7 Stupid
WILLPOWER: 10 Indecisive
CHARISMA: 6 Obnoxious
MYSTIC: 4 Incognizant
STRENGTH: 28 Powerful
DEXTERITY: 9 Awkward
FITNESS: 36 Vigorous
APPEARANCE: 8 Homely
HEALTH POINTS: 40
HEIGHT: 14' [4.3 m]
WEIGHT: 950 lbs [431 kg]
TRAITS: Power Hungry, Just Plain Hungry,

Argumentative, Pushy, Loud,
Demanding, Violent, Attracted to
Kitsch, Macho Posturing.
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