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So, my agent calls me up while I’m chilling in the 
ruins of a noble and just civilization—that’s just how 
the Big X rolls—and he tells me I need to read this 
“The Order of the Stick” book. I tell him, Sheckie, I don’t 
need to read anything, or do I have to remind you what 
happened to your wife when you told me I needed to  
cut down on the off-color jokes? He said no, Lord Xykon. 
I could hear the tears in his voice, and let me tell you,  
I got a good chuckle out of that. But anyway, he tells me it 
would be good if I read this advance copy of a book he just 
got his hands on, all about this adventuring party and their 
travels through a dungeon and stuff. So I say fax it over, and 
he does, and I start reading.

Long story short, I allowed him to live because man, 
are these guys funny! I couldn’t stop laughing at them, with 
their wacky observational comedy stylings. Like making 
jokes about hit points? Classic! Comedy gold. That sort of 
thing never gets old. Unless they revise the rules so that 
there aren’t hit points anymore, in which case it’ll get old 
really fast. And talk about characters! Normally, I’d need to 
slaughter at least an entire village to get that much depth out 
of the last surviving child, and even they would have a 50-50 
chance of just growing up to be an alcoholic instead of an 
avenging champion.

And I’m thinking, “Xykon, why can’t you ever face 
heroes this interesting?” Those paladins were good for 
a giggle, but they weren’t really in my weight class, know 
what I mean? All I’m stuck with is that crazy elf that broke 
in and wrecked up the place. Or that Beigeblade guy, what’s 
his name...Rob?  Roger? Yeah, I’m pretty sure it was Roger. 
Anyway, not exactly the most entertaining crew of enemies, 
as these things go. 

Which got me to thinking why that might be. I mean, 
I’m a hip young lich with everything to prove and nothing to 
lose. Protagonists ought to be lining up to take a shot at me 
(which would be convenient, given the shape of a lightning 
bolt spell). There must be something keeping the really high-
quality good guys away. So I asked a few of my minions, 
but they didn’t know. After the zombies disposed of their 
powdery remains, I realized the truth. There was nothing 
wrong with me—I was the same badass as ever. No, the 
problem was public relations. Heroes didn’t know I was out 
there, waiting to fight. I needed to get the word out, and fast.

First, I tried a classified ad in one of those alt-weekly 
newspapers, but it didn’t work. Here’s the ad I placed:

Me: 100% bone and ready to tussle. You: done with 
grinding and ready for the big finish. You penetrate my 
secret lair or I desecrate your holy temple, either way is 
fine with me. No monks.

Not only didn’t I get any decent heroes, but the men 
and women who did respond were mostly monks after I 
specifically ruled them out. At least, I’m assuming that they 
were monks based on the fact that they didn’t bring armor 
or weapons and were trying to grapple me. Plus, I think one 
of them said something about, “flurry of blows.”

Anyhoo, next I tried internet advertising. They told me 
I needed to provide a banner, so I had the hobgoblins sew a 
30-foot-long tapestry with my picture and an invitation to do 
battle in 15 languages. They do good work with needlecrafts, 
hobgoblins, I’ll say that about them. But apparently, that 
banner wasn’t the right size or something? I don’t know. 
They said they were not going to be able to place it on a 
website after all, so I decided to place them on a website, 
with the web in question belonging to an 800-lb. blood 
spider. The ironic part is that they tried to run, but they were 
horribly killed instead. Wait, is that irony? I don’t know. It 
was funny.

Then I tried viral advertising, but it was too hard to get 
the ad copy on the side of the virus’ protein shell. And then 
it mutated and killed a few thousand people. Which you’d 
think would have been pretty good publicity for a villain 
in and of itself, but no such luck. Turns out I mostly killed 
internet celebrities, so it was seen as a boon to society.

And then it hit me. I should write the preface for 
that Order of the Stick book. I bet lots of heroes read that. 
So listen up, if you’re a hero, a protagonist, a champion, or 
any sort of general do-gooder, I’m looking to swap out my 
current opposition for something a little more upscale. I can 
promise top quality battles with some good one-liners, and 
if you’re the type that gets really worked up over inhuman 
atrocities, well, we’re going to get along just fine. Just come 
to Azure City, Southern Continent, and start killing minions. 
Eventually, someone will get back to you for your paperwork.

No monks.
	 Xykon
	 Lich sorcerer
	 March 2011



Welcome, loyal readers, to the book of completely 
random stuff I put together to pad out the comic strips that 
ran in Dragon® into a full-length product.

What? I’m not supposed to say that? Crap. OK, let’s try 
this again.

Welcome, loyal readers, to a magical collection of tales 
to delight; of flights of fantasy and odd rarities sure to 
enthrall anyone who loves The Order of the Stick!

Geez, that just sounds douchey.
OK, look, I’ll level with you. I’ve really wanted to 

put the strips that ran in Dragon into print for a long time, 
but I’m a small company. I can’t sell a 22-page book for 
a decent enough price to put food on my table. So I came 
up with some other stuff to go with it. Some of it is stuff 
I’ve always wanted to do and for which I’ve now finally 
found a place, some of it is stuff for which there’s been 
a strong fan demand, and some of it is crap I pulled out of 
my ass because I thought it was funny. My hope is that all 
of it entertains, because more than any other book I’ve put  
out, that’s the whole point of this one: To make you laugh.

Because, see, there’s no overarching plot here.  
No epic tale of incompetent good versus apathetic evil. No 
filling in of previously-unrevealed secrets. Just 100-something 
pages of jokes. Some of them involving poo.

Obviously the centerpiece, the stuff you all paid for, is 
the series of strips that were originally printed in Dragon, 
the official D&D® magazine that ran from 1978 to 2007, 
and to which I was proud to be able to contribute the very 
last page of content. I also have some commentary about 
that process appearing alongside it, especially regarding the 
cancellation and how I heard about it.

After that, we have probably the single most requested 
subject ever: The Order of the Stick deals with the changeover 
to 4th Edition D&D, in their own satirical way. I made the 
decision not to switch the main strip (the one found online 
or in our big fat color compilation books) to “4E” when it 
came out because by that point, I was past the halfway mark 
of my story and I felt a changeover would be confusing to 
part-time readers, as well as distract from the plot. That 
doesn’t mean I didn’t start making mental note of some 
of the more joke-worthy aspects of the system, though, 
and while I only have 20 or so pages to dish them out in 
this book, I think both people who love and people who 
love to hate the system will be able to appreciate what I’ve  
come up with.

The third big section is something I’m introducing 
called simply StickTales—where the characters of The Order 
of the Stick retell classic fairy tales or pieces of literature. This is 

something I’ve been wanting to do for a few years now, and I 
have many ideas for it, but I’ve been hesitant to try to bring it 
to the reading public cold. Consider this my proof of concept, 
then: if everyone likes it, maybe we’ll see more such stories 
as bonus materials in other books or as stand-alone extras. If 
it goes over like an adamantine beholder, well, at least I got 
these out of my system. 

I personally enjoyed writing them a lot, because they give 
me a chance to vent something that’s been a thorn in my side 
for years with OOTS—the fact that the powers and abilities 
associated with D&D characters shove most traditional 
storytelling idioms into a canvas sack and then beat them 
with hammers until they stop moving. I’ve always been 
frustrated by the experience of having to work around such 
gamechangers as teleport, scrying, commune, and the biggest 
tension-killers of them all, raise dead and its mean older 
brother true resurrection. So now I’m turning the tables 
by exploring how even baseline assumptions about the 
game would utterly trash classic stories written in the real 
world. I hope  you read them not just as another round of 
comedy or a retelling of a story you’ve heard before, but as  
one more cheap shot at the game that I love.

And the last major thing in the book is a Julio Scoundrél 
story, because I wanted to write something fun and action-
oriented. Writing Julio is like writing Elan and Haley in one 
character, with an airship. And although it took a few tries, I 
got the chance to try out a (slightly) different art style along 
the way.

So, I hope you enjoy this book as much as I enjoyed 
the change of pace in writing it. If you like the pure 
comedy herein, I’m thrilled. If you don’t, well, think of  
it as support for the more plot-driven comic that you like so 
much in our compilations. Either way, I’ll get out of the way 
now and let you get down to some air pirate action.

Thanks, as always, for your support.
				  

	 Rich Burlew
	 March 2011

Sugar, Spice, and Writing Commentaries Twice:
Hey everyone, this is Rich in the fuuuuuture of 2024, preparing the 

digital edition you’re reading right now. In addition to everything else 
mentioned above, I’ve included the six original OOTS comics that I did 
for the very-short-lived Gygax™ magazine that was published quarterly 
in 2014 and 2015. I’ve also written a full page of new commentary 
talking about that experience and also looking back on the material in 
the rest of this book. You can find all of that after the “Invaders from the 
Fourth Edition” story, or you can just click on this link because here in 
the far-flung future, we have hyperlinked PDF files.



Order Stick
The

of
the

Snips, Snails, and Dragon Tales

Julio Scoundrél and the
Curse of the Mummy Queen



-And don't
ever threaten
my ship again,

sucker!

raaawwwwrrrr!!

Oh, julio!
You've saved the
ship from that

giant albino sky
octopus!

Captain, It's
withdrawing!

Of course,
my Dear! It will
take a lot more
than eight arms

to beat Julio
Scoundrel!

I swear, Julio, I've never
seen so many weird things
since you rescued me from
that evil villain's clutches

two days ago!*

That's the life
of a sky pirate,

Virginia: Excitement
around every

curve!

* Issue 93, Julioteers!

Now, let's

you and I head

back to my cabin 

and find our own

excitement around

every one of

your curves!

What the
what, now?

Two weeks ago, the evil
Queen amontop sent forth
her vile minions from her

pyramid tomb to steal
my village's-

Oh, Julio, I'm in no mood
for that! Not when my home

village is being held hostage
by the Mummy Queen of

Sandy Valley!



Oh, no! No, I'm not
going on another

fetch quest.

But Julio,
you're the only one

brave enough to
defeat her!

Almost certainly true,
my darling, but I'm a
sky pirate, not a sky

philanthropist. You rescued
me for free.

I'm sure
whatever pointless
historical doodad

was stolen-

A sapphire the
size of a baby's

head.

Mr. Secundus,
set course for

Sandy Valley!

You're going
to steal that poor
girl's sapphire for

yourself, aren't
you?

Don't be so
negative, Fidel.

It's not like I'm
not going to steal
everything else in

that pyramid,
too!

Coming about
to new heading,

Captain.
Captain, we've

entered the Sandy
Valley.

Good speed,
Mr. Secundus. Now
get us as close as

you can to the
pyramid.

I don't want
to have to slog my

way through a bunch
of random encounters

on the path there.

Soon:

-has great cultural
significance and
must be returned

at once.

Ha! Try and
stop me, my

sweet!

You'll
do it??

That was different. You
are a beautiful young

woman whose life
was in danger. And as examples go,

you might want to

pick something with a

little better return

on investment.

*Sigh* 



Too late,
Captain!

Wish mE luck,
Virginia.

Julio, what
are you going

to do?

Mr. Secundus!
I thought I gave you
an order regarding
the ship's position
relative to that

pyramid!

You will suffer...
the curse...of the

mummy queen!

AaaccWKk!

Then this isn't
just a raid - these
horusfolk work

for amontop!

There, see? We
make a great team,

you and I!

AHA! don't you know that
a bird in the hand is worth

a skewer in the gut?

Whoa!

Julio,
look out!

That leaves
me to defend you,

Virginia, dear.

CREW, DEFEND
THE SHIP!

SQUAAAWWWWK!!

If you should
become overwhelmed

with fear, you might find
it comforting to press

your bosom firmly
against my -

HA! If I did
that, I'd still be

waiting on my
first kiss!

Captain, I think
you should leave

the romancing until
we're out of

danger!

Uh...aye,
captain. Right

away, sir.

What I do
best -

HORUSFOLK!



- Take matters
into my own

hands!

JULIO!!!

Don't worry,
ma'am.

He knows
what he's
doing?

No. But he is
very lucky.

So graceful...
you impress me,

hero.

You must
be the Mummy

Queen.

And you must be
looking for this: The
Sapphire of Purity!

Take it if
you think you can,

champion - 

Look at how he
fights, Imherstu.
Such power but
such finesse...

such quips!

Grrrm.

But if I do,
I'll leave town on

a new bus!

JackalFOLK,
ATTACK!!!!

If you want
to play ruff, my

queen -

ENOUGH! You have
proved your mettle,
human! I will make

you a wager.

Jackalfolk,

leave us.

I was just
getting warmed up.
I had a great pun
on "saluki" ready
for next round.

- who am I
to in-cur your

wrath?



Do battle with my
concubine, Imherstu, and
I will call off my minions
attacking your friends.

If you defeat him, the
sapphire is yours.

Here is my
proposal:

DEAL!

I will
crush you
for that!

shut up!

I think
someone's living

in de Nile!

Hmmm, I appear to
now be armed solely

with my wits.
Nnnnh!!!

Bad day
to be a hippo,

I guess.

Oh, OK.
SO, are you

a javan, or a
sumatran?

Hey, Tubby, where's
your horn? Did
she remove it to

discourage
poaching?

OK, I better
be careful, I hear
you guys'll charge

at anything that
moves!

Actually,
hippos will charge,
too - if provoked.

No! Those are
rhinos! Not
hippopotami!

I never had
a horn. That's
a Rhino. I'm a

Hippo.

No! No, stupid
human, RHINOS

charge! I'll kill
you!!!

RAAWWRGGGHH!

When I'm done
with you, you'll be a
hippo-posthumous!

And if you live,
you'll know not to
make that mistake

again!

OWWW! I wasn't
ready yet!

And if I
lose?

I was

wondering when

the big guy was

getting into the

picture...

Then your
amazing ship

is mine.



Excellent
work, mortal. You
have defeated my

concubine.

Now KNEEL.

Huh?

Wha - what's
happening??

KNEEL!!!
Great, so

let's get that
sapphire wrapped

up to-go, and-

Do you not now
the curse of the mummy

queen? Any man who defeats
her concubine becomes her
concubine! You are my slave

for a hundred years and
a day, Captain!

Though I cannot
force you to love
me, I can wait. After
20, 30, or 50 years,

you will grow to
love me.

And then we will
consummate our

marriage.

What if...what
if I could give you

what you really
want tonight?

...Explain.

I'll make you a
bargain. I'll spend one
night here willingly -
enthusiastically - as

your concubine.

In return,
you release me
from the curse
and let me go

on my way.

HHmmm...very
well, mortal. I do
long for a lover

who is not my
mindslave.

Let us
make hot dry

love.

I don't suppose you're
actually gorgeous

beneath all of those
bandages?

It's literally like
a graveyard threw

up under here.

The sapphire
is yours, of course.
I only stole it to lure
some dashing young

hero to my lair. I tired
of Imherstu and his

brutish ways.

Well, I've
never been one

for waiting.

Come on, Mummy
Chick. Let's get as
freaky as I hope
I ever need to!

Yes! This night of
unholy pleasure will live

on for a thousand
years in my undying

memory!

This won't
be so bad...At
least you have
a nice rack.

Be careful,
it's infested with

scarabs.

See, now
that's just a
mood-killer.

sorry.



Oh! Julio!
you did it!

But
Julio!

I'm sorry, virginia,
but this sapphire isn't

going anywhere, except
maybe to a fence that

can give me top
dollar.

Of course. I
understand. Take

me home, then. I'll
inform the sick

children.

Good, as long
as that's - wait,
what children?

THe ones who will
contract J.B.L.D.

"J.B.L.D"?

juvenile
bone liquidation

disease.

you see, the water
supply in our town is
irreversibly tainted,

and the only thing that
can make the water
safe to drink is -

Take it.

come on,
take it before

I change my
mind.

I know it's
not money, captain,
but I do know of
a reward that I
could give you...

NO! No no no!
stay back!

Huh? but I
thought you

wanted -

I'd like nothing
more, my dear, but
it's for your own

safety.

I don't
get it.

...one that I
know you've been

interested in.

Let's just say it turns out
there are TWO curses
of the mummy queen -
and I didn't escape

the itchier one!

but seriously,
is there a cleric in

your town? I really
need one.

The end...Until next time!

ha ha ha ha ha ha
ha ha ha ha ha!

oh, julio!
I knew you were

a good man!

- the sapphire
of purity.

Yes, exactly.
Its mystic power

cleanses the river
as it flows by.

of course
it does.

in ways I would
prefer to forget,

my dear.

Do you have any idea
what I went through

for this stupid rock??
I'll have nightmares

for weeks!

And the
sound - the
horrible
rasping
sound!



Hey gang! Another month, another 
exciting issue of Julio Scoundrél: 
The Official Comic Adaptation of the 
Life and Times of Julio Scoundrél!™ 
Let’s get right down to business and 
answer some letters.

~~~
Hey Julio!
     Issue #120 was one of the best 
yet. I just loved the look on your 
face when it turned out the hip-
pogriff had eaten your applesauce. 
I just have one question, though: 
At the end of the story, does the 
Dark Librarian know that you’ve 
swapped the secret message with 
a copy of your mother’s seafood 
paella recipe, or does he still think 
that the Orange Warlord will be 
bringing the you-know-what?

—Ted 

Glad you liked the hippogriff scene, 
Ted. It was more fun relating it to the 
artist than it was living through, I can 
assure you! We haven’t seen the last 
of old D.L. in the pages of the comic, 
so I can’t give too much away yet. But 
if you’re interested, he should show 
up again about six issues from now. 
We should learn whether or not the 
toffee is in the spinner by then! 

~~~
Mr. Scoundrél,
     While your officially licensed 
comic book purports to be a real-
istic depiction of actual events, I 
recently had the opportunity to see 
your ship, the Mechane, firsthand. 
I could not help but notice that it 
is heavily armed with no less than 
four heavy-duty ballistae—which 
are conspicuously absent from the 
images of the ship in the comic. 
The only possible conclusion, 

Mr. Scoundrél, is that you are at-
tempting to deceive your readers 
into thinking you are more brave 
or daring than you actually are, 
as you have the power of several 
siege engines at your disposal at 
all times. Please explain.

—Correct in Cliffport

What you’re failing to remember, 
“Correct,” is that the stories in the 
comic book are tales from my past. 
Yes, the Mechane currently sports 
some heavy artillery, but those were 
only added when I served as a priva-
teer in the Soggy Biscuit War of 1178-
1179. The current stories are from 
at least ten years before that! If you 
happen to see me at one of my per-
sonal appearances, you’ll notice that 
the dark black hair seen in the comics 
is a thing of the past as well.

~~~
Dear Pirate Mailbag,
     I know everyone is writing in 
to ask about Julio, but I wanted 
to know more about Fidel! Now 
there’s a good-looking young 
man, and one who knows how 
to keep his hand steady on the 
wheel. Is the real first mate of the 
Mechane seeing anyone?

—Future Mrs. Secundus

I’ll pass your letter along, but the bad 
news is that not only is the real Fidel 
quite a bit older than the version you 
see in the comics (just like the rest 
of us), but he has also been happily 
married to our ship’s flotation special-
ist, Lakaita, for five years. If you have 
issue #73, open it to page 10, panel 
6 for an artist’s interpretation of the 
real (much younger) future Mrs. Se-
cundus; she’s the one holding the ar-
madillo. Now let’s get back to talking 
about me!

Mr. Julio Scoundrél,
     We hereby notify you on behalf 
of our client, Miss Greta Heroda, 
of our intention to seek a paterni-
ty settlement in the case of Miss 
Heroda’s recently born son.

—Jones & Rodriguez

Not the sort of talking about me that 
I had in mind. OK, I feel like I say 
this every issue, but please, people! 
Paternity, child support, property 
damage, and sexual harrassment 
notifications must all be sent to  
P.O. box 491 only; box 492 is for let-
ters to the comic book letter column. 
Try to keep it straight, folks.

~~~
Dear Julio,
     Yours is my favorite comic, 
but I had to finally write in and get 
something off my chest. I love the 
writing, but I can’t take the crap-
py art anymore. It’s just not very 
realistic to see all these weird lit-
tle pools of darkness at the bottom 
of everyone’s feet. I know you’ve 
said they’re called “shadows,” but 
I think they detract from the story 
by making the whole world just 
seem less lifelike. Please, get rid 
of them.

—Jason 

Thanks for the compliments on the 
script, Jason. As far as the art goes, 
the artist chose a style that he feels 
best expresses the action-adventure 
feeling of the stories I’ve relayed to 
him. He is obviously very skilled  and 
could certainly delete the shading to 
make the comic more representational 
of reality, but he feels that this art style 
is not objectively “crappier” than any 
other. It just brings a different aesthetic 
to the comic, one that is unique. We 
hope you understand.

 Dear Mr. Julio,
     I like your comic. It is really 
really fun. I like how you beat up 
all the bad guys. I don’t like how 
you kiss girls all the time. I want 
to grow up to be like you. I drew 
a picture of you and me on your 
boat, do you want to see it? My 
mommy said I had to ask.

—Aiden (age 5) 

Hey there, Aiden! It’s always great 
to hear from my youngest Julioteers! 
I would love to see the picture you 
drew. You can send it to the same ad-
dress that you put on this letter, and 
maybe I’ll even print it in a future letter 
column! Unless your mommy says 
she knows me personally, in which 
case have her send it to box 491.

~~~
NEXT MONTH! It’s more thrilling sky 
pirate action as Virginia and I find 
ourselves caught between the Flying 
Submarine of Doctor Obstreperous 
and the Broomstick Gang of Peculiar 
Peak! Can I keep those crazy witches 
off of my ship long enough to unlock 
the secret of the not-so-good doctor’s 
Possibility Eraser? Can I rescue Vir-
ginia when she’s taken captive by 
the cabal’s secret benefactor? Did I 
ever remember to get that mummy rot 
thing taken care of? And what does 
all this have to do with the search 
for the Cosmic Soupcan?? Find out 
in the next exciting issue of Julio 
Scoundrél™!

Until then, keep riding the skies!





Julio Always Was a Sketchy Fellow
Like I said in the introduction, one of the goals with 

the Julio Scoundrél story was to do something more action-
oriented; a story that was more comic book than comic strip. 
Because while OOTS has action elements, it is usually a 
comic strip first and foremost. You may have noticed that the 
characters talk a lot. A whole lot. This was a chance to switch 
up my priorities and put the visuals first.

Which meant I needed better art. Don’t get me wrong, 
I love my regular art style, but my argument  in defense of 
stick figures has always been that it is appropriate because 
of how it reflects the comedic nature of the series and still 
lets you know what’s going on. The unstated implication 
of that premise is that with a series that was less comedic, 
the OOTS art style would not be acceptable. With Julio 
Scoundrél, the comedy was taking a back seat, so the visuals 
needed to step up. 

My first instinct was to try a fully hand-drawn style, to 
maximize the difference between the regular strip and this 
“comic within a comic” that was being produced within the 
OOTS world. The images on these pages were part of those 
attempts, but there were some problems right away. First, 
the process was enormously time-consuming; one page of 
hand-drawn images took me as long as ten regular OOTS 
pages, meaning that an nine-page story would have taken 
as long as the entire rest of this book. But what really hurt it 
was the that hand-drawing was also very space-intensive. It 
really needed no more than four (or at most, five) panels per 
page in order to look right. If I shrunk the art more than that, it

became difficult to pick out what was happening. By 
contrast, check out the final page for the sequence pictured 
to the left; I was able to get three more panels of action onto 
the same page without a problem. Since I only had a fixed 
number of pages with which to work, less per page meant 
less story; you’ll note that the jackalfolk are missing from 
the final panel in the page opposite because I didn’t have 
room in the story for them. It went directly to the challenge 
between Julio and Imherstu. Even if you added in these two 
pages that I’m using right now, the total story had far less 
material than it does now (and it’s a pretty short story). 

And then I had trouble nailing down exactly what style 
I wanted to use. Realistic? Cartoony? In-between? I tried 
several variations, including hand-drawing stick figures like 
I had done before for the “Crayons of Time” series, but none  
of them clicked. It may be because I created Julio  
as a stick figure, but nothing really looked like him to me.

So I went back to stick figures, but realized that comic 
book style was as much about composition and staging as 
it was about rendering. If I put my emphasis on dynamic 
layouts, it would feel like a superhero comic even if it still 
featured simplistic renderings. I also upgraded my usual 
art to include lighting and more organic-looking speech 
balloons. I wrote the story using a one-man adaptation of 
the  “Marvel Method,” which is to say that I loosely plotted 
it, then laid out the panels with the characters, and then 
went back and wrote the actual dialogue after I knew what 
was happening in each panel. I feel like that really took the 
emphasis away from the talking that happens in a usual 
OOTS strip, at the expense of having as many jokes. I also 
think I did an OK job of capturing a comic book vibe with 
the panel layout, succesfully “actioning up” my stick figures. 
I include the hand-drawn material here to show you the 
differences. Who knows? Maybe someday I’ll find a project 
that suits this style of drawing perfectly. For now, though, 
enjoy the extra bonus art.

Bottom Right: My original character sketches for Julio and Virginia, in 
full comic book style (pencils (B) and inks (C), both done digitally on 
a graphics tablet; I would have added the sword blade with vectors 
to keep it straight). I really liked how these came out as stand-alone 
pieces of art, but they didn’t feel comedic enough for the sort of sto-
ry I had planned. They were far too realistic for a tale that was going 
to feature a man bedding a mummy! Plus, using this style would have 
required me to get photo reference for every panel, something that 
I thought would be difficult considering the kind of acrobatics Julio pulls.
Bottom Left: I didn’t get further than this one drawing (A) before de-
ciding that redrawing stick figures by hand was not going to be a good 
idea.
Opposite: An unfinished page from my second major attempt. Definite-
ly more cartoony than the character sketches...but it’s not really work-
ing, especially for Julio himself. He looks more like a caricature than a 
cartoon. The mummy queen and the hippo-man look good, though, and 
I would reuse these panel layouts for my final version.

A B

C



Realm Dragon
In the

of
the

Greetings,
young one, and
welcome to the
Imperial Court

of the Realm of
the Dragon.

Thank you,
elder. My father
served the Red

Emperor for many
years, I hope to
bring honor to

the court.

As you know,
the White Emperor

is much younger than
his predecessor, and
needs our guidance
more than ever. I will do

my best to be
helpful.

Good
morning, your
divine worship.
How are you

today?

Yes, of course,
your breakfast is

forthcoming.

I want
fish!

FEED
ME FISH!

As he said,
your imperial
majesty, it is
on its way.

Unfortunately,
we have an economic

crisis that cannot wait.
Our coffers are nearly
empty; revenue is down
and our trade with the

North has slowed.

What can
we do to reverse
this downward

trend?

Ah! Thank
you for your wise

insight!

Insight?!?
He just killed

that guy!

Do you not
see? He used his frost
breath on Otaruk, the

economic advisor.

He is saying
that our current

taxation policies are
freezing economic

growth.

...You got
all that from a
blast of ice?

It is all in
how you interpret

the emperor's
responses.

Here,
you try.

The only
solution is to
reduce taxes.

Umm...
oh great emperor,

tell us, by how much
should we cut

taxes?
Fifty

percent?

...

Fish!



Order Stick
The

of
the

Snips, Snails, and Dragon Tales

The Magazine Strips

Opposable
thumbs and

binocular vision?
Geez, does anyone

even playtest
this stuff?



Riding the Dragon
The first time I was approached by Paizo Publishing®, then-licensees of 

the Dragon® trademark from Wizards of the Coast®, was at the RPGA’s now-
defunct Winter Fantasy convention in February of 2005. I had been invited down 
to Arlington, VA, on the RPGA’s dime as a guest, and to promote the short-lived 
Five Foot Steps comic that I was drawing for their bi-weekly newsletter. The 
convention was great, one of the best show memories from that time period. 
Most of the attendees didn’t know who the guy drawing stick figures in the 
convention lobby was, but many that did got themselves a crayon-drawn 
original of their favorite PCs. During this con, Jason Buhlman from Paizo asked 
me to go have a drink with him regarding a business opportunity he had in 
mind for me.

Sidenote: During this meeting, Chris Perkins of Wizards of the Coast 
interrupted us to tell us that he had writing work for both of us. I don’t know 
what Jason’s ended up being, but for me, it was the Explorer’s Handbook, a book 
I co-wrote for the 3.5 Edition of  D&D® for the Eberron campaign setting—
the same setting that beat out my entry for Wizards’ Fantasy Setting Search 
two years earlier. Sidenote to the sidenote: Jason and I ended up co-writing 
Dungeonscape for Wizards two years after that, which has some of my favorite 
work that I did for them before I bailed on game writing in order to focus 
my attention on comics. Jason, of course, went on to create the Pathfinder® 
roleplaying game for Paizo as Lead Developer after all this went down.

Anyway, we never actually got a drink, as the bar was already closed. But 
we did talk about me doing a comic for Dragon—not just any comic, though, 
but OOTS specifically. My biggest concern was that I would maintain all rights 
to the strips and the characters, since I was already making my living off of the 
online version of the same intellectual property, which he assured me I would. 
So we made plans to discuss the issue further over email, we shook hands 
and then...well, things sort of stalled for a few months. We traded emails back 
and forth, but there wasn’t much activity until that August. Why August? Well, 
because August is when GenCon happens, and at GenCon 2005, I released 
On the Origin of PCs, my first book of all original content. And it sold like I had 
printed it on scrolls of wish. Suddenly, there was new incentive on both sides to 
get a deal signed, and within a month, I had contracts in my hand.

The comic premiered in the December 2005 issue, #338, with the strip 
appearing on the opposite page. I decided to forego introducing the characters 
in favor of just getting down to business. Originally, the plan was to introduce 
the strip with a full-page comic in the first issue, then switch over to a single 
vertical strip of panels, like the comic to the right that appeared in the second 
issue with OOTS, Dragon #339. Therefore, I didn’t want to waste what was 
(in my mind at the time) my only shot at the back page of the comic with 
a rehashed version of my online cast page. All of my fans had already seen 
the characters be introduced, and with one strip a month, it wasn’t like I was 
going to delve into a deep storyline with them anyway. However, the vertical 
strip format was only ever used once. By the time the third comic for #340 was 
ready to be delivered, the folks at Paizo informed me that response to the comic 
appearing had been overwhelmingly positive and that they wanted to switch 
to a full-size comic in every issue. From that point on, OOTS had the back page 
until the magazine was cancelled.

Working on the comics for Dragon was sort of surreal, in the sense that I 
was at once incredibly awed and flattered by having my hack work published in 
the periodical that literally hooked me into roleplaying games in the first place, 
and on the other hand I was completely frustrated every month to come up 
with a gag. I had already harvested most of the low-hanging fruit when it came 
to making fun of D&D for my online comic, and I didn’t really want to trash the 
game too much in the official publication anyway. I had to assume that every 
single comic could be a given reader’s first exposure to OOTS, so I couldn’t rely 
on using my usual LOL Elan’s dumb! as a punchline. I couldn’t use what needed 
to happen next for the story as a scaffolding, either. I had to come up with a 
funny, self-contained joke every time, and it was pretty tough. I didn’t always 
hit my deadlines as a result (and the fact that I had them at all was a huge shift 
from my self-employed work habits).�

Hey Vaarsuvius,
can you cast Identify

on this sword I found in
the treasure? I think
it might be magic. Oh.

Can you
identify it

now? Now? How
about
now?

Well, it
looks like we won't
know if you're magic
or not until later.

Sorry.

Hey, no
problem. It's

all good.

I've got an
idea: While we
wait, let's kill
kill, KILL!!

The answer is still
 "no"! I am already attempting

to identify these 2 potions, and the
incantation is particularly difficult,

requiring a full hour—each!—to cast!
So leave me be, and I shall identify

your blasted sword when I am
good and ready!

No.
No!

Not at this
juncture.

#339 I.D. Required

Continued on page 44.



#338Goo Goo G’Chuul

If you need
me, I'll be reading
up on Coup de

Grace.—is with
a Bull Rush!

Thor's Beard!
Roy's done dropp'd

to negatives!

GAHH!

I think it's
clear now that
the only way we
can beat this

beast—

Are you sure
you don't mean

an Overrun?

Ugh, this is
just—Look, can we

forget the grapple thing?
OK? I'll just full attack
or something. Geez.

Fine, but
don't get snippy,
it was your idea.

Hold on, I
thought I don't lose

my Dex bonus because
I have Improved
Grab. Right?

Hey, how
about natural

weapons?

Really?? No.

I could be
wrong. I'm a little
unclear on how
it all works.

Are ye
sure?

I'm pretty
sure I can only

attack while grappled
if I have a light

weapon.

Stab tha
creature, Roy!

Umm...
I'm not sure

I can.

Ahhh!
It's got me!

Gee, Elan, well I
considered spontaneously
growing horns, but decided
it was just an inefficient

use of my action.

Look, not that
I'm in a rush or anything,
but can anyone remember
the rules on attacking

while grappled?

Don't look
at me, I never

bother with that
special attack

crap!

I believe I
have the answer. No,

you may not strike a foe
with which you are grappling

unless your blade is
considered "light".

Fantastic.

Pssst!
You can't say

"crap" in Dragon
Magazine.

No, no, no,
that just lets

you start the grapple
for free when you

hit someone.

But all is well.
The aberration shall

be denied its Dexterity
bonus to Armor Class for
as long as Sir Greenhilt

remains grappled.

Sneak
Attack,
ahoy!

Wait, I
forget, which one
pushes the enemy

back?



#340 Save vs. Rods, Staves, and Schadenfreude

What?

What are
you babbling

about?
No.

Hey! Did
anyone else hafta
make a Will savin'
throw jus' now?

I think I jus'
succeed'd on a

Will save. Ye dinnae
haf ta make

one?

No.
Sorry.

Yeah, I hope
your amusement

was worth the hours
it's going to take to

calm him down.

Good job,
Belkar.

AAAAAHHH!!!! My sense of
humor is only truly
appreciated by our
tentacled master.

True. But that
may just be because

our new inhuman overlord
wishes to drink deeply of

your terror before he
feasts on your raw

pancreas!

Well, of
course Roy would say

that. Do you expect him
to announce that his soul

has been subverted by
an unspeakable horror

of the deep?

Look, Durkon,
whatever it is, I'm sure
it's not a big deal. You
seem to be making the

saves well enough.

Yeah,
relax, I'm sure

it's OK.

Aye, yer
prob'bly right.

Thanks.

Thar it be
again! I just

be havin' ta make
another one!

Aye, I be
sure! Are ye tellin'
me ye dinnae be

feelin' that?

Are you
sure? I didn't

notice.

Durkon, don't
listen to him. He's

just screwing with you.
There's no aberration,

we're not mind-
slaves.

Since we're all
now mind-slaves of some
subterranean abberation,
it would make sense that

we would conspire to
get you to lower your

mental guard.

On the other
hand, it's entirely plausible

that we all had to make Will
saving throws, and you, with your

high Wisdom, cleric class, and
dwarven bonuses, are the only

one who succeeded.
*gulp!*

Wait,
what??

wink
!

Well...ye
be admittin'

to it.



#341Fracture Compounded Daily

I don't know
why you're so upset,
Durkon will calm down

eventually.

Yeah, and until
he does, he's going to be

staying up all night, quaking
with fear that you're going

 to suck his brain out
with a straw.

Don't be
silly. I'd have to

use like a spoon or
something.

Excuse me,
I'm looking for
a "Mr. Belkar
Bitterleaf"?

That would
be me, Ugly. What's

it to you?

Mr. Bitterleaf,
I've been sent here

today by the Temple of
Frey regarding your
outstanding bills.

According to
their records, you were

healed by the clerics of the
temple three times over a
period of 8 weeks, with the
last such healing occuring

more than 17 months
in the past.

You were
cured for 41 hp, 18 hp,
and 29 hp, respectively,
and on the third visit
you also had poison

neutralized.

At that time,
you elected to participate
in the temple's deferred

billing plan, but as of today,
you have not remitted a

single gold piece.

I am here
to tell you that the

temple has elected to
enforce this debt,

immediately.

Yeah? Well
I'm here to tell
you something

else.

I'm here to
tell you that the

temple and its clerics
can all kiss my Small-

sized ass. I'm not
paying them
a copper.

I'm sorry, you
misunderstand. The

time for repayment of
the debt has long

since passed.

Oh yeah?
What are you going
to do, repossess my

health? Ha!

Actually...
yes.

Plus interest,
of course.

Hold still,
I need to assess

a late fee!

AAAAAH!
Oof, that

is not going to
look good on his
credit report.

Mr. Greenhilt?
I'd like to have a

word with you about
your student

loans.

AAAAH!

Oh geez,
not this
again.

*sigh*



#342 Trap Sense -2

Wow, that
trap was nasty!

Are you OK?

Trap? What
trap?

Uh, the one
that just spewed

like a gazillion
gallons of acid

on you. I don't
remember any

trap.

You don't—
Roy, you're still
standing in acid

right now! I think
I would remember
if I had gotten hit

by a trap.

Well you'd
think I'd remember

when you went blind,
but apparently

I don't.
Look, Haley,

don't you think
you're—

click.

click.

The giant
saw blade with

the...

Oh! Wait!
I get it! Only

rogues can find
traps with a
Search DC
over 20!

Well, true,
but I don't see

how that matters,
since we haven't
seen any traps

today.

I'm trying
to tell you that
yes, we have!

OK, I'm sorry,
but this has gone
on long enough.

Haley, I'm not
going to indulge your

silly little paranoid rogue
fantasies any longer. There

were no traps in this
hallway. Whatever you
saw was just in your

deluded mind.

Now if
you're ready to stop

being childish and start
discussing traps in a mature

manner, I need you to
Search that door over

there for me.

All clear.

...

I'm glad we
understand each

other.

See what?

—being just
a little paranoid

here?
You didn't

see that?!?



#343The Secret Lives of Summoned Monsters

Please enter,
Bogglesby, my good
man, and prepare
to be amazed.

I should
hope so, as your

missive has called me
away from my rereading 
of the complete works

of Arneson.

Fear not,
old friend, as what

I have to show you will
turn out to be well worth
the interruption of your

literary analysis.

I believe
I stand on the very

precipice of a scientific
discovery that will certainly

revolutionize everything
we know about the

universe. 

Wernsworth?
I received your

message, what's
this all about

then?

The cell
under this microscope

is the only one of its kind,
the product of centuries of
selective breeding to capture
the pure essence of mortality
in one cell. In approximately

37.84 seconds, it will
undergo mitosis.

By observing
that reaction, I will

finally understand the
meaning of life! And with
that knowledge, I will be

able to wipe out famine and 
disease on the Material

Plane forever!

Outstanding!
Your name will be
praised for this,

Wernswerth.

Perhaps, old
chap, but I do this

not for glory, but for
the betterment of

all life.

Just a few
more seconds...
there it goes...

Wait—
what's happening?

I'm being pulled
away??

Darn it!
I can't believe

this guy summoned me
right when I was
 alphabetizing my

spice rack!

Are you
sure it's OK to

summon celestials
just to fight

goblins?

pop
!

It's just
a dog, it be
no harm,
no foul.

No! Not
when I'm this
close! No! 

*sigh*



#344 The Dodging Game

I'd have to
say...a lochaber

axe.
Yeah, you

know what? I take
it back, stick with

the rhyme.

I would've
gone with "lucern

hammer".

Ha! Take
that!

to
uc

he
!‘

Oh! Wait! I
forgot to pick which

of you to Dodge
this turn.

Oh geez.
Well, can you

hurry it up? I was
kinda all into that

charge there. I could
tell, you had
good form.

Thanks.

Right, right,
sorry...

Pick me!
Oooo!
Oooo!

No, me!
Uhh...

Eeny meeny
miny moe...

Eeny meeny
miny moe...

Catch a
rakshasa by
the toe...

If he casts
a necromantic spell

of 3rd level or higher
on you, let him

go...

Elan, they
all have the same

Attack Bonus anyway!
Just pick one and
be done with it!

Elan, what
the heck are you

doing??

I can only
apply my +1 dodge

bonus to AC to one
of the attackers.

I can't decide
which one.

But I
don't want to

hurt their
feelings!

Their feelings??
You're trying to stab

them! Did you think that
was going to tickle?

Haley has the
Dodge feat too, why
not use her method

of picking?

Goblin #2:
If you were going to

attack me with any deadly
weapon, what kind of

deadly weapon
would it be?



#345The Tongue is Mightier Than the Sword

Look, I'm not
saying I don't like

scouting ahead. But c'mon,
one check for hiding, one for

moving silently, another
for seeing things and a

fourth to listen?
That's a lot

of die rolling just
to walk down a

hallway!

Somedays I
just want to close my
eyes and skip down the
corridor, just so I don't

have to make so
many checks. You shan't

have such worries
soon, halfling! For

your DOOM is
upon you!

Who said
that? An invisible

enemy??

Nah, I probably
just failed my Spot

check again.

I am
down here, my

victims!

"Victims"?
You're a freakin'

snail!

Explain.

Perhaps, but
I happen to be a

CR 14 snail!

I am a vampiric
half-dragon half-troll
lycanthropic fiendish
snail! Tremble at my

illogical glory!

Lycanthropic?
What do you change

into, then?

A slightly
hairier snail.

Not the point
right now.

I don't know
much about templates,

but I do know about cooking.
My rich Uncle Ralko use to
show up at family picnics
with all sorts of gourmet

delicacies.

Stuff like
caviar, truffles,

quail...

...escargot.

You
wouldn't

dare.

OK, OK, no
need for anyone to

fly off the handle. This
has clearly all been a
big misunderstanding.

I'll just go now.

Nice Intimidate
check, Belkar.

Thanks. I guess
I got a circumstance

bonus from my ranks in
the Profession (gourmet

chef) skill.

Lucky break,
eh? It's not many

monsters that can be
defeated by a refined

culinary palate,
after all.

Run.

Try me,
Slug Boy.



#346 Or Maybe Wormy?

I am merely
saying that if one wishes

not to be within the area of
a maximized Fireball spell, it
is somewhat foolish for one

to be standing in front
of a likely target.

It's called
"melee", ye daft

elf!!

Let's see...
9500 XP total,
divided by 6...

Hey Roy,
I'm just curious,
why do you divide
the XP by six all

the time?

Uh, well I'm
no mathematician,

Belkar, but if I had to
guess, I'd say it was
because there are
six people here.

Wait, what?
Are you telling me

that I've been getting
less XP because the

rest of you are
here?

I suppose
technically,

but—
How in the

name of Frudu
Biggins is that

fair???

It's an
even split, Belkar.
Nothing could be

fairer.

Oh yeah?

Allow me
to present Exhibit A
in my refutation of

your theory.

Every encounter,
he stands in the back and

sings his stupid mindless bard
song, while I'm usually up to my

waist in the internal organs
of some monster.

What challenge
is he overcoming? 

Substandard 
acoustics??

Belkar, the
foe I battle is not

one of the body, but
of the spirit!

My opponent is
the darkness of the soul!
The ennui that threatens
to creep into the hearts

of the righteous!

Against this
enemy, there can

be no greater weapon
than a cheerful voice

lifted in song!

And how
does this cheerful
voice fare against,

say, two steel
daggers?

Generally
speaking, it
runs away.

Help! The
performing arts are

threatened with
deep cuts!

Stand still!
Dividing by five is
easier anyway!

Is it too
late to get Phil &
Dixie back on this

page?

I can
stand on my

head!



#347A Moment of Self-Realization

We were just
talking, you know, about
nothing in particular, and

it turns out Evan here has
the exact same Dexterity

score as me: 13.
What

are the odds,
right?

Hey George,
check this out, this

is freaky.

OK, OK,
wait: What is your

Wisdom score?

Ok, it's an
8. But my Mom
says that's just
because I don't
apply myself.

Wait, I thought
it was weird enough

that we all had the same
battleaxe, or were all

wearing black.

Hold on,
I think I have an

idea. Everyone open
your money pouch
and tell me how
much you have.

Well, crap.

Let's see,
I've got...2d4
gold pieces.

Yeah, me
too, 2d4 gold

pieces.

Same
here.

I thought
that was just
because black
is slimming.

My Wisdom
is an 8 too!

Um...well...
actually...

C'mon,
spill it.

Well then
this is really gonna
blow your mind: My

Dexterity is
13, too.

No way!



#348 The Waiting is the Hardest Part

Yer bluffin'.

You're
entitled to that
opinion, I suppose.

If you think
I am.

So, uh,
any chance you're

gonna—

Ha! Read
'em and weep salty
dwarven tears of

pain, loser!
Full house!

Thor's elbow!
I've only got a pair

of kings.

Hey genius,
Bluff isn't even
one of my class

skills!

Och, I keep
forgettin' yer a
ranger, not a

rogue...

Let's see,
the wizard's familiar

just gated in a demon,
so that would make

it...uh...

Initiative 12?

They haven't
even made it down

to single digits
yet.

So, uh, my
Initiative total

is -1...?

Hold on
one moment.

Sit down
and ante up.Darn it!

Me Dex penalty
be drivin' me ta

bankruptcy!

No, 13. OK, 13.

So, go
again?

Aye, I
needta win back
me offerin' ta

Thor.

Call.



#349Cereal Killers

—The delicious
taste of Mystic Puffs™

brand frosted cereal!

Geez, how
many summoned

monsters can this
guy have?

Stop whining
and concentrate
on the wizard!

Packed with
vitamins and minerals,
it's an enchanting part

of this complete
breakfast!

AAARRGH!

"Mystic
Puffs"?

I think we
may have had a

miscommunication
here...who are

you, now?

What a waste.

No, wait!
Come back!

You don't
understand!

They'll know
that I told you...

Right behind you.

Screw this,
I'm gone.

How does
he get that "TM"

to show up?

I'm Clyde the
Conjurer™, and no one

knows the secret of my
Mystic Puffs™ cereal

but me! Well, you
know, until now.

So...you don't
have any magic items

then, I take it?

How about
gold? We'll settle

for gold.

No.

I have the
hearty golden taste

of frosted corn puffs,
does that count?

Well, they
are magically
scrumptious.

The Conjurer
has betrayed his

secret.

Release the
ninjas. They're

grrrrreat!

You've
defeated me...

you've earned my
most prized

secret...



#350 Puffins’ Magic Dragon Lived by the V

BORED!

In the time
it has thus far taken

to translate the ancient
Draconic inscription on

this enchanted statue, you
could have eliminated

223 goblins.
It was a

rhetorical
question.

Well now
you have the answer

nonetheless, so perhaps
you could be so kind as to

silence yourself while
I finish my task.

Who cares
what a bunch of

dragons wrote on a
random statue?

We do, since
we have found no way

out of this area yet, and
the last word in the

text translates
to, "exit".

I believe that
if we infuse the statue
with the proper magical

energy, we will cause
a mystic portal to be

summoned.

This portal
should lead to

the exit.

That's just
ducky. Can we

hurry up then? We
only have three
more panels.

Indeed.

Mystic statue!
I, Vaarsuvius, elven

wizard of great power,
command you to reveal

your secret!

On the other
hand, the Draconic

words for "exit" and
"swarm of puffins" are

very similar...

Dragons have
a word for "swarm

of puffins"??

They have
three, actually.

Theirs is a complex
culture.

What?

...

Assuming a
rate of execution
of one goblin per 6

second round,
naturally.

Seriously, this
is taking forever!

Do you have any idea how
many goblins I could

have killed?
223.



#351It Was Just a Matter of Time Anyway

I have a
Feral Express

package for Belkar
Bitterleaf?

Yes! It's
finally here!

How do
these guys keep

finding you?

They must
have just finished
crafting it...I hope

they followed
the specs.

So wait, you
mail ordered a
custom magic

item?

This isn't
another one of

those "use-activated
True Strike" weapons

again, is it?

Nah, I gave
up on that scam

months ago.

Behold! The
most awesome magic

item ever made!

Well how
many young boys

have 40,000 gp to
spend, huh?

You—you
spent 40 grand
on an immature

prank??

C'mon, it'll
be great. Picture

the scene: We open
the door and encounter
a cabal of evil dark elf

priestesses with a
weird arachnid

fetish.

I whip out
the wand, and

BAM! Hot naked
drow chicks
everywhere!

Then I
bring out the

oil and they start
grappling each

other...

And this
titanic investiture

of money and magic was
preferable to you even

considering coming to terms
with your own emotional
needs and learning to
love another sentient

being?

I think
you need to see it in
action to appreciate

its potential.

Hey Haley!
I have a gift here

for you!!

What? No!

Hey guys!
What's going

on?

What
the—

No, Elan!
Get out of the

way!

Nice gift,
Belkar!

There might
be an ice dragon
nearby—I'm really

chilly all of a
sudden...

Gaah!!
Reverse spell!

Reverse
spell!!

We're here
from Standards

and Practices. We're
shutting this strip

down now.

Took you
long enough.

He's
invisible!

Well,
duh.

Don't be
ridiculous. I spent

40 grand plus shipping
and handling on an

immature prank.

You know, all
this time, I assumed

you were a halfling, but it
turns out your lack of height
is apparently on account of
being a prepubescent boy

with hairy feet.
The Wand of

Dispel Clothing!



#352 Learning to Wead and Wight

It is in
moments like this

that I begin to wonder
whether leaving the realm of
pure academic research was

truly the best decision,
all things considered

equally.

Less yakkin',
more runnin'! Them

wights be right
behind us!

Do you not
have a class feature
specifically designed
to deal with this
sort of thing?

Aye, but me
low Charisma means
I used it up on tha

zombies.

Spectacular,
our deaths are

actually going to be
directly linked to
your lack of table

etiquette.

I retract
my earlier statement,
apparently our deaths

will stem from
this.

Shhh!
Here they

come!

Come on!
Hurry up!

Hey, it's
not my fault that
our creature type

can't run, so
back off.

Huh...now
where did those

two mortals
get to?

Well that's
just great, we have

no idea where
they're at!

Fantastic,
well, I guess that
meal has moved

on...

*sigh*
Nothing to eat

here; so where are
you headed to?

Beats me,
you want to
come with?

Look here!
I grasp that you are
unholy corruptions of
life that exist only to

suck our very soul
energy from our

frail bodies—

But must
you insist on ending

every single
sentence with a

preposition??

Is nothing
sacred?

I ask
you:

So in tha
end, our doom will

come from ye tryin' to
qualify for tha Uptight

English Teacher
prestige class.

And what
is this "English"
of which you

speak?

Undead are bad
enough, but there are
some perversions of
nature which cannot

be tolerated.

Count
me in.

I cannot
suffer through
this any longer!

I do have
a spell that'll

help, tho. Stand
still fer a
moment.

Hide from
Undead!

Grrrr!

Rarr!



Denominational Differences #353

That's uh...
that's not you

guys?

Heck no!

We're the
Temple of the

Shrouded
Overlord.

See, the
Bloodies believe that
the Ancient Overlord
will rise up and bring a
thousand-year reign

of terror.

While we
believe that the

Ancient Overlord will
rise up and bring a
thousand-year reign

of darkness.

So...if you
guys don't sacrifice
innocents, what do

you do?

We mostly
make a big deal out of
forcibly extinguishing

street lamps.

The eternal
night begins

now!

Keep it
down! I'm tryin'

to sleep!

There's coffee
and refreshments in
the lobby, on your

way out.

Huh. Well,
this is embarassing.
Uh...do you happen

to know—
Down the

corridor, hang a
left, it's the third
desecrated shrine

on the right.

If you
fall into the

gaping rift to the
Abyss, you went

too far.

I won't let
you sacrifice any
more innocent

lives!

Huh?

Whoa, whoa,
time out. Sacrificing

innocent lives?

Sounds like
you're looking for
the Temple of the

Bloodsoaked
Overlord.

We've heard
all about your evil

schemes.



The Mother Load#354

Any good
magic items?

The high
priest had a magical
ring, a magical cloak,

and this.

Ooo, what is
that, some of that

Keo-somebody's
Ointment?

Unfortunately
not. It is a large jar of

apricot-scented exfoliating
facial gel. The goblins were
apparently quite concerned

with how supple their
skin appeared.

Oh. Well,
keep the ring and

the cloak until you get a
chance to Identify them.
And I guess give the gel

stuff to Haley.

...or, you
could keep it for

yourself, uh, if you
really want.

Jackpot!
We've hit it big,

Roy! Blackjack and
strippers for

everyone!

Check it
out: 10,000 copper
pieces! Cha-CHING!

Whoooo!

We found
it in the priest's
piggy bank in a
secret room.

And how
exactly are you
carrying that?

Uh, with my
hands, dumbass. No, I

mean how are
you strong
enough?

That should
weigh 200 lbs., and

as a Small character,
your carrying capacity
is only three-quarters

what a human's
would be.

Wait.

We're tracking
encumbrance now?

Always
have been,
actually.

Geez...it's
not like we're going
to be anywhere near
a shower anytime

soon...
I mean,

we only do one
strip a month

here...



A Thought for Your Pennies #355

How the
heck are we gonna

haul all of these copper
pieces out of here

now?

Leave
them.

"Leave them"?
OK, what have you

done with the real Haley,
and can I have her

stuff?

No, I'm
serious,
Belkar.

So am I.
She has good

stuff.

Copper
pieces aren't
worth the
trouble. Think about

it. All the time and
effort it would take to

carry those coins out could
be more productively spent
delving deeper and fighting
tougher monsters that

hoard more valuable
currency.

I don't
know, though...

it's still treasure,
you know?

I'll take
one potion,

please.

I'm not
getting eaten over
some pile of barely-

valuable scrap
metal!

Oh, wait.
I just remembered,

I have to take care of
some personal issues.

I'll catch up in a
few rounds.

Man, I can't
believe I almost fell

into their trap. Sneaky
goblins, thinking

that I'd...

...

She's, uh...

She's putting
those coins into a
Bag of Holding right

now, isn't she?

Yup.

Good
for you!

Screw
that!

Dude,
wait up!

It's just
an elaborate form
of delayed revenge
on the part of the

monsters.

Treasure?
Let me assure you,

copper pieces are nothing
less than the single most

 insidious trap ever
developed!

By keeping their wealth in copper pieces, monsters know
that any adventurer who kills them will be slowed down
afterwards by the weight of their "treasure"—making
it more likely that other monsters in the same dungeon
will be able to catch and eat them!

It's all
about efficiency.

If time is money, then
you have a duty to yourself
to spend that time locating

and retrieving the most
precious treasure.

Not to mention, have you ever tried to buy
a magic item with copper pieces? Yeesh!

I guess...



The Invertebrate Strikes BackB1

And so
we meet again,
my old foe!! Oh, for

the love of—
not this guy

again.

Indeed!
This guy at

last!

Um...am
I missing

something?

This snail
with like a dozen

templates tried to
attack Belkar and
me while we were

scouting.

And I would
have won, too, if
 I hadn't been far

less powerful. Or had
possessed a strategy

of some kind.

But that's
all changed now,

humans! Psionic
Blast!!

How...How
did you do
that??

I'm also
a phrenic snail.

Fear the unleashed
potential of my
superior brain!

The, uh...
din

k!

The salesman
really put more

emphasis on how high
the size bonus to the

attack roll would
be...

Bah! I'll
get you yet, and
I assure you that
when I devise my

next ruthless plan,
you won't see it

coming!!

Well, sure.
At that size, it'll
have a fantastic

Hide check.

Snails don't...
have brains. They

have...a series of...lower
ganglia...that distribute

control throughout
their body.

You fool!
That only makes

me more resistant
to psionic counter-

attack!

More to
the point, I have

frozen you in that
spot for one round,
above which I have

constructed a most
deadly trap!

Now, humans,
perish before my

cunning brilliance as
I crush your much-

vaunted "bones" into
lumpy paste!



Chest Treasure B2

—so I said,
"No, the best part of

scouting is when you get
to open the strip with a
 bit of out-of-context

conversation."

Well, sure.
You get to deliver

the punchline without
worrying about the

set-up.

Exactly!
So then he

said—

Aaaah! It's
alive! Kill it!!

OW! OW!

OK, stop!
Stop! I surrender!
Just don't hurt me

anymore!!

We won't
hurt you if you

open up and give us
your treasure.

Lady, I
don't have any

treasure.

But you're a
treasure chest.

It's in your
name!

I'm not
a treasure chest,
I'm a mimic. I'm a

monster that can turn
into any object. I hang
around dungeons looking
like this in order to lure

adventurers like you
to their doom.

Well, lower-
level adventurers

like you.

Anyway,
point is that
I'm a glorified
anglerfish, so I
don't own any

treasure.

Geez, look
at the size of

that cliff!Later...

I think I
see a ledge down

there, but it's too
far to jump...

What we
really need here
is a good sturdy

ladder!

I said,
"What we really

need here is a good
sturdy ladder."

*sigh*
Fine, just please

wipe your feet off
before stepping

on me.

No can do,
Chesty.

This is
ridiculous! A chest
without treasure??

That flies in the face
of all that is good

and pure!

Now hold
on, Haley. I think

there may be some
treasure here after all,
as long as we're willing

to think "outside
the box."

Raawwrrrr!!!

Hey, check
it out! A treasure

chest!

Oooo, and
it's my favorite

kind, too!
Huh?

It's the
kind where Roy
isn't watching.

Heh.

That means
we can split whatever
is inside between the

two of us.
After my

40% lockpicking
fee, of course.



Psionic Supernova in the SkyB3

This monster
is unbeatable!

I am unable to
breach its elemental

immunities.

Not a
problem, Elan.

I'll handle
this.

He's the
bad boy of

primary
casters! He's edgy

and hip, but not
in an emo way!

Whoa,
Psteve...are

you OK?
Yeah...

no problem...Just a
little overchanneling

damage, no big
deal...

How did
you get that many
spells—uh, powers—

in one turn? Psteve is
a rebel who doesn't
play by anyone else's
rules, Haley—not even
those of time and

space!!

Thanks,
Elan. It wasn't

easy, but it was
worth it to beat

that—

Though, I
suppose I could
just use Hold

Monster.
RAAWWRR!

Blast him,
Psteve!

Yeah, do
that thing with
all the different
powers again!

Again? But
I don't...I don't
have any more

points to—
Here comes
another one!

Another...
one...?

And I
can't Sneak
Attack it!

'Sup.

Psteve!

Please,
Psteve, use your
radical psionic
powers on this

monster!

Rrrrowr!

We desperately 
need your ultra-special

brand of abilities that are
totally not just a type of

magic with different
descriptive text!



Uselessness Incarnate B4

OK, 
gang, with the 
tragic loss of 

Psteve—
—it turns

out we have a spot
open for a seventh

member.

While Haley
pointed out that

more members means
splitting said stuff
seven ways, which is
one step worse than

splitting it six
ways.

Now, Roy
explained that

having a seventh
body would allow us
to conquer more

powerful monsters,
which would get us

more stuff.

Now, kids,
what we have here

is your basic generic
goblin. We fight rooms
full of these guys all

the time.

Can I have
my 1d6 sneak

attack damage
back, then?

But...I don't
have any other class

abilities yet.

And that's
my problem

how?

Stand aside,
Randall! It's my

turn now!

I just need
to reallocate my
essentia first.

Let's see...
How about 1 point in
Azure Toughness, and
the rest in Bluesteel

Bracers?

No, wait,
I want to put at

least one in Cerulean
Reflexes...and I can't
forget about Cobalt
Critical. Maybe two

in that?

Can I
go yet?

Calm down,
this is all still a
swift action.

OK, one in
Azure Toughness,

one in Midnight Dodge,
one in Sapphire

Sprint—

Yes, OK,
we get it! There

are a lot of synonyms
for the word "blue!"
Close the thesaurus

and take your
turn!

Oh, wait,
do I want to
put any in my
soulmelds?

Screw this!
I'm outta here,

you can find some
other goblin to

kill!

Does
that count
as defeating

it?
If it does,

then Elan defeats
me like ten times

a day.

Oooo, does
that mean I get

a level now?

Sure, but
you have to take
it in Soulborn.

...Never
mind.

Not from
where I'm
standing.

No.

Why don't
you two head over
and show us what

you've got?

Yes, sir, Mr.
Greenhilt.

Ha! Consider
your spell stolen,

goblin villain!

Your spell. I
forwent 1d6 points
of sneak attack in
order to steal your

spells.

I'm a
spellthief.
Hand it
over.

Kid, I
don't have
any spells.

Oh.What?

Brownnoser.

Shut up.

So, then...
who are those

guys?

The best
of both worlds:
Unpaid interns!

I asked the
local Community

College to send over
some students to
earn credits toward
their Adventurer's

Degree.Who?



I Heard That Shop Was Run By a Bunch of Stoners AnywayB5

I knew
I sensed 
somethin'.

Oh, hello!
You'll have to

forgive me for not
noticing you, I've been

blind since I was
a boy.

Melissa!
Get out here!

Customer!

Yes, Mr.
Greygray?

Yes. Mr.
Greygray. Remove

Blindness!

Wha—?
Oh my gods, I
can see! I can

see! I—

A medusa??
Then those
statues—

No, not
the statues. But
where do you think

I get the bricks from,
anyway? I dye them to

look red or green
or whatever.

Wha??

It's a small
business, I need

to cut costs on raw
materials however

I can.

By petrifyin'
folks an' choppin'
‘em up inta patio

blocks??

It's like
our motto says:
"The right people

for the right
job."

If it makes
you feel any

better, they're
still technically

alive. Nay! Nay, it
dinnae make me
feel any better

at all!

Aw, nuts.

Wait! Please
don't hurt me. I

don't want to be bad,
but there aren't a lot
of job openings for

medusas.

I can't
even practice my
hobbies in peace! I
spend two months

carving a dog statue,
and PETA is all

over me.

Have ye
e'er considered
usin' yer powers
ta help people?

How would
I do that?

In tha
name o' Thor,
I cannae let ye
do this ta any
more people!

Oh really?
How're you going
to stop me when

you're lining a
garden path?

Melissa!
Gaze attack!

Then yer 
statues're e'en more

impressive.

Oh, no,
they're not mine.

My assistant
makes them.

Och, really?



Read It and Weep B6

taptataptap
         tapataptaptap!

taptataptap
         tapataptaptap!

I register
the amulet, the

dagger, both potions,
both scrolls, and
the book as being

magical.

Book?
What's the

title?

Quickness
of Action, come
on, come on!

Please, Thor,
let it be a Tome o'

Clear Thought.

"Manual
of Gainful
Exercise."

I don't
understand, Roy.
It's just a book,
why did everyone
seem to want it

so badly?

It's a stat-
raising tome, Elan. If

you read the exercises
described in it for six days,
you gain a permanent boost

to one of your ability
scores. In this case,

Strength.

Oh! That
sounds like fun!

We can all do the
exercises in a

big group!

Uh, no, Elan.
It only benefits
one reader, and

that's me.

Why
you?

Because
fighters don't
get to have
nice things.

Technically,
you need only
read the book,
not follow its

directives.

So...Roy's
going to read for
six days and get

stronger?

What the
hell are the rest
of us supposed

to do?

Anyone
up for another

game of Extreme
Goblinheadball?

Oooo!
Oooo! Me!

Me!

I call this
game Reverse

Charades.

I shout
things, and

you have to act
them out as
quickly as
you can.

What kind
of dancing is

that?

clakc
lak!

clak!

clak!

Flamenco-
tap fusion. Wanna
learn? I have extra

castanets!
Give him
back!

No, he's
mine now. "I
don't like you

anymore,
Elan!"

He doesn't
sound like that!

Come on!

Hey Roy, 
looks like you

were wrong about
that book! We're

exercising together
after all!

Yeah? Then
slow down so I

can squeeze in a
quick upper body

workout.He does
now!

Rooooy!!
Make him give

him—

Ready...Go!

Elephant!
Dictionary! Foam!

Beholder! Scissors!
Parsnip! Parsley!

Librarian!

Them
monsters're
nuthin' alike!

I meant closest
alphabetically.

This is my
family recipe for

owlbear liver and onions.
We didn't have owlbears,
though, so I used the
closest thing I could

find: otyugh.

What am
I, your dad? Find

a way to entertain
yourselves.

Day One

Day Two

Day Five
Day Six

Day Three

Day Four

YES!!!

That’s
it!!

Read, read, r
ea

d, 
re
ad 

the long

boring book t
ha

t 
I w

on’t 
share

with my frie
dn

nn
nn

ndd
dssss!



Deep ThoughtsB7

Hey look,
this cavern has
a village of deep

halflings!

Excuse me?

You know,
halflings that live

underground.

What is
next? Deep
humans?

They have
those already.
They're called

underfolk.

Deep
orcs?

Those,
too.

Deep
dwarves??

Then to
service these 

people, they need to
make darkcows and
deep chickens and

duskponies.

And while
they all possess

darkvision, they all
forgot that you can't
read with it, much less

gaze across the majestic
underground oceans
when you can only

see 60 feet!

Naturally,
there is convenient
bioluminescent moss

everywhere, therefore—
despite the fact that the

widespread presence of such
moss would have discouraged
creatures from developing

darkvision in the
first place!

Gosh, V,
you shouldn't
get so upset

by this.

Yeah,
races migrate

here because the
good stuff up top is
taken, not because

they want to
be here.

*huff*

*huff*
*huff*

Look, there's a
pub up ahead. Let's

go and get something
to calm you down,

OK, V?

Yes...
that is probably
for the best.

Darkwaiter,
we'd like some deep
tea and a plate of
undercrumpets.

Extra
shadowjelly on

the side.

GAHHHH!
I suppose...

that would explain
the parallels in
agriculture...

Everyone
loves a good rant,
V, but is there a
point to this?

To the
rant? Yes. To
exploring the
underdark?

No!

Just stay at
home and put on

sunglasses!

And they,
in turn, need to graze

on grass mushrooms and
shrub mushrooms and rest

in the shade of giant
tree mushrooms.

Yup.

All
dwarves
are deep
dwarves!

I held my
tongue at dark

elves, grey dwarves,
and even deep gnomes,
but this has gone on

long enough.
Is the

subterranean
world utterly

bereft of
creativity?

Everything
we encounter is

the same as on the
surface, only with
the appellations
"deep" or "dark"

added.

You don't
think they

are?

No, I mean
that I can tolerate

this no longer.

Vaarsuvius,
are you OK?

No.

It is exactly
the same as the
upper world, only

dimmer!



An Unthralling Scenario B8

Tremble,
three-ninths of
the Order of
the Stick!

My master
plan has at last
come to fruition!
At least the part

involving you.

While you
rot in irons,

your ally is my
helpless
thrall—

—held under
my sway by my

vampiric domination
gaze attack!

Oh, I'm
not worried. Elan

will throw off your
mind control just in
time to save us.

What? How can
you be so confident?

As near as I can tell, your
bard has the willpower

of a wilting leek.

I demand an
explanation!

Simple, slug-
face. Domination can

be broken if the subject
is forced to do something

against their inherent
nature.

Yes, yes,
like forcing a

paladin to eat babies,
or forcing a blackguard
to eat babies without

mustard. I know
that.

That is why
I have been careful

to only give your friend
the simplest of

orders.

Maybe so,
but don't you know

that the protagonist
always throws off the
villain's mind control

at the climax of
the scene?

In cliched
fiction, perhaps,

but I fail to see how
that relates to—

‘

Not using
cliches is against

his nature!

‘
Uh oh.

This has
all just been a big
misunderstanding,
I'll show myself
out through the

sewers.

Time to bug
out, I see!

Snails aren't
bugs, moron! We're

gastropods!

Wow, I'm
surprised that
actually worked!
The urge to save

us must have been
too hard to

resist.

Well, keeping
all those great
snail puns inside

was pretty
rough, too.

But mark
my words, Order
of the Stick: I'll

get you yet!

Actually,
this is probably

your last appearance
ever, since this version
 of the comic strip was

actually canceled
years ago.

Noooooo!

Let's you
and me slug

it out!

You've
got a pretty good
AC, are you wearing

snail mail?

Time to
press the
a-salt!

I'm free!Elan is a
bard. 



Continued from page 18:
One of the things I had a problem with in the print 

comic was the lack of supporting characters. While the 
heroes themselves were reasonably iconic—they could 
represent any adventuring party, and indeed that‘s how 
they had been created—all of the villains from the online 
comic had very specific plots and motivations that I didn’t 
want to transfer over to this little alternate version. If I 
included Xykon, would I have to explain that he had killed 
Roy’s dad’s master? If I include the Linear Guild, is that 
appearance before or after Elan’s growth into a Dashing 
Swordsman? And given that I had one page a month, 
would using too many characters just get confusing?

In the end, I decided that I would create a recurring 
villain for the magazine OOTS that was completely new, but 
kept with the generally silly nature of the comics. No deeply 
tragic personal backstory here, just a comic foil who would 
appear about once a year to try to put one over on our heroes. 
What I chose was...a snail. Yes, the heavily-templated snail 
from issue #345 was intended to be a recurring villain. I had 
distinct plans for at least two more appearances, and no 
reason to quit using him after that. Of course, I got news 
that the magazine was canceled just as I was working on 
his second appearance one year later, for #357, so he never 
got his chance to return. I’m rectifying that now by adding 
in the bonus strips that represent what may have happened 
had he gotten his moment to shine. Two of the new strips 
are based on those old ideas for the snail’s return, while the 
other six are based on unrelated ideas I had sketched out 
for future issues or, in one case, an idea I’d gotten since the 
magazine was canceled but couldn’t find a way to work into 
the online strip.

The End is Nigh
Given that OOTS had the honor of giving the farewell 

address to Dragon® on the last page of the last issue, there’s 
some discussion to be had on the subject. I found out the 
magazine was being cancelled only a few hours before the 
public was informed; I got an apologetic email from Erik 
Mona (then-Art Director at Paizo Publishing®) explaining 
that Wizards of the Coast® had elected not to renew their 
license to produce print versions of Dragon and Dungeon®, 
that I had three strips left to produce for the magazine, and 
that I could do a commemorative installment for the final 
issue if I wanted. Never one to take one chance to put my 
foot in my mouth when I could have three, I immediately 
scrapped my plans for the snail’s return in favor of starting 
a three-strip story in which I vented my feelings about 
the cancellation. It’s old news now, but at the time I was 
furious—not because I was going to lose out on a revenue 
stream, but because in my mind, Dragon magazine was an 
institution that deserved better. I still feel that way, actually, 
though I understand that it’s long since a done deal.

In my first strip, I introduced a character to serve as an 
allegory for the magazine itself: the Dragon, whose design 
spoofs the art from the cover of the very first issue of the 
magazine. But it was the second strip that I really got my 
chance to start expressing myself, where I had the Dragon 
relate his publication history, from his birth at TSR through 
his purchase by Wizards of the Coast, which was in turn 
bought by Hasbro, only to turn around and license him 
back out to Paizo. Much to my surprise, I was informed via 
email that my comic had failed to meet approval by Wizards 

of the Coast themselves. What surprised me the most was 
that I didn’t know my comic was even subject to approval by 
them until that moment! But as it was explained to me, every 
page of the magazine required Wizards’ approval, and that 
included comics that may be a little harsh on their history. 
As a result, I needed to swap out one panel from the comic 
that I had drawn with a milder, but far-less-funny panel. 
The good news, as I mentioned earlier, is that I retained all 
rights to the OOTS comics that ran in Dragon—including 
the panel that didn’t run. So the version of the comic that’s 
published in this book contains the original joke in panel 
8 (the one with the gentleman whose head is much like a 
potato) that they didn’t want you to see. Frankly, I didn’t 
even think it was that bad, but I’m a sucker for pointless 
pot-stirring.

Finally, the finale. I was glad I had gotten my rancor 
out the strip before, because for this, I really wanted to do 
something that would pay tribute to the comics that had 
come before me in the magazine’s long history. Nodwick, 
Dork Tower, and Zogonia were still running in the magazine, 
so I decided to let them do their own tribute and focused on 
the comics that had long since disappeared from the pages. 
You’d be surprised how hard it is, even in this information 
age, to find images from magazines printed in the 1970s. 
My dream was to get explicit permission from the creator 
of each previous comic to use a stick figure version of their 
characters, but half the creators were impossible to track 
down, and most of the other half didn’t respond in time 
due to the tight deadline (or at all). As a result, I crossed 
my fingers and trusted in Fair Use, as I so often do. I didn’t 
get any complaints from creators, and managed to get a 
few thanks in the process, so it worked out OK. In order to 
ensure that those creators get the proper tribute that they 
deserve—and so that the younger gamers know who they 
are—I’m listing them all below.

Characters Parodied in Last Comic, Panel Three:
While the issues in which each comic first or last appeared are  
accurate, many comics experienced gaps during their run. Gaps  
longer than three issues are noted.
• �Telerie Windyarm (woman with sword and shield) and Snarf (orange 

creature flying off top of panel), from Larry Elmore’s SnarfQuest, 
Dragon #75 to #145, #200. www.larryelmore.com

• �Fineous Fingers (man in purple knit hat), from Fineous Fingers by  
J.D. Webster, Dragon #3 to #54.

• �Phil (blond man in bowler hat) and Dixie (red-haired girl with mallet), 
from What’s New with Phil and Dixie by Phil Foglio, Dragon #49 to 
#84, #265 to #311. www.studiofoglio.com/comics.html

• �Wormy (light green dragon with blue hat and cigar), from Wormy by 
Dave Trampier, Dragon #9 to #132.

• �B.A., Bob, Dave, Sara, and Brian (five faces popping up from bottom 
edge of panel, left to right), from Knights of the Dinner Table by Jolly 
R. Blackburn, Dragon #226 to #269. www.kenzerco.com

• �Yamara (halfling woman in red shirt) from Yamara, ©1984-2007  
Barbara Manui and Chris Adams, Dragon  #132 to #224. Used with 
permission. www.yamara.com

Dragon also featured many other comics over the decades that ran 
for ten issues or less, as well as the work of countless artists in the 
anthology feature Dragonmirth, which ran on-and-off from Dragon #32 
to #289. Of particular note is the comic Swordplay, by Matthew Guss, 
which ran from #195 to #259 but featured no recurring characters 
(and thus I was unable to use), and The Twilight Empire, a comic by 
Stephen D. Sullivan and John M. Hebert that ran from #156 to #205, 
which I honestly just forgot about until after the strip was submitted.

http://www.larryelmore.com
https://www.studiofoglio.com/comics.html
https://kenzerco.com
http://www.yamara.com


#356It’s All About Flavor

Oh, man
I am so tired.

And I need
a bath. I feel like

someone cast, like, a
maximized Grease
spell on my hair.

Hey. We're
going to need a few
rooms, some baths,
and a lot of food.
I haven't eaten

all day.

Oh, I'm
sorry, I cannot

help you.

What? Your
sign says you offer
rest and relaxation
to adventurers!

Of course,
but not through
such things as

food.

I offer a
life of purity and

contentment through a
simple path to spiritual

enlightenment:

Excuse me?

Allow me
to demonstrate.
Here, eat some

of this.

Pffff!
Ugh! That tastes

like cardboard that's
been soaking in

boggle oil!
Does it?
Or did you

decide that
it does?

There are no
rules governing how

food tastes, so therefore,
anything you eat that can
provide nourishment should
taste exactly the same,

shouldn't it?

The Church
of Universal Ignorance
can teach you how.

"Comfort" is
just extraneous detail

that we add to our lives
as part of roleplaying. Once
we unshackle ourselves from
those things that have no
statistical impact, we can

achieve a perfect
meditative bliss.

Look at me:
I only eat the gruel

you just had, once every
three days—because that's
what is needed to avoid

the effects of
starvation.

I don't sleep
at all unless a magical

effect fatigues or exhausts
me, and I never fall
asleep by accident.

And I haven't
bathed since I was 1st

level, because there's no
mechanical disadvantage

to being dirty.

Ignoring
fluff text.

You're not
exactly a symphony

for the nose,
either.

So wait...
you're saying that

stuff like gaining weight,
or tooth decay can just

be ignored? Well, I
suppose so,
yes, but—

You sure
you want all
of those?

There
are no rules on
tummyaches.

Come, brothers
and sisters, join me in
paradise! We will wear
uncomfortable clothing
woven from itchy burlap
and sit on cold stone

floors.

We will not
need to shave
or cut our hair,
nor trim our
fingernails.



Stop Dragon My Art Around#357

TO BECONTINUED!

Yes, I am
the ancient Dragon!
Come and partake of

my 100% official
content!

Welcome,
Player Characters!

—a dragon?

Not A dragon,
The Dragon!

Yes! Got
it! Who rocks?

I do!

Feast your
eyes on—

Darn it, this
is the toughest

lock I've ever tried
to pick...

What could
they be hiding

in there?

Elan, you
just had ice
cream last

strip!

But that
was a month

ago!

Ancient? I
always thought
ancient dragons

were a little bit...
bigger.

Let me put
it to you this way:

The entire theoretical
framework of your
existence is only

33 years old.

What's your
point?

Why are you
hanging around this
second-rate dungeon

anyway?

Hey,
back off, 
Grandpa!

Tell you what,
why don't we put three
staples in your spine
for a few decades and

see how chipper
you are?

Geez...so
much for dragon

mirth.

Not since
2001, pal.

Obviously
for the decor. Grey
walls, yellow floor in

every room? It's like an
interior designer's
dream come true.

‘

Actually, I
was hoping to find
some adventurers,
brave and true.

Clearly,
I'm settling.

I'm 31.

Oh.



Claw/Claw/Bite the Hand That Feeds Me #358

See, it all began when this nice
wizard created me to replace
some old newsletter.

We had a lot of fun, even when
that wizard turned himself into
a red dragon.

Unfortunately, the times got tough, so
he had to sell me to this other wizard
who lived by the shore.

I moved out west with him, and that
was OK for a while, too.

Does it
rain all the time

out here?

You'll get
used to it.

It was
fun while it

lasted.

KNEEL
BEFORE SPUD,
SON OF ADKI!

Neat!

At any rate,
it'll be the end of
me as I am now!

Don't worry,
then, we'll help
you hide in this

dungeon.

Now wait,
you said you needed

adventurers for
something?

Yes! My
life is in danger!

Sort of. It's
complicated. It would

take a whole comic
to explain it all,

though.

Please don't
make me actually
point to the page

below us.

Actually,
the Dungeon got
canceled, too.

Then, the wizard
got a new boss...

...and soon, he didn't have time to play
with me anymore. So he built a golem
out of parts he had lying around the
office, and gave me to it.

The golem and I played together,
but now the wizard needs me back.

He has a spell that will convert me to
electricity or something. I'm honestly
not sure how that's going to work yet.

TO BE

CONCLU
DED!



End of the Line, Thanks for Riding#359

Through
the back door,

Dragon!

OK, Dragon,
last issue, last page.
Let's make this quick,
we have a meeting in
Rhode Island in 20

minutes.

No! You
can't!

Dragon,
run! Run!

Apologies.

Get back
here, you webcomic
punks! I'll kick your
unoriginal butts!

Screw this
game, I'm out

of here.

Yes! The
sweet taste of
freedom! Thank

you!

Eh, don't
thank us. We just

provided a largely symbolic
gesture that doesn't

actually change
anything.

Yeah,
we should

be thanking
you.

Everything.

For what?

The web,
you say?....Now

there's an
idea...

I'm not
sure I'm allowed
to, that room

contains— Just
do it!!

OK...jump
on, everyone!



Order Stick
The

of
the

Snips, Snails, and Dragon Tales

Edition Wars:
Invaders from the Fourth Dimension



I Plead the Fourth
The degree to which this section only exists due to fan 

demand for it cannot be understated. In 2008, when Fourth 
Edition hit gaming tables around the world, I surprised a lot 
of people by deciding that OOTS was not going to switch 
to the new version, despite the fact that the comic still 
had its roots in spoofing the world of fantasy roleplaying 
games. The reasons were sound, in my mind: My comic was 
much more about the characters by that point than gags, 
and to stop the advancing plot to explain the changes to 
every one of them seemed like a good way to grind my story 
momentum to a halt. Plus, certain critical rule factors hadn’t 
even been released yet, like what bards or sorcerers were 
going to be like. I couldn’t have one of my core protagonists 
and my primary antagonist sidelined while the rest of the 
team got complete makeovers. But most importantly, I had 
to play Third Edition for years before I was able to have 
enough system mastery to spontaneously write jokes about 
it. That sort of familiarity was just nowhere on the horizon 
when the system was published, so I elected not to have it 
come up in the online comic at all.

By now, of course, many of those factors have changed. 
The bard and the sorcerer were released in 2009, and I have 
had some experience playing Fourth Edition. Not nearly as 
much as I had with Third, but enough to have gotten the 
hang of it. (I don’t really get a lot of time to play any edition 
these days, so my hands-on time has been sharply limited.) 
The one thing that hasn’t changed was my disinclination 
to halt the story in order to explain the switchover. That 
hasn’t stopped me from getting emails almost every week 
asking for OOTS to take a shot at it, though. So when it 
came time to prepare a release for the long-overdue Dragon 
magazine strips, I saw an opportunity. Not only is this book 
safely outside the perception of casual fans who might be 
confused by the idea of upgrading editions, but the printed 
strips took place in a wholly separate continuity—one free 
from the confines of the main story’s events and locations. 
It seemed like the perfect compromise: the fans get their 
long-awaited Fourth Edition jokes, and I get to keep my 
main story intact. And so here we are.

Now, if you’ve read the following section already—and 
I recommend that you do so before reading any more of my 
thoughts on it—it may seem like I’m coming off a bit harsh 
on Fourth Edition. A higher percentage of the jokes are at 
its expense rather than that of its predecessor, after all. But 
keep in mind that I’ve had hundreds of strips online to harp 
on Third Edition’s various logic flaws and inconsistencies, 
plus those from the previous section. No one wants me to 
retread the same ground again, especially when I only have 
22 pages here to squeeze in everything that I want to spoof 
about the newer game. So please, no angry emails about 
how I wasn’t “fair” to Fourth Edition because I made fun of 
it more. That’s my job. It’s what I do. You knew I was a snake 
when you brought me home.

It almost goes without saying, but both systems have 
strengths and weaknesses. In my entirely idiosyncratic (but 
still technically professional) opinion, Fourth Edition is 
ideal at running tactical encounters—short-range dungeon 
battles where neither side is really prepared for what they’re 
going to face next. This is obstensibly what dungeon crawling 
has always been about, but Fourth Edition definitely puts 
the premise at the forefront. Meanwhile, Third Edition 

has more opportunities for long-term strategic planning, 
both at character creation and when accomplishing goals 
within the framework of the game. I know which of the 
two methodologies to which I am more partial, but I would 
never presume that my preference was anything more than 
that—my preference.  

When it comes right down to it, the so-called “Edition 
Wars” really amount to a battle not over which system 
is objectively better, but over whether or not the base of 
players needs to accept a new system just because that 
system is published. On one side of the debate, there’s 
the knowledge that no one can break into your house at 
night and burn your existing books; if you want to keep 
playing an old edition, nothing is physically stopping you. 
Heck, lots of people still play First Edition, or Original 
D&D! On the other hand, by doing so, you are making a 
conscious decision to separate yourself from those who 
are following the current product lines. If enough people 
refuse to convert, then it becomes harder for both sides to 
find people for their gaming groups. If you try to play both 
editions simultaneously, you end up splitting your gaming 
time such that neither game really gets your full attention. 
Few people have enough free time to play in multiple 
groups. So, system aside, there are compelling arguments 
for either staying current or sticking with the one you love 
even if progress marches on.  There are no easy answers. 

As the hobby goes on and there’s a Fifth, Sixth, and 
Seventh Edition, probably all within our lifetime if the 
game doesn’t die off, I expect the rancor between factions 
will become less intense. When there are a dozen different 
flavors of D&D to choose from, it will seem somewhat silly 
to fervently declare loyalty to one (and only one) of them. 
Gamers will need to be at least passingly conversant in all of 
the extant editions just to be able to move between different 
gaming groups. You’ll have one group playing Third Edition 
but poaching the saving throw rules from Sixth Edition, 
another playing Fifth Edition but reinstating the alignment 
rules from First Edition, and a third group playing cutting-
edge Ninth Edition by interfacing their brainstems directly 
with the DM-O-Matic 4500 and using their actual psionic 
powers to tell their characters to manifest pretend psionic 
powers. It’ll be crazy, you wait and see.

Sir—your
necromantic aura!
You have to turn

it off!

*kklrraaa!*

My necro-
what, now?

I don't
even know if
I'm affected

by that.

Have I
even been
updated?



1The Amorphous Shape of Things to Come

Hey, look,
I see people
coming out!

What the
hell is that?

GAH!!

There
it is!! I
see it!

OK, last
stop, everybody

off.

Geez, that
flight felt like
it took four

years!

Are you
sure you can't

stay? Technically,
I'm already long

gone.

Plus, I need to
leave while I'm still a
satirical allegory and

not a character.

Goodbye,
Dragon!
Goodbye!

We love
you!

*Sigh*
I miss it
already.

Aye, lad, I
unnerstand.

So...now
what? We were in
that dungeon so
long, I don't know

what to do.

I think I
saw a big town
a few miles back

while we were
flying.

It's not
like we really had

a storyline...

We could
go rent some

rooms at the inn
and sleep in real
beds tonight.

Sounds good
to me. I could
definitely use
some R&R.

Just start
walking.

No, Roy,
Dee and Dee,

not Arr and Arr. 
That would be
about pirates.

Och, tha
a beast, once so

powerful, could end
up like tha...it just

dinnae bode well
fer any o' us.

What do
you mean,
Durkon?

I fear tha
this is only a

harbinger o' some
great cosmic

shift. I concur,
actually. The

precise ramifications
cannot be predicted,

but it certainly
portends ill.

OK, well,
I guess we'll keep

on the lookout for
Certain Doom as

we walk.

OK! I think
it usually looks

like a swirly
energy thing.

I don't
think you can
actually see
doom, Elan,

that's—

Should we
attack them? And
by that I mean, will
you be mad at me if

I attack them?

No, and
yes. They look...
oddly familiar.



2 Plan 4 from Renton, WA

Oh my
gods, they look

just like us!

Fourth
Dimension? What
dimension is this,

then?

You and
your friends live

 here in the Third-
and-a-Half Dimension—
or more specifically,

one of many different
Third-and-a-Half

Dimensions. Really?
'Cause with this

art style, I feel like
we barely qualify

for two.

What
the—?

Only more
Extreme.

Don't we
already have
a set of evil 
opposites?

Only in
the online
continuity.

Oh, right.

We made
it to the other

side!

I believe the
transportation

ritual has certainly
succeeded.

We're not
evil opposites,
we're you. I'm
Roy Greenhilt

from—

My version
of the Order of

the Stick used a magic
ritual to cross the

dimensional barrier so
that we can make an

urgent request.

How is it
that I, with my

superior knowledge
of such things, have
never heard of this
so-called "Fourth

Dimension"?

It only
recently sprang

into existence, though
the powers that created

it have caused it to
exist retroactively

in the past.

Well, I
certainly—

Sorry! Bards
were released

later.

Anyway, as
I was saying, since
you're us, and we're

you, I guess we should
listen to your request,

whatever it is.

It's quite
simple, really.

We need you to
stop.

Stop
what?

Existing,
I'm afraid.

You're
obsolete.

Wait a
second...where's

your Elan?

Huh.
That's a good
question...

THE FOURTH
EDITION!

THE FOURTH
DIMENSION!

(Dimension.)

Thank
Thor!



Convert or Die 3

Excuse me?
Did you just ask

me to—? Roy, I don't
like the direction
this is headed...

Yeah, this
sounds just like

what happened to
the Dragon!

It's happened
before, when the Third-

and-a-Half Dimension came
into existence. Eventually,
almost all of the souls
from the previous Third

Dimension passed
over to here.

Tha second
limitin' factor be

tha number o' souls.
As more an' more souls

cross from yer old broken
down dimension ta our shiny

new one, there'll be less
people fer ye ta
interact wit.

Eventually,
there won't be
anyone left over
here at all! You'll
have trouble even
getting a group
together to go

on a quest!

Just a tip:
Generally speaking,

the best way to get
someone to listen is not

to continually attack
the place they've
loved for years.

I think
what my friends

are getting at could
best be summarized

as—

I was
going to say,

"No thanks," but
that works,

too.

Awww, man, I
knew this wouldn't

be that easy.

This must
be why the wizards

advised against direct
conversion of old

characters.

HEY! That's
MY Roy! Go kill

your own!

UP YOURS,
NOOB!

It's for
your own

good.

So what
do you say? Do

you want to finally
leave this cesspool

and fix all that stuff
that's wrong
with you?

Yeah! I
have fun just

the way I am, I
don't wanna

merge.
Indeed, I

fail to see why the
egress should progress

from our dimension
to yours, rather than

the opposite.
Aye, I

be how Thor
made me, warts

an' all.

We may
have flaws, but

that doesn't mean
we need to just give
up and start over

from scratch!

Most folks
hardly noticed tha

difference.

(Tho thar
was some weapon

shrinkage.)

It's unfortunate,
really, but we wouldn't
be asking if it wasn't
strictly necessary.

In order
for the Fourth

Dimension to flourish,
the Third-and-a-Half
Dimension must end

forever.

You won't
die or anything.
More like...merge
with us, the Four
Dimensional version

of yourselves.

And hey,
don't worry, because
the Fourth Dimension
is much better than

this dump.

Everything
is pretty much

perfect, and all your
flaws will be wiped away—
balance issues, limited
combat utility, crippling
emotional baggage from
your childhood—it's all
fixed in the Fourth

Dimension!

Plus it
has a mountain
fresh scent and

gets out the really
tough stains!

Look, we
seem to be subsisting
side-by-side right now

just fine. I don't see any
reason that I need to
give up my existing...

existence...just
for you.

The multiverse
is infinite, right? No
reason we can't both

continue to have
adventures.

That's nice
in theory, but in
practice, there

are two big
flaws.

The first
is Time itself.

Regardless of the
number of available

dimensions, the
quantity of Time

is finite.

In other
words, every

moment you people
spend questing is a

moment that we in the
Fourth Dimension

can't.



The Battle is Joined4

give up our system bloa
t!

You arrogant
antiquated fools! Do
you not perceive how

we are trying to
improve your

world?

OK, well,
we tried this the
easy way. Time for

the hard way.

For them,
Elan. Hard for
them, not us.

Knock
Them
Down!

Well, that
was weird. Och, be

anybody
hurt?

No. Nope.

Yes, but
I'll live, and at

least they spent
their whole turn

doing—

Sneak
Attack Deft

Strike!

Second
Wind! And
Majestic
Word on
Haley!

That
doesn't make
any sense! And

stand still! Stop
shifting all over

the place!
Positioning

is very important
in our world.

What kind
of fighter are

you if you don't want
to stand in one place
and dish out a full

attack?

I'm not a
fighter at all. I'm
actually a warlord.
I use my superior
leadership skills
to turn the tide

of battle.

Which makes
me wonder...with
our Intelligence

score, shouldn't you
be a warblade or

something?

You know
as well as I do
that Dad would
never have paid

for a Ph.D.
program!

Claws of
the Griffon,

baby!

What the—
They already
moved and
attacked! Yeah, but

that was on my
turn. They still had

their own turn
to take.

Whoa!Crap!

Awwwww!
The hard way
sounds hard.

Or being
buried six feet

under it!

You could
improve it by

leaving it.

Equally
acceptable. Chain

Lightning.

Sneak
Attack! Prayer!

Negative.

Refus
e, refuse, refuse, refuse to



The One Thing He Can Never Have 5

Hey Belkar,
Inspiring Word.

You can
inspire my

plucky ass, Roy,
I'm busy.

What—
what did you

just do?

I healed
him.

How?? You
just talked to

him!

True, but
it turns out that
the wound wasn't
really that bad

after all.
But...it

was bad! He
got zapped with

lightning!

No, he
didn't.

Yes, he
did!

Turns
out, he
didn't.

There.
Did I hit you,

or not?

Don't
know.

What?!?

I won't
know if you hit
me or not until

later.

You won't
know—You're
bleeding right

now!!

Huh. Yeah,
looks like I'm
Bloodied. But
check this

out:

See? That
sword move was
so inspiring to

myself that it turns
out I was never
bleeding in the

first place.

You can
heal yourself

with a sword move?
Without magic? How

am I supposed to
fight that??

Well, actually,
I can't do that

more than once per
encounter.

Why not?

Nnnh!
Because it's
an Encounter

exploit.

Encounter!
Exploit!

Yeah, but
is there some
underlying—

You just...
you just swung
your sword and

roared, though. You
didn't use magic
or anything. Why

can't you—

OK, if you're
going to merge with
me, you're going to
have to stop asking
for a "cause" for
every "effect."

It's rude.

You have
the ability to alter

the past by impressing
yourself, but you can't
swing your sword the
same way twice in

a row.

Why would
I ever want to

merge with you?
Your world makes
no damn sense!

Belkar:
Commander's

Strike!

My gods...
they actually

listen to
you???

Sometimes,
I make them

attack rocks by
the side of the

road.

Just
because
I can.

LION'S ROAR!!!



6 Oh, Right, Those Guys

Och, I dinnae
know aboot ye, but
I've no interest in

attackin' ye.

It's good
ta know tha Thor
still exists in yer
new dimension.

Och, aye,
he's better
than ever.

Na literally
better, o'course.
Ye just mean e's

alive an' doin'
well.

Ye dirty
liar! My Thor

would smash yer
Thor's stupid

face in!

My Thor
dinnae even have

stats, so he cannae
be beaten!

Tha dinnae
make a lick o'

sense! How can
yer Thor win if'n

he na have
stats??

Ye lily-
livered fool,

yer nuthin' but
a false prophet!

Idolater!

Eat hammer,
blasphemer!

Choke on
thunder,
heretic!

Na, yer
tha false one, ye
backwards git!

Well, at
least it's nice that

they can both do more
than just cast Cure

Light Wounds.

Yeah, that
was always pretty

lame. Who wants to
do nothing but heal

all the time?

Can I hit
someone with a
hammer now? NO!

This
sucks.

He's just
tha cool, tha's

how.Wouldnae!

Wouldso!

Well, only
better as much as
my Thor be newer,
an' more holy, an'

would win in a
fight.

Cure
Serious
Wounds!

Jinx!

Aye, I
agree. I've no
beef wit ye,

good sir.

We both
be worshippers

o' Thor, it wouldnae
be right ta take up

arms aginst one
'nuther.

Couldnae
agree more. Let's
limit ourselves ta

healin' and
support.

Agreed!



Knock Off 7

See, this
is what I'm talking

about. I told Roy that
we should just ambush
you defunct losers, but

no, he had to be all
diplomatic.

Yeah, he's
a chicken like that.

Of course, my version
doesn't actually have

a wattle on his
chin, but still.

Heh heh.
I'll have to use

that one on him.
After I kill you,

of course.

Here, I'll
break it down

for you:

See, before
me, rangers were

these namby-pamby
nature-loving freaks

with their animal friends
and their magical mystery

treehugging crap. Sort
of like a druid, only

they sucked.

Then I
came along.

An ass-
kicking stone cold
take-no-prisoners
killer who didn't

need no lame wolf
or bear slowing

him down.

So after I've
been on the scene

for a while, being just
a general badass, well,
suddenly a whole new
universe pops into

existence—

Are you
getting to the
point? Because I
never noticed how
nasally my voice

is before.

It's bad
enough when Roy

drones on for
three panels...

Oh, I got
your point
right here:

I made you,
dumbass!

Every stupid
ranger in your whole
stupid reality has me
to thank for being a
spinning ball of doom
instead of a second-

rate hippie!

I bet
half of you don't
even need Wisdom

anymore, but I dumped
it way before it went

mainstream.

ARRRGH!!

Yeah,
you're probably
right. We do

owe you.

I bet the
universe took one

look at you, realized
how piss-poor you
were at actually

fighting—

Screw
you! You're

nothing but a
shoddy knock-

off! I like to
think of myself
as a remake with
better special

effects.

Remakes
suck!!

So what?

They still
make a killing at
the box office.

—and
thought, "Oh,

crap, I gotta fix
that pronto!"

—and wouldn't
you know it, all the

rangers have become
hardcore damage-
dealing machines.

No animals,
no spells, just

two weapons and
a whole lot of

attitude.

Nice
gimmick, with
cutsie little

names.

Claws of
the Griffon, Two-

Wolf Pounce...What's
next, Care Bear

Stare?

Don't be
ridiculous, that's

American Greetings, not
Hasbro. And be careful,

those AG guys'll threaten
to sue a webcomic

in a heartbeat.

Also,
gimmick? I fight
better in your
style than you

ever could.

Oh, I have
no doubt. I made
it easy for you.

Huh?

Two-Wolf
Pounce!



Taking Advantage8

A longbow,
seriously? How do

you possibly make a
Sneak Attack with

that thing?

Close your
eyes and I'll
show you.

"Sweetie"?
Did you just
call your Elan
"sweetie"?

Yeah, so
what? Don't
you guys use
pet names?

Roy tells
me I'm like a
goldfish, does
that count?

Wait—are
you two not dating

in this reality?

What??
Dating? Me
and Elan?

Oh! So...
so your Elan is
totally single,

then?

I guess
so, but I don't
see how that

really—

Hey there,
3.5 Elan! What do
you say we ditch

Ponytail over there
and go get acquainted

somewhere a little
more private?

Trick Strike.

But Haley—

Shhh,
you're coming

too.

Huh? Haley's
my friend, why would

I leave her side?

Oh my gods,
how did I become
such a slut?!?

Hey, sleeping
with two versions of
your S.O. still counts

as monogamy!

Not the
same thing,

Elan!

See? Merging
with us won't be so

bad, now, will it?

Yeah, we
do that, like, all

the time. Even when
we're supposed to be
scouting or searching

for traps.

Um...wow. GAH!
But—guh—

I—

Sneak
Attack.

Can we
stop talking

about sex and
focus on the

fighting?
We're

supposed to be
hitting each other,

not hitting on
each other.

Hey, it's
not my fault

you're too dumb
to realize how hot

your Elan is.
Oooo! That

gives me an idea!
Song of Discord!

Really?
Then why don't

we invite the other
Haley to—

Well, how
does a little 3e/4e

3-some sound?

Like it
has too much

math.

Though, Roy
does say that

I'm like a goldfish
sometimes.

No, I think
I'd remember

something like
that.

OK!

No, 
sweetie,
don't!

Ki
ss

, kiss, kiss, kiss

  
  t

he bard and discove
r

  
   

    your true feelings

!



Why Are They All Singing?!? 9

As we are
the most powerful

among our respective
comrades, the duty
falls upon me to see

to your end.

Scorching
Ray!

You may
carry the burdens
of power alone, but
my allies are just as

capable as I.

How is
that possible?

Do you not wield the
arcane mastery of
spells yourself? Did
you multiclass and
thus cripple your

potential?

I possess
no other class but

wizard. My associates
simply have might

that rivals my
own.

Lightning
Bolt!

Great elven
gods! I sense truth
in this creature's

words. If each of them
is as powerful as a
wizard...I must end

this now!

Such barriers
are of no impediment

to me. Fey Step!

My people
live in the extraplanar

paradise of the Feywild,
and have learned to
slip between worlds

once each day.

If you
consent to the
merging of our
dimensions, this
power can be

yours.

The Feywild?
I am conversant in

planar cosmology but
I have yet to come
across that name

in my studies.

Then I shall
show you from
whence I hail.

Ensorcelled
Mind!

Behold!
Behold but the

merest glimpse of
the majesty and
splendor that is

the Feywild!

Teleportation?
Then you did not
bar yourself from

Conjuration?

No avenue
of arcane knowledge
is closed to me, but

that particular talent
is not a spell.

For you
see, I am not a
lowly forest-

dwelling elf. I am
an eladrin.

...Did you
just invent that

word?

I did not.

Resilient
Sphere!

I am sorry,
but I must confine

you for the remainder
of this battle.



Cut and Run10

MEDIC!!
PARAMEDIC!!

QUASIMEDIC!

You know,
I don't like to 

admit it, but I have
no idea what this

guy is doing.
I'll fix

'er up, lad.
Cure Critical

Wounds!

Tho, I be
runnin' outta
healin' fast.

See, like
what the hell
is a Viper's

Strike? Is it
poisonous?

Belkar's
deader than Thor's

virginity, an' tha damn
elf's starin' off inta

space fer some
reason.

Well, I'm
na tactical expert,
Roy, but I think wha
'e's doin' is kickin'

our asses!

These gits
heal themselves
a free action an'
whomp on us tha

whole time.
Plus, the

other me is helping.
Helping, Roy. IN

COMBAT!

Use
Magic Device:

Teleport!

Viper's
Strike!

Well, I'd
love to cut and

run, but these guys
are hopping all over the
place like the ground
is on fire and their
feet are made of

paper.

If we don't
find them within,

say, two hours, we'll
take an extended rest
and V, you can cast
the Seeking ritual in

the morning. 

They couldn't
have gone far. No one

can teleport more than
about 20 square or so,

not in combat.

Damn.

How big
is a square,

again?

You know...
square-sized.

Oh,
right.

Let's take
a short rest to

regain our powers,
and then we'll fan

out and look
for them.

Are  you
not worried that

they, too, will have
an extended rest,
Lord Greenhilt?

It shouldn't
matter. Once they
wake up, they'll still
need eight hours to

cast the ritual to raise
their Belkar from

the dead.

As long as
we find them

before then, it'll
be 6-on-5, and they
won't have another
scroll to escape.

Easy fight.

I mean,
what are they

going to do? Change
all of their powers

overnight?

I've got a
little something I

found in the dungeon
that'll help, but I
need to get all of

us together.

I'm on
it, Roy.

Retreat!
Order of the

Stick, retreat!

And
someone grab
Belkar's body
while you're

at it!

This
world's Order
of the Stick.

Huh. And
here I was, about to
use Force Retreat

on them. I was
about to use
Forcefeed Own

Trachea on them.
It's an at-will

for me.

Outstanding.
Good work.



It’s Not a Female Stereotype, It’s a Rogue Stereotype 11

Where
are we?

The large
town I saw, the

one we were headed
to when we got

ambushed.

We just
need to figure out

a way to beat them
and send them back

to their own
world.

But how?
Their powers are
weird, and all have
catchy names!

And they
keep bouncing
around when it

isn't their
turn.

Oooo! Ooo!
I know! They have
the same spells

every time!

True, and
such knowledge
will assist us in

planning, but first
we must determine a
method for actually 
defeating the spells

we have already
seen.

What about
the movement thing?
The other Roy said

that positioning was
very important in

their world.

If their
powers could be
utilized from any

distance, then their
physical orientation

would be largely
irrelevant.

They would
simply stand in

a central location
and engage us
from there.

However,
they informed

us that position
was paramount.

Ergo, their powers
lack adequate

range.

OK, I'm
starting to get

a plan. Durkon, heal
everyone to full, and

then get your components
out. You're going to be
casting a lot of spells

tonight.

Elan and
V, go rent two
rooms at the
inn and start

resting.

Haley, I'm
going to need you

to take on a special
mission for which
only you have the

proper skills.

You can
count on me, Roy.
I'm willing to do
anything for the

team—

—even if it's 
dangerous, or really

difficult, or disgusting,
or morally ambiguous,

or smelly, or—

Being
unconscious is my
most productive

option!

What does
that imply?

That...that
they need to be in

the right position in
order to be most

effective.
Range.

...

OK...
why?

And they
c'n all heal
'emselves.

And their
stuff is all oddly
balanced with one

another. Indeed; how
are we supposed to

target their weakest
link if they insist on

being equals?

OK, OK,
let's just think

about this. What
do we know about

them?

Well...they
can only use their
best attacks and

stuff once a day. We
could attack them
more than once,

hit-and-run
style.

But they
also have pretty

good stuff that can
be used every fight.
We'd just be giving
them more chances

to use those.

Aye, an'
our own spells're
limited in daily
uses as well.

Roy, lad,
what're we gonna

do? Those posers're
tougher than any

goblin we e'er
fought!

Calm down,
no one is merging
with anyone, not

on my watch.

I don't
wanna be merged

with the other me,
I like me the way

I am!

Perilously
incompetent?

Yeah!!



Is There Sex After Death?12

OK, guys,
let's pick it up in

the morning. Enjoy
your extended

rest.

Eye of
Alarm!

Whether
I hate conversations
that begin that way?

Yes, I do.

...
Commander's
Strike, Haley.

Belkar!
What the hell
is wrong with

you??

That's
disgusting! How
can you even
suggest such

a thing??

Plus, it's
not like I'm doing

anything bad with her
spirit. That'll merge with me
and continue to have wacky
adventures in the Fourth

Dimension.

Heck, if
anything, she'll

probably thank me
for all the great

sex she'll be
having.

Her spirit!!
I meant her spirit,
you know, with me

and Elan?

Not her
zombie hooker

body!

Yeah, that's
my body you're
talking about!

You're
gonna need to

cut me in for at
least 60% before

selling it.

Done, but
you need to dye

her hair so people
don't recognize

her.

Fair
enough.

What the
hell is wrong with
the two of you?

Is that even
legal?

Hey, keep
your laws off my
body! Or the body
of my duplicate
from another
dimension!

50-50?

OWW!

smack!

Fine, well
if you don't like

that, I've got a guy
who'll pay top dollar for

the corpse of the
other Haley.

Excuse
me?

Two
words: Zombie

hookers.

Well, it
just so happens
that I have an

idea.

Do we
have any specific

plans for the corpses
of the old versions

of ourselves?

*sigh* No,
Belkar, I was
just going to

wing it.

The ritual
confirms it, this IS
the body of Belkar

Bitterleaf.

Call off
the manhunt. At

least the families of
the victims can now

finally have some
closure.

Hey Roy, I was
wondering—



It Took All of Five Minutes When Writing This Strip 13

OK, gang,
rise and shine. Rest

time is over. Let's find
those 3.5 has-beens and
teach them a thing or
two about enforced

obsolescence.

Hell yeah!
Let's send them
to join their me

in the—

What the—?
Where did that
explosion come

from?? I don't
see anyone.

Up here,
Four-Dees!

Up here,
on the
hilltop!

Thor's third
leg, they gotta be
five hunnerd feet
away up there!

Everybody
spread out! Don't
clump together or
we're all toast! Mass

Cure Light
Wounds!

"Light?" My
wounds are on
fire! I'm using
my Second

Wind.

V, what
do you have that
can reach that

far?

Naught.

What?

The spell
with the longest

range that I currently
possess reaches only

20 squares.

Roy, we're
taking fire!

Yes, thank
you, I had
noticed!

No, I mean,
arrow fire. I

think the other
Haley is shooting

at us.

OW!

How far's
700 feet?

Then
return fire
already!

I've got a
bolt with your
name on it,

Haley.

Wouldn't
that make it a
bolt with your
name on it?

You know,
whoever builds

the weapons in our
world seriously needs
to Google "historical

crossbow range"
at some point.

140
squares.

Damn it!

700 feet,
actually. We were

able to ascertain your
camping position using
scrying when we woke
up at 5 o' clock in the

morning to begin
buffing.

Good news
for us is that

our Vaaruvius has
a Fireball spell with
a range well over

that.

Allow me
to illustrate Sir
Greenhilt's point
thusly: Maximized

Fireball.
Where?



The Smell of Potions in the Morning14

How are
we doing,
Haley?

Well, it's six
range increments,
so I'm only hitting

about half the time.
But I'm still putting
three arrows in the

air each round.

V, can you
teleport us to the

top of the hill?

Good!
Do it!

—if there
was a permanent

teleportation circle
present there, and I

had ten minutes with
which to complete

the ritual.

I can't
believe we don't

have the ability to
hit them from this
far. How has this

never come up
before?

I have often
found it curious that

the various monstrosities
we face always seem to

prefer to engage us
from within charge

range.

Plus, this
is totally punkass
cheap, and they

know it.

What is
wrong with the

other Roy? They're
supposed to be an

adventuring party, not
a damn artillery

squad!

Should
we abscond and

regroup?

Do we have
any plans to do
anything about

this yet??

The smell
of burning beard
is everywhere.

No...I only
count five of them

at the summit. If we
leave, they'll have

time to raise their
Belkar.

Everyone!
Run up the hill, as

fast as you can! Don't
stop until you're
within attacking 

range!

Boo!

Goddamn it!

How about
flight? Can anyone

fly up there?

I can! I
have magical boots

that can fly!

Fantastic!
I can fly

for six squares,
once a day.

GODDAMN IT!
Theoretically—

Good,
good.

Plus, Elan's
song is really

helping.

Wha aboot
me, lad? Should
I get started?

Not yet.
Let's give these
guys a chance to

fire up their ritual-
thing and leave

in peace. Expose, expo
se,

 ex
po

se,
 exp

ose subtle

differences in
 th

e r
es

pec
tive 

rulesets!



slash!

What was
that? Who's

there?

Aaah, that
frickin' HURT!

It's me, the
spooooky ghost
of your other

self!

wooooooooooo!

Wait, did
I say, "ghost?" I

meant, "back from
the dead with an
extended Greater
Invisibility spell
cast on him."

Which is
a shame, because
I am so much more
attractive than

you are.

You won't
be when I slice

you up after the
end of your
next turn!

End of my
next turn?

Hobbit,
please.

I've got
like 20 rounds left

on this thing.

Should be
more than enough,

especially since
your pals have all

run on ahead.

Guess they
figured I couldn't

possibly have been
raised so quickly, eh?
So looks like it's just

you and me while
they deal with

Katie.

But...you're
more powerful than

they are! How can they
have a spell that gives
them a party member

stronger than—

I'm sorry,
sir, you'll have to
take that up with

my supervisor.

Also, I would
really appreciate it
if you could fill out
this evaluation form
when I'm done kicking
your ass, so the home

office can rate my
performance.

Thanks!

Blade
Barrier.

Hi! My
name is Katie,

I'll be your temp
adventurer

today.

Where
did you come

from??

Oh, the nice
dwarf summoned

me late last night with
Planar Ally.Turns out

"continuing to exist" is
totally aligned with

my ethos.

Lucky for me,
you don't know

how to shut the
hell up.

Unnnh!

—and you
don't even know

how many potions
we all drank. I mean,

if you actually managed
to hit me one time,
I'd probably bleed

Heroism.

Ha, see? I
don't need to see
you to chop your

head off! Bad news
for you is, you
do need to see

me—

You know,
I'd be willing to

believe that. I would.
You're pretty badass
for someone wearing

shoes.

—to keep your 
own head from 
being chopped

off.

Stand the
Fallen.

Katie?
Who's—

whiff!
whiff!

surge!

A Dish Best Served Invisibly 15
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Do you
guys see
Belkar?

No. Maybe
he's sneaking up

on them?

Oh yeah,
I forgot he

could—

OK, that
is really getting

obnoxious!
GAHH!

Geez, look
at the size of

this thing. I think
it's 48 squares

long!

If we run
around it, we'll

eat like three more
fireballs in the

process!

I have
an idea!

Hooray! My
flying boots are

useful!

It would
appear that two of
them have bypassed

our astral deva.
Intercept?

No, keep up
with the fireballs.
It's keeping them

spread out so they
can't use their
fancy teamwork

abilities.

Thor's
Might!

Look
out! A giant

dwarf!

Isn't
that just a

human?

AHHH!

OK, big
guy, you want
it? Here it is,
Daily Power

time:

Haley,
that's amazing!

How did you knock
him out by stabbing

him in the foot?

Nowhere
does it say that
I can't knock him

out by stabbing him
in the foot.

I used the 
power of abandoned

verisimilitude!

Anything is
possible when you
don't care about
what's actually

possible!
Then

you mean you
used—

Yes.

Unnnnnh...

KNOCKOUT!

skthunk!

Durkon,
are you up
for this? Aye, lad,

tho I'm gonna
tell ye now, I be

hittin' fer
nonlethal.

As long
as you be

hittin' them,
I'm fine with

that.



Larry Gardner and the Hall of Detained Juveniles 17

I have
never seen a

wall so expansive
before. No matter;
this barrier is of
little impediment

to me.

Fey Step!

Ah. If you
will excuse me,
Sir Greenhilt, I

believe I have, as our
bard might put it,

heard my cue.

Yeah, fine, go.
I need to figure

out a way to get
Durkon back on

his feet.

Shall we
try this
again?

fizzle!

Resil—

Lightning
Bolt!

My. That
would have been

quite effective had
the dwarf not cast
Resist Energy on me

three time, once
with regards to

electricity.

While I am
not one to dwell
on superstition,
I do believe that
in this case—

—the third
time is the

charm.

Or the
Evocation, as
the case may

be.

How are
you able to cast

the same spell more
than once in the

same day?

Magic.

I now grasp
your earlier comment

in its entirety.

When you
said that your

allies are as mighty
as you yourself are,

I mistakenly took that
to mean that they were

all now as powerful
as a wizard—

—whereas
I now see that

what you actually
meant was that a

wizard was now only
as powerful as a

fighter or
rogue.

My magic
is more in balance
with the strength
of my comrades.

I do not
overshadow them

at every turn.

Indeed?
And how is that in
any way a positive

feature?

Should you
not be doing your

best to bring as much
force to bear on your

enemies, fairness
be damned?

At any rate,
if your rogues are as

puissant as your wizards,
I fear that the practice
of wizardry will soon die

out in your world—

Reason
enough for me
to resist your

overtures.

What possible
incentive is there
to spend decades

mastering the subtle
and complex art of

magic—
—when the

same level of power
can be achieved by

bumming around a bad
neighborhood?

Bugger all
this, then. I'm

off to pinch a pack
of smokes and sleep

the rest of the
day.

How do
you reach such
a conclusion?

There are
certain intangible
morale benefits
that I would not
expect you to
understand.

Of course.

Resilient
Sphere!



18 Celestial Peon

OK, that's
it. Durkon, we're

going to take this
deva down.

Aye,
lad.

Follow
me in. One,

two—

THREE!

Oh, hello!
Did you fill out the

evaluation?

Action
point: Skirimish

Ploy!

Ow! Ow!
Ow! Ow!

No, sir,
I wasn't updating
my resume on the
company's time...

‘

She's dazed,
hit her again!
Commander's

Strike!

They're
using cheesy,

underhanded tactics
against us. Like logically

extrapolating the possible
consequences of the powers
they have and then invoking
those options, instead of
just following the obvious

intention and playing
fair.

Yo! We're
the other three

Celestials that the
dwarf made a deal
with last night.

We're Hound
Archons.

Lesser
Planar Ally,

dawg.

Now do
you see the world
they want us to

live in???

Sure, but
'twere invisible a

moment ago.

Now come
on, we're almost
to the top of

the—

We need
to stop them,

before that sort
of thinking creeps

into our world.

Och, I gotta
say, I feel a bit off

puttin' down an angel
like tha...

Yes! We
got her!

I know,
but you have to
remember that
our foes aren't

like us.

Split
tha Sky!

Healin'
Word! Action

point: Flame
Strike!

Lion's Roar!

surge!

surge!

Ow!



In Stereo 19

Uh oh, Elan,
I think the other
Haley is trying to

sneak up the
hill.

Really?
I don't see

her.

I was hoping
the angel would
stop them from

making it up
here.

I really
don't want to
have to fight
them again.

Don't worry,
Haley, I brushed

my teeth extra this
morning so that my

breath is minty-
fresh.

You know,
in case we have
to kiss again.

*Sigh*
Elan, it's not

that you're not a
good-looking boy,

but I'm—

Sneak Attack
Cloud of Steel!

pting!

pting!
ptin

g!

ptin
g!

pting!
pting!

pting!

Darn it!
I was hoping for

a Sneak Attack, but
I'll settle for a point-

blank Rapid Shot!

Grrrr!
They're not

going to be able to
make a zombie hooker

out of you when
I'm done!

...What?

Just shut
up and die,

bitch. Deep
Cut.

Haley!
Nooooo!

Haley!
Nooooo!

Wow, this
hill must have

an echo.

Surrender,
Elan, and Haley
will be safe.

OK, I
surrender!
Just don't
hurt her! Not you.

Oh.

Don't be
not OK, don't
be not OK...

An eye
for an eye, a
rogue for a

rogue.

Majestic
Word.

Thanks.
Now we just
need to—

Ahhh!

Exactly.

V

erse of Triumph! Triumph,

          Triumph, Triumph!



Bright Ideas20

Leave her
alone, you big
meanie! I love

her!

She's fun
and smart and

awesome and makes
everything better

all the time.

Look, we're
not the ones who

started this
thing.

Yes, you
are. Your Belkar

attacked!

Belkar doesn't
count! He attacks

everything
first!

But that
aside, we don't

want this fight. Just
go on your merry way
and we'll happily never

lay eyes on you
again.

Every quest
that someone completes
here in this world is one

less quest that they'll have
time to complete in

our world.

We don't like
having to kill you 

off, but the survival
of everything we know
depends on as much
Time staying in the
current dimension

as possible.

That ritual of
yours...can it get
to these other

worlds?

Well, I
suppose so, but
I don't see how
that helps us—

We can be
ready in ten

minutes.

Why, damn
it?? Why can't we

both just exist with
less free Time
between us?

Because
there are other

worlds out
there, Roy!

Worlds that
are nothing like

ours that want to eat
all of the free Time
so that no one even
goes on quests or
raids dungeons!

Other....

...worlds?

It's not
that simple.

Like I told
you before, there's
only so much free

Time available.

Elan, come
on. Think about it

for a second.

I don't care
how much they

improved the bard
in your dimension, you
can't tell me you're

going to walk away from
me unloading three
Power Attacks on

your head.

If you
surrender, we'll

let you cast your
ritual and go back

home.

Why should
I believe you?

Bluff is
so cross-class
for me, it's not

even funny.

I don't
know what that

means!!!
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They’ll Settle It the Day After 5th Edition Comes Out22

Hell yeah!

We showed
them other worlds
who's tha boss!

Tony
Danza?

I was going
to say that!

Do you
think it's
working?

It should
be. The more Time

we take from those
other hobbies—I mean,
worlds—the more time

there will be for
dungeons.

And
dragons!

So, I guess
the real key was not

to fight each other, but
to gang up and spread the
word about how awesome

our quests are in the
first place.

There's room
in the universe
for both of our

dimensions.

Right! Because
sometimes, you might

want balance, and other
times, you might not mind
one member of the team

solving all of the
problems.

Right. Just
like sometimes, you
might want a wealth
of strategic options

that reward
creativity—

And other
times you just

want to pick your
actions off of a

short menu without
really thinking

about it.

And
sometimes,

you might want
streamlined
mechanics—

—or some
logical premise
for how things

function—

Uniform
structure!

Everything
plays the same!

Clear-cut
descriptions!

Restricted
options!

Unplayable
power creep!

Enhanced
customization!

Defined
tactical
roles!

Spoonfed
strategy!

Less
emphasis
on system
mastery!

I'll kill
you, you second-
rate video game

hack!!

Look at 
me, I'm an

ettin!

Aren't ye
gonna raise yer

Belkar?

We were,
but tha ritual

takes eight hours,
an' around tha fifth
we started askin'
ourselves wha tha

heck we were
doin'.

I suppose
there are some
benefits to long
casting times,

after all.

There's this
Avenger named

Miko we're thinking
of asking to join

instead.

You and
what spellcaster,
Feat-for-Brain?

Perhaps
we should permit

them to settle this
dispute on their

own?

I concur.

Less
emphasis
on system
mastery!

—or the
ability for warriors
to contribute at

high levels—

—or the
ability to do the
same thing twice

in a row.
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No Idea Who Owns the Trademark on “Gygax”

The six pages in this section were originally published in Gygax 
magazine, and if you’ve never heard of that particular publication, 
well, neither did almost anyone else. It was the brainchild of a guy 
named Jayson Eliot, who managed to get his hands on the TSR 
trademark and wanted to basically resurrect a version of Dragon 
magazine, particularly one that looked and felt as it did during 
the 1980’s. I guess Jayson approached me because I had made my 
feelings about how Dragon was canceled very well known, and he 
believed I would appreciate the spirit behind his project. He was 
right, and we agreed that I would draw new OOTS strips not just 
as content for the bimonthly magazine but as a way to hopefully 
bring some portion of my readership over to the fledgling venture. 
I even suggested that I could draw the comic for free for the first 
publication year—Jayson did not have the budget to afford the per-
page rate I had been getting from Paizo for my Dragon strips, but 
I wanted to give the whole thing the best chance to succeed early.

For the comics themselves, I knew I wanted to stick with the 
“magazine continuity” that I had started with the Dragon strips and 
then kept going with the “Invaders from the Fourth Dimension” 
story—for all the same reasons I had created that alternate universe 
in the first place. But I was conscious of how hard it had been for 
me to write completely stand-alone gags without any larger plot 
to hang onto. Furthermore, Gygax magazine was entirely a system 
neutral magazine rather than being the official publication of D&D, 
and Wizards had already announced (but not yet published) Fifth 
Edition anyway. Rule-specific jokes were out. I had to come up with 
a hook that I could use to reliably generate humor ideas for the 
indefinite future (since I had no idea how long this magazine was 
going to last).

That’s how I came up with the reboot. The one aspect of the 
game that I had not really taken a crack at parodying was extremely 
low-level gameplay, when characters have single-digit hit point 
totals and only a few silver pieces to their names. The original OOTS 
comics started with the cast already in the mid-levels, with Durkon 
locking down the party level as early as strip #6 by casting two cure 
serious wounds spells. If I brought the characters back to 1st level, 
not only would I get a new source of things to mock, but it would 
clearly distinguish the Gygax strips from the online comic, where 
the same characters were having conversations with literal gods. 
Another writer might have simply started a new third timeline, 
or treated it as a prequel series to the previous Dragon strips, but 
I thought it would be much stupider (and thus funnier) for the 
characters to be fully aware of the fact that they’d been arbitrarily 
rebooted. That let me do some digs at modern media franchises in 
general, giving me another well to go to for punchlines.

Sadly, the magazine only lasted six issues. I have no idea what 
exactly happened there, so if you’re looking for tea, I have none 
to spill. The time when strip #7 would have been assigned came 
and went, and at first I thought that the problem was payment, 
since that would have been the first issue where I would have been 
charging them. But the issue just never came out at all, and that 
was that. I had just started working up to something resembling an 
actual story in these comics, as I was setting up the kobold dungeon 
mentioned at the end of #6 to be the setting for the next handful of 
strips. I didn’t have any specific plans beyond that, though, which 
is why there’s not a secret trove of bonus pages continuing the 
Gygax story in here. I was just going to wing it from issue to issue, 
and once it fell apart, I shelved the whole thing. Although it’s a 
shame I didn’t see the end coming, I could have drawn a really 
poignant look back at the magazine’s long rich history, ending with 
my characters flying off into the sunset on the back of a stick figure 
Gary Gygax. Alas, the road not taken.

One really obscure note, on the off-chance that anyone reading 
this actually has copies of the original print magazines: I used the 
Gygax strips to experiment with fonts and text sizes during the 
time period when I was planning on switching the look of the 
dialogue in the main comic. So the original strips for issues #1-
#2 used one typeface and #3 used a different one, with the one 
I tried in #4 becoming the new standard font for OOTS speech 

balloons from that point forward. The comics presented here have 
had their fonts standardized with the rest of this book (which has 
also been relettered with the new choice, except for Julio’s story). 
Does anyone care about this? No, but someone will ask if I don’t 
mention it.

Sugar, Spice, and Writing Commentaries Twice

I wanted to take a moment here, since I’m already putting in 
commentary about the Gygax comics, to reflect back on the rest 
of this book now that we’re 13 years past its original publication. 
There are some jokes in here that really aged extremely poorly—
the bit in Xykon’s text introduction about starting a deadly plague 
is, um, unfortunate in retrospect. But I do feel like a lot of this book 
holds up in other ways.

I am definitely satisfied, looking back, on the section about 
Fourth Edition. Specifically, the way I came down on the side of 
saying that fighting over editions is a waste of time and everyone 
should play whatever they like playing. I feel that’s ultimately been 
vindicated as the best attitude to have about these things, even as 
Fifth Edition has long since come in and beat up Fourth, and sort-
of-Sixth is waiting in the wings as of this writing.

The fact is, there are always going to be people who stick with 
an old edition they love, and if the current trend passes them by, 
well, that’s OK. That’s what getting old feels like, a lot of the time: 
a series of choices about when and where to look at the direction 
everyone is headed and say,  “Nah, go on without me.”  You hope 
they have fun but you’re staying here. There are lots of deeply 
serious topics on which I strive to challenge myself and update 
my thinking in the face of my creeping curmudgeonization, and I 
think that’s absolutely essential. On the question of D&D rulesets, 
though, I know I’m not hurting anyone else by sticking my fingers 
in my ears and stubbornly refusing to try anything new. Which 
is especially easy since I don’t think I’ve actually played a single 
session of D&D, any edition, in the last ten years or so—I can wax 
nostalgic about the good old days of Third Edition without needing 
to wrangle the broken unbalanced mess that it really was. (And 
kids, this is how all nostalgia works.) 

Anyway, all of this is a way of saying no, I’m not going to do 
another story like that one for any new editions, if for no other 
reason than I haven’t played them and I’m not likely to.

Another piece I think has held up well is the Julio Scoundél 
comic. Not the jokes or the rampant sexism, obviously, I mean 
the art. If you’ve read the main comic at any point from 2014 on, 
you’ll know that I adapted a lot of the drawing style from that story 
over to the main comic. This was obviously not the plan when I 
was working on this book, which is why I have a whole two pages 
talking about my struggles with it. But I was so happy with how it 
came out and how it managed to be more visually complex while 
still looking recognizably like OOTS that I decided to keep it. While 
the more substantial arms and legs are the most obvious aspect of 
the Julio art, I also did a lot of experimenting with camera angles 
and panel composition in this story that I’ve tried to continue doing 
ever since. I did have to drop the shading, though; the amount of 
time it would have added to my already slow work pace was just 
unsustainable. I now reserve it only for unusually strong lighting 
effects, particularly Roy’s green sword glow.

I feel like I already said plenty about the Dragon comics when 
this book was first published, so that just leaves the StickTales. My 
only regret there is that I haven’t done more of them since! I did 
release one additional Shakespeare adaptation, Haleo & Julelan, as 
a standalone story—and then I never got back to do more. Mostly 
because I had trouble keeping up with other, more important parts 
of the overall narrative, so it was hard to justify time spent working 
on new ideas that were 100% non-canon. Still, I hope I get to 
squeeze at least one more StickTales in before OOTS rides off into 
the sunset at some indeterminate point in the future.

				    Rich Burlew
				    June 5, 2024

https://richburlew.gumroad.com/l/ootshandj


A Classic for a Reason G1

OK, gang,
here’s the

deal:

We’re pretty
much broke after

stocking up on potions
and scrolls and whatever,

so we really could use
an adventure to

go on.

We need
to figure out
what’s next!

But that
won’t be out
until next

year!

We could
sign up for the

playtest—though
I don’t know if the

NDA would allow
us to make jokes

about it.

Yes! Vaarsuvius
is right. We need to

find ourselves one of the
classics—like stopping
an evil sorcerer from

taking over the
world!

Or slaying
the dragon and

saving the
princess!

Or slaying
the princess
and extorting
the dragon!

What?

Don’t worry,
Roy! I know a place

where we can find one
of the most traditional

quests in all of
fantasy!

Basement’s
full of giant rats.
I’ll pay you 2 gp for
each one you kill.

Well, to
be fair, it is
a classic of
the genre.

I brought
this on myself
by existing,

didn’t I?

Look,
compare the AC of 

an unarmored princess
to that of a dragon and
then talk to me about 

who’s doing it
backwards.

It includes
a legion of dark

mysterious foes, a
great subterranean

chamber, and a golden
treasure for us to

claim!

You...do?

It’s dripping
with mythic archetypes
that have been repeated
again and again across

countless tales!

A bold task
that heroes

throughout the
ages have—

No, not
that! I mean,

what’s next for
us? What’s our

goal here?
...To interest

people enough to
check out the online

version of the
comic?

If I may
interject before our 
obstensibly medieval 
fiction becomes wholly

modern—or, rather,
post- thereof?

It seems to
me that our needs

might be met by one
of the cornerstones
of fantasy literature:

the quest.

Besides
that!

We could
always go back ta
tha underdark, lad.

Ye know, wander ‘round
fer a bit an’ do a
buncha one-off

encounters.

No, we
did that already.
This is a fresh
start, in a new

magazine!

We need
something

new!

Suggestions?

Not Belkar.

We could—



Wandering Mommies and DaddiesG2

How many
rats have we
killed so far?

Ummm...
Enough to pay
for room but
not board. *sigh*

Maybe the
others are

having better
luck.

Or maybe
we’re having
better luck!

Heads up,
Roy!

Don’t hurt
me! I’m unarmed!
I don’t want to

fight!!

OK, don’t
worry, we won’t

hurt you.

Heck yeah!
I would never

have agreed to a
flat fee per rat head

if I’d known there
would be varying

difficulties!

Have you
considered being

an adventurer? If you
look around enough, you
may find some rules for

monster PCs that
don’t suck.

Hey, yeah!
Your resistance to
non-silver weapons
would be a huge

advantage!

See, now
didn’t it just

feel good to help
someone?

It really
is the perfect

job for him: A lone
monster, walking
around in a dark

dungeon...

...with a 
weapon...

...where
there are other

adventurers.

I never
really thought

about it. But who
would ever want a
rat in the party

with them?

Who needs
a party? Trust me,
they’re more trouble
than they’re worth

half the time. Just find
a dungeon and

go solo. More loot
and XP for you,

that way.

Huh. I
guess you’re

right...

D’you ever
wonder where

wandering monsters
come from?

Nope.

That’s the
spirit! Here, I can
even lend you this

spare short sword to
get you started!

Maybe this
will all work out

after all.

You’re
welcome!

Thanks
for your

help!

Please, I’m
sorry I’m here

trespassing, but I
have no money and 

nowhere else
to go.

Since I
became a wererat,
it’s been very hard
to keep a job in my

profession of artisanal
cheesemaking for

some reason.

(I think it’s
probably the
economy.)

Also, the
morality thing.
That’s totally
in there, too.

Whoa! A 
wererat??



Reboot to the Face G3

Oh, come
on! Are we still
not done with

the rats-in-the-
basement quest

yet?

Sorry, Roy.
They’re nimble
little guys.

Is it just
me, or are we
sucking even
more than

usual?

Yeah, I
haven’t had this

much trouble with
giant rats since I

was low level.

No, guys—
when a franchise

runs out of ideas, they
start over from the

very beginning so they
can tell different

stories—

Now that
you mention it,

my family history
is completely

different.

I believe
I have switched

genders.

An’ now
I’m a hill
dwarf!

What were
you before?

...Mountain
dwarf, mebbe?

If only
there was a

way to be 100%
sure this was a 

reboot...

Also, I think 
my long-established
harmonious marraige

has been retroactively
abolished so that it

never happened.

Jackpot!—or, more
often, the same

stories with a bunch
of arbitrary cosmetic

differences.

So they’ll
change around

someone’s origin
story or gender

or race.

This is
fascinating, Elan,

except not. But does
it help with the rats?

Can we undo it
somehow?

Only if the
kids who read our

old adventures grow
up to take control
of the industry.

Then they’ll
reboot us again
to match their

memories.

Who has
time for that??
Let’s just kill the
rats and earn the

XP over again.

Whew! Now
that was a
work out!

Yeah, but
wasn’t it
exciting?

I must
confess, there
was a certain

authenticity to
the experience.

Maybe this
won’t be so bad.

We can avoid making
the same mistakes
the second time

around.

Or we can
do things pretty
much the same

as always.

It’s like
we’re living in our
own Greatest
Hits album!!

You have a
strange definition
of great, honey.

And hits.

And living.

Squeak.

Oh man!
Roy! Don’t you
see?? I think
we’ve been
rebooted!

Don’t be
stupid, Elan.
Boots are for

suckers.

Owww!
Tha hurt!

Nnnrgh!



Economy SizeG4

18 gold
pieces? We spent

three strips fighting
rats to earn just

18 gp???

For 3 gp,
you could

buy...

What’s a
tonfa?

I don’t
know! But you

probably won’t ever
need more than

15 of them!

Elan...did
you spend your three

gold pieces hiring people
to come show us what

you could buy with
three gold pieces?

But no,
you had to throw
what little money
you earned away in
the most pointless,

useless—
Look! I just

bought 18 pounds
of salt!!

My expectations
are like reaching into

a Bag of Holding.

Mmm!
Salty!

I know,
right?

It never looks
like there’s still
room to get any
lower, but there

always is.

Break off
the attack!

Break off the
attack!!

Well, that’s
just great.

Maybe we
could’ve pooled our
money and bought

something more useful
than hiring a month’s
service from a private

soapmaker.

I also do
shampoo!

Roy, if we
don’t put money

back into the local
economy, then the
monsters win.

30 balls
of twine!

Perfect
for baling!

10 leather
aprons!

Never
stain another

shirt!

3 gallons
of honey! Buzz!

Buzz!
For when
you lose
yours.

15 bags of
marbles!

3 suits
of wicker
armor! It’s like

fighting at
Grandma’s

house!

Tha’s a fair
bit o’ cash, actually,
lass. Dinnae ferget

tha laborers only make
one silver piece

a day!

That’s really
less of an argument
in favor of what we

were paid, and more of
one against being

a laborer.

What the
heck are we

supposed to buy
with 3 gp each,

anyway?
Lots of

stuff! Just
look at the
equipment

lists!

Split six
ways, don’t

forget.

We should
end the comic
here, ‘cause

that’s a
joke!

Or 15
tonfas!



Classified Mission G5

the list of sir craig

the list of sir craig
the list of sir craig

the list of sir craig

Animal Companion?
Male druid needs wolf or
maybe abadger or a badger

Extradimensional Loft 4 Rent
You: Human barbarian man
tearing through tribe of orc
warriors with flaming greataxe.
Me: One of 2d8 noncombatant
females the party paladin made
you spare. We locked eyes over
the corpse of every man I’ve
ever known, but I was too shy
to say hi. Let’s meet at the tree
where you impaled our chief’s
severed head as a warning to all.

??4?
Attractive 140 yr old elf
sorcerer and owl familiar
looking for a third to take
our special bond to the
next level. DDF, feathers
a plus.

hellpuppies need a home
we have 3 adorable hellhound
pups for immediate adoption.
spayed/neutered, up on all shots.
not castletrained. need right
evil overloard to love them and
give them their forever home
(they are immortal).

BBEG living at minion prices!
Spacious volcano cave offers
plenty of living space that needs
to be seen to be believed!! Rent
includes geothermic energy,
nearby stream, and wifi. Pets
OK if they’re immune to fire.

Opportunity for hireling
We are an up-and-coming
adventuring party looking
for a dependable henchman.
Great working environment,
upbeat, fun! Temp position
could turn permanent for
right person, depending on
survival rate.

For sale—GoOP 1e
Vintage First Edition gauntlets

of ogre power, used condition.

Provides Strength 18/00 with

stylish retro feel. Srs offers only.

Let’s explore
Edition-curious 3.5 female
looking for special someoneto help convert me. Open to
2e, 5e, BECMI, whatever.

Missed Connection
You: Human barbarian man
tearing through tribe of orc
warriors with flaming greataxe.
Me: One of 2d8 noncombatant
females the party paladin made
you spare. We locked eyes over
the corpse of every man I’ve
ever known, but I was too shy
to say hi. Let’s meet at the tree
where you impaled our chief’s
severed head as a warning to all.House my spawn

Clean athletic abberration from
darkened pit of despair seeking
warm mammal body in which to
incubate my brood. I will inject
my innumberable eggs into your
abdomen while you cry to your
impotent gods. No drama.

I Object (to Being Single)
Single male lawyer of color w/
great hair looking for a nice guy
to love. Must like cuddles! I’m
an excellent cook and like board
games. Don’t worry about my
scowling partner, we’re just friends.

Research asst. needed
Continue your postgraduate
education in the fast-growing
field of bio-magic through an
internship working directly
with a leading experimental
magician. Ideal candidate must
have good communication
skills, at least 1 yr experience
in clerical or necromantic
position. Must be willing to
travel to planes unknown.

hey yo yo!
i’m a m cg halfling lvl 2 bard
that needs a couch to crash on
for a few nights while performing
in the area. lookin for chill fun-
loving folks who don’t mind
smell of pipeweed.

Five levels, just renovated
Roomy dungeon sublet available in
posh Valley of Terror neighborhood.
Barracks, recently upgraded torture
chamber, magical security features.
Looking for mid-level monstrous
humanoid tribe to occupy while I
travel to planes unknown studying
unholy secrets to immortality.

the list of sir craig

Roy, can
we let that
halfling bard
crash on our

couch?

Are you
kidding me? This
whole board and

there’s not one ad
looking for an
adventuring

party??

Here’s one!
“Open-minded

married couple seeks
adventurous party 

for—”

Fine, I
guess we’ll just

go to the tavern
after all.

I won an
argument through

circumstances
beyond my
control!

I’m sure
someone has

posted a basic
low-level mission
we can polish
off quickly.

Let’s
see...

Besides,
this village has

one of those cool
message boards

where people post
quests!

Roy, if
we really want
a new quest to

undertake, we should
just head to the

local tavern.

No, no,
no. First, it’s

a huge cliche, and
second, it will

almost certainly
end in a pointless

bar brawl.

Ooo! It’s like
we’re in Pool

of Radiance, only
with cruder

visuals!

No.

We
don’t have
a couch.

Roy,
can I buy a

couch?

No. You
spent all your
money last

issue.
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Are you
sure about this

place?

Would you
rather hang out

in some overpriced
tavern scoping out
strangers lurking
in the corner?

Just relax,
this joint is all
the rage in the
right circles.

I’m likin’
tha look o’ tha

rib-eye steak wit
choice o’ veggies an’
warband o’ minotaur

slavers, lad.

Boring!
You want steak?
Let’s order the

sizzling steak fajitas
with fresh habanero
salsa and sinister
cabal of efreeti

summoners.

Oh, and I
almost forgot: our
Catch of the Day is

a pan-roasted swordfish
paired with a revenge-

driven merfolk
assassin.

And you
can add a black

pudding or gelatinous
cube onto any
listed meal.

That’s great,
but I meant more...
do you have anything

a little easier?

Oh! Yes,
absolutely. We
have a special

section that can
accommodate your

party’s needs.
Follow me.

The Kids
Menu?!? I don’t
know whether to

be more insulted as
a warrior or a

chef!

Shut up
and eat your
damn chicken

fingers.

Look, it’s
Shackles the

Dungeon Clown!

Hoo hoo!
I’m here to tell

you all about the scary
kobold menace! But
first, who wants a
balloon aboleth?

As a dessert,
or an additional

encounter?

—and some
say the ghost will
continue to stalk

the marsh until her
remains are buried
beside those of
her true love.

*sigh* So
romantic...

Uh, yeah,
here’s the thing:
We find ourselves

down on our luck at
the moment, so these

all seem a bit...
much.

Not a problem!
Your dinner bill

will be deducted from
your cash reward

should you complete
the quest.

Yes.

Hey look, V—
they have vegan

options!

“Grilled
cauliflower with

garlic, onions, and
purple carrots, with

vegepygmy warlock and
assorted shambling

mound minions.” Sounds
healthy!

Good evening,
and welcome to

MealQuest—

—where we
pair fine dining
with the most

challenging encounter
hooks to create a
complete cuilinary

adventure.

When you’ve 
selected your meal,
one of our board-
certified quest-

givers will provide 
the mission

briefing.

Go ahead
and take a look
at our menu.
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OK, guys,
let's call it a night.
The sun's going down
and we all need to

get up early.

Well...we
could play
a game!

Or we
could tell
stories!

Elan, we've
already recounted
all the important

events that happened
to us while we were

separated.

No, Roy,
not like that.

Fiction stories!
Like, made-up

ones!

Stories are
cool and exciting,
funny or sad, silly

or deep. They don't
need a reason to

exist. 
Though, 

listening to stories
does give us new insights
into the human condition,

and it is from this vicariously
gained understanding that we

construct meaning from
the randomness of our

own lives.

But really,
it's mostly the
"cool" thing I
mentioned.

You know,
that does sound
sorta fun. Not as
fun as what I had

planned, but
still.

I have
no opinion
either way,
actually.

It's about
time the kid

did something he
was actually

good at.

Aye, we've
been travelin' wit

a bard all this time,
an' I've ne'er heard
him tell a story

yet.

...Why?

Pffft!
Games are for

children and socially
inept losers.

BELKAR!
What?

They already
paid for the

book.

OK, OK,
fine, if you guys

want to stay up and
tell stories around

the campfire, I'm not
going to be the one

to stop you.
Hooray!

Just don't
have an actual
campfire. The
ship's made of

wood.

First, we'll
need some sort of
narrative framing

device for the stories
we tell, to link them

all together.

Isn't that
what we're doing

right now?

Oh! Right!

Then I guess
I'll just start, and
we'll each take

turns.

My story
is called—

We'll be
landing on the

Western Continent
first thing tomorrow,

and we need to be
rested so we can
hike to Sandsedge

before dusk.

Since I
know the two of

you won't be going
to sleep until a few
hours after you turn
in, you should turn

in now.

Awww, do
we have to,

Roy?

What every
girl wants to

hear.
Come on,

Roy. We've been
apart for a whole

bunch of months and
we're finally back

together.

Can't we,
like, hang out or

something?

"Hang out"?
What exactly did
you have in mind,

Elan?
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Honey, why
don't you take

the cow and sell
it to the butcher?

We need the
money.

Greetings,
young boy.

Greetings,
mysterious
stranger.

That is a
superlative bovine
specimen that you

are leading.

Thanks. Milky is
awesome, but we're
poor and I need to

sell her.

It just so
happens that I am
in the market for

purchasing an animal
such as that.

Indeed. I am
a wizard, and I have

need of a regular supply
of cow guano as a material
component for a spell I am

researching: Delayed
Blast Firebull.

Wow! So does
that mean you would
take good care of her

instead of hitting her on
the head and making
cheeseburgers out

of her??

I have no
interest in burgers,
cheese or otherwise.

My diet is largely
tofu-based.

Hooray!

And in return,
I shall give you a

treasure both rare
and powerful!

A payment of
 unstoppable mystic
might and unrivaled

potency!

I shall remit
unto you exactly

one—

Really???

Awww, Mom, do
I have to? I don't
want to sell her
to a butcher!

Why?
Why did the milk
suddenly dry up?

Makes sense. They should
cut out the middleman and
just slaughter it themselves.

How did he feel about the mom? 'Cause
she may be lighter, but human meat sells
for a LOT more per pound.

I get it. He loved
the cow, but not
enough to kill his
own mother for it.

Hmmm. Seems like
a plot hole already.

No, don't you
see? The milk
drying up will be
addressed later
in the story.

Once upon a time, there was
a courageous and totally cool
boy who lived with his mother 
in a tiny shack.

Then one day, the milk dried
up. And so his mother said—

Huh?
I dunno.
It just did.

Uh, right. So his
mother said:

No, he didn't want to sell
the cow to the butcher
because he loved her.

Uh, no, he loved his mom, too. So he
agreed to bring the cow to the butcher.

Along the road to town,
he met a strange-looking
woman. Or maybe it was
a man, I guess it doesn't
really matter to the story.

...Right.

They were very happy,
but they were poor –
so poor that they didn't
own anything but a cow
that gave them milk.
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—Sean Bean!
Hullo.

Hrmph. I
suppose I should
have seen that

coming.

At any rate,
now all I have to
offer you is this
single solitary

legume.

I'll take it!

Do not
refuse me yet,
for this...Wait,
did you accept

already?

As you wish.
But the bean is a
magic bean, and if

you plant it—

Blah blah
blah, don't care.

I just want to give
Milky a good home. My
mom can't sell her to
the butcher if I sell
her to you first!

One bean?
One bean??

But Mom, now
we're one-third of

the way to a Three-
Bean Salad!

Geez, if
you had brought

Sean Bean home, I
could have worked

with that, but this
is ridiculous!

yoink!

twang!

Thor's kidneys!
Where'n tha heck

did tha come
from???

Yup. I'll
take the

bean.

Do you not
care to know

what the bean
actually—

Nope!
Gimme.

So obviously, the wizard
cast some sort of spell
on the cow beforehand so
that her milk would dry up.

See, now, the mother just isn't
thinking here. One-use magic
items sell for hundeds of gold
pieces, at the minimum. She
could buy a whole herd of
cows for that kind of cash.

Even without identifying
it, one could likely sell an
unknown magic item to a
local spellcaster for a few
dozen gold pieces.

The wizard
attacking?

His cow?

The wizard
attacking
his cow?

Oh, I get it! Lowering
the cow's value so the
current holder dumps
it on the market at a 
reduced price point.

And so the boy headed
back home with the bean.

When the boy got home
that night, he told his
mother how he sold the
cow for a single bean. 
His mom was pissed.

So the boy slept—

So the boy slept, and
in the morning...

Awoken by a loud voice,
the boy lept up and ran
to  his window, where he
saw something amazing!

It was—

And she threw the bean
over her shoulder and
out the window.

She sent the boy to bed without his
supper, which was more of a symbolic
punishment since they had no food
anyway.

What?
Yeah, OK. Sure.
That sounds good.
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Hey! Boy!
Explain ta me whar
this tree came from
o'ernight. It's casting
shadow on me lawful

property, an' I
dinnae like it!

My mom
threw a magic bean

out the window, and I
guess it landed in the

compost pile or
something.

Sorry, Mr.
Thundershield.

Oh, my son!
It's so beautiful!
I'm sorry I ever
doubted you!

Now we'll
have as many beans

as we can eat, and we
can sell the surplus
to other farmers

for a profit.

Wow, you're
right, Mom! We'll
never go hungry

again!

Och, I dinnae
like tha looks o' this.
Lemme get me axe, I'll
chop it down 'fore it

kills us all.

How can 
a beanstalk

kill us?

Sneakily, tha's
how! Never turn

yer back on somethin'
wit tha word "stalk"

in its name, lad.

Not much of a
twist. I mean, the
word, "beanstalk"
was in the title.

Wait, that's the
whole story?

That story
sucked!

—a HUGE beanstalk,
rising up to the clouds!

But before the boy's neighbor could get his 
axe, the boy's mother came running out.

And they never did.

THE  END.

Well, yeah.

I don't know if I'd go
that far, but it did
seem a little...light.

�ey had no food,
and now they do.
Problem solved!
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Look, I told
you last time, we
don't want the
Sunday Times
 delivered to—

Um, hi! I was
wondering who's
castle this was

 Is it yours?

Oh! Hello!

Please.
Like I could

afford the property
taxes on residential
clouds. No, this place

belongs to my
supervisor.

Oh, so
you work

here? That
must be

cool.

Yes, I'm a
lowly housekeeper.
A lowly unmarried
housekeeper. Who
doesn't even have

a boyfriend,
either.

Completely
single, I guess
is the point.

He's not
home right

now.

Well...what if the boy
climbed the beanstalk?

I dunno, maybe
there's something
cool at the top.

'e has a lifetime
supply o' beans.
Wha more could
one man want?

Sweet! I smell
a dungeon crawl!

Oooo, I like where
this is heading!

Did he make his
Climb skill check?

Because a beanstalk
isn't exactly perfect
for climbing. They're
unstable, at best.

Plus, if he fails his
check by 5 or more,
he'll fall, and that's
going to be a lot of
falling damage.

I don't know...it seems
a little overpowered for
him to just make all of his
Climb checks automatically.

I know that, I'm
just saying that it's
straining my suspension
of disbelief.

He really should be
scouting around the
edges for another
entrance...

Why would
he do that?

Oh! Yeah,
that would
be neat.

OK, OK, so, let's say he
climbed the beanstalk— Huh? I guess.

Uh, no, he made it.

But if he falls, the
story is over.

...Oh.

OK, well...the boy made it
to the top of the beanstalk,
and found he could walk on
the clouds there as easily as
he could on land.

From there, he could see
a magnificent castle.

—a humble
serving girl.

He walked up to the castle
and knocked on its huge
metal door.

�e door swung open,
and out came—
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Do you want to
come in? I can make

you something to eat.
Or show you around

the kitchen.

For some
reason, I didn't

stop to have any bean-
related dishes before

I climbed here.

I'm super-
hungry!

Oh.

Sure, that
sounds great!

Really?

Under
what crap?

That's my
boss, coming
in the back
entrance!

I'm not
allowed to have
personal visitors

during work hours!
He'll kill me if he

sees you!

Did I
mention

that he's a
giant?

He's
a giant.No.

What kind
of giant?

Well, we
live on a cloud,
so what do you

think?

Don't worry.
I can handle

him!

Quick! Hide
in the oven or he'll

kill us both!

Isn't the
oven a terrible
place to hide,

though?

No, he's
on this whole "raw
food" diet. It's the

safest place. *gulp*

Housekeeper!

Awww, man!

...Mountain
giant?

Sure. Now
hide!

And that's why
you always scout!

You climbed
here? From the
world below?

You must
have a lot of upper

body strength. I don't
suppose you'd want to
show me what sort of

guns you're packing
under that—

CRAP!

Or the
pantry.

Or my
bedroom.

See? I told you it
strained suspension
of disbelief!

No, he's not. Yeah, but you already
established that he
was poor!

True. The Wealth-by-Level
guidelines clearly indicate
that if he was, in fact, the
most skilled swordsman in
the world, he would possess
millions of gold pieces worth
of magical equipment.

Yeah, if he had a sword,
wouldn't he have sold it
instead of the cow?

For as it turned out, the
boy was the single greatest
swordsman in the world.

What do you mean?
It's my story!

The boy
jumped
into the
oven.

As he hid inside, he could hear
the giant enter the kitchen...

OK, �ne, you win, I guess he's not the
greatest swordsman in the world.
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Hey, he
seems pretty
reasonable.

Stay in
the oven!

But—

Shhhhh!

Uh, no,
Master.

...

El Nino?~

Maybe it's...
uh...rising air currents.
We are on the clouds
above human lands,

after all.

Yeah, I
think there's
some in the

fridge.

Maybe the
wind is carrying the

scent of all the human
boys down there

up here.

The
strong,

masculine 
scent.

Did you know
that someone grew a

beanstalk right through
our front lawn?

I think I am
going to have to write

a strongly-worded letter
to the Cloudowner's

Association about this
because that is just

not acceptable.

I mean, it's
bad enough that

the Johnsons' moon
dog keeps peeing
over here, but a

beanstalk?

Fee fie
fo fum!

Ahem.

Fee fie
fo fum!

I smell the
blood of a human
of indeterminate

nationality.

Be he
alive or be he

dead—

—I'm willing to
discuss our shared

commonalities.

Housekeeper,
do we have any

guests?

Huh. I
could have sworn

I smelled a
human boy.

But I've
been living here

for years. The wind
has never done that

before.

Hmmm. I
guess it's not really

that important.

Do we
have any of

that avocado-
watermelon salad
left? I'm almost

starving.

What does
that mean?

Och, it's Giant. It means,
"Attention, I'm about ta
say somethin' important.
Please listen courteously
'fore interruprting.

Sorry.

�en the giant sniffed
the air, and said:

As he was saying:

And so the serving girl made lunch
for the giant, which was very healthy
but not as filling as he wanted it to be.
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Hey! Hey!
Are you going to let
me out of this cage,
or am I going to have
to fly up there and

nibble your nose
off?

What, just
because I stabbed

those guys with my own
sharpened feathers?

Come on!

They were
just farm animals,
they were going to
be killed and eaten

anyway!

First, humans
are still animals.
And second, you
obviously haven't
tried my Human

Liver Pate.

‘

Ha! Yeah,
that was hilarious,

I forgot about
that one.

But I think
the more important
question here should
be whether or not it
was actually alive in

the first place.

Look, buddy,
can't we come

to some sort of
mutually beneficial 

agreement?

Check it
out, I can lay
golden eggs!

...

Well, I'm
sure it can be
shaped into

an egg.
Nnnnnnnn!

What did you
expect? I'm a

boy goose, take
a look.

Sure, take
a look, a gander,

a glance. What am
I, a thesaurus?

You got
it, boss.

You mean
a gander.

You're
staying in the
cage until I can
figure out what

to do with
you.

*YAWN!*

Housekeeper,
I'm going to take

a nap here. Feed the
goose and clean

his cage.

Was it?

WAS IT?

I'm not
letting you
out. You're
dangerous.

They were
humans.

It was.

Yes.

*sigh*

You also
strangled my

magic harp, using
its own strings as

a garrote.

And after he ate, the
giant uncovered the
cage he had brought
with him.

And sure enough,
the giant was soon
fast asleep.

Inside was
a goose!
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Hey handsome,
come on out. The
coast is clear.

There's
an ocean up
here, too?

Just get
out of the

oven and help
me with the

cage.

Um, OK.
Do you have
any fresh 
newspaper?

Not cleaning
it, stealing it!

Psst! Hey,
goose! We're here
to get you out of

here!

Oh, it's
about frickin'

time!

What are
you, PETA? 'Cause

I need some ethical
treatment right

about now.

Actually, I'm
with the Thieves'

Guild. How would you
like a nice comfy pen

with all the bran
muffins you
can eat?

How about
hot goose bitches?
I need someone to

go down on my
down.

In that
case, hell yeah!

Let's jet!

Great! Hey,
good-looking, once
I finish picking this
lock, you grab the

goose and—

Sorry, I just
still haven't eaten

anything, and there are
whole watermelons

in here!

Look, if we
get out of here
now, this goose's
crap will provide all
the food you could

ever want!

Forget the
watermelons! They're
stuffed full of horse

tranquilizers
anyway.

OK, I guess,
but that can't
be sanitary.

I've got the
goose, kid, now

run!!

Whoa!

Just
hurry up!!

Wait,
where'd he

go?

Less talk,
more cage

opening! Some of
us don't have your
fancy opposable

thumbs!
Sure, sure.

Anything you
want.

And more
importantly, why is
my life one where I
ask questions like

that?Why is
there a watermelon

in my eye?

Hey!

GAH!

For the housekeeper
was really a cunning
and beautiful thief—

—sent undercover to the giant's
castle to capture the Goose�at
Lays the Golden Excrement!
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Stop! That
goose is a menace

to society!

Wait, you
sprung the goose,

and you're the ones
who put weeds in

my lawn??

Well, fee
fie foe fectum,
I'm gonna bury

my foot in
your—

Bwa ha ha
ha ha! Kiss my

mothergoosing ass,
you big hairless

ape!

Is that your
beanstalk?

I don't
know, I didn't

write my name
on it!

No, you
can't chop it

down! My son is
up there!

Mom, I'm
back! And I have

a goose! Thar, yer
lad's safe! Now
stand aside! I'm

choppin' tha thing
down now!

But what
about all those

free beans?

Let him do
it, there's an angry
giant chasing us!

Well, we
did steal his

goose...

And a girl!
Who's totally

daugher-in-law 
material!

Then 'e's
as good as dead

anyway, lass. A plant
tha big dinnae mess

around takin'
prisoners.

Faster!
The big hairless

ape is catching up,
you slightly smaller

hairless apes!

�e boy and the serving girl ran 
out of the castle with the goose,
while the giant gave chase!

And so the giant began to
climb down the beanstalk
after them!
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I gotta +5
plantbane axe wit

yer name onnit! Take
tha! An' tha! An' a

little o' this!

Betcha can't
photosynthesize
yer way outta

this one!

I don't
think the goose
wants to go with

you, Mister.
Honk you,

giant!

Not for
geese, no. Not
traditionally.

HA!! I'm
like a foreign
diplomat from
Goosetopia.

I bet I can
park anywhere
I want, too!

Are we
sure we can't

just give him the
goose back?

Well sure,
if you want to
have given up
your free bean

supply for
nothing.

So get
your oversized
butt back up in

the clouds!

Yeah!
He's coming

to live at the
Thieves' Guild

with me!

I thought
you said the giant

would want to kill us.
He seems pretty
sensible to me.

I may
have meant,

"sternly lecture
us," but I assure
you, with him, it's

practically the
same thing.

Are you kidding me?
Maximum falling damage
is 20d6, that wouldn't
even kill a hill giant.

I've become very
familiar with the
falling rules in my
spare time.

TIMBA!!

You know,
I'm beginning to

have reservations
about this plan

of action.

*sigh*

Not this
again.

OK, I have
just about had it

with you tiny people.
I want the damn

goose back.

Huh.

That was
weird.

Doesn't
want to—?

Of course
he doesn't want to

go with me, I'm going
to punish him! He's a

mass murderer!

Look, I don't
personally need to

take custody of the
goose, but I'm not

going to stand by and
let him live a life of
luxury after what

he's done.I mean,
don't you have
some sort of
justice system

down here?

�e boy's neighbor took
his axe and chopped down
the mighty beanstalk!

But it was
too late!

�e beanstalk fell, and
the giant fell with it!

And the giant
hit the ground
and died.

OK, well, then the giant hit
the ground, and then got up
and ran over to the boy's house.

Oh. Are
you sure?
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What? I
thought you were
going to take care
of her! Is there
something wrong
with her poo?

No, no, her
fecal consistency

is superlative.

However,
I purchased her

rashly, as I do not
have room for her

to graze in my
tower.

What I really
need is a cow that

can fit within the small
uncomfortable cage

that I already
have.

AHA!

I have an
idea that will make
everyone happy!

Hey! I didn't
approve this
transaction!

I'm leaning
towards breeding
a parrot-cow of

some sort.

Fly!

Excuse me,
I would like to
return this

bovine.

...They swapped crap??

What about the
serving girl? She
was supposed to
get a cut of that
money!

How did he
get back to—

Oh.

Hmmm. A little
domestic, but I
guess not bad.

Just then, the
wizard walked
up the path with
Milky the Cow.

Said the boy,

�e boy gave the goose to the wizard, and
the wizard gave the boy his cow back.

�e wizard kept the goose in a small
uncomfortable cage. Every week, the
wizard collected the goose's golden
poop and brought it to the boy's house.

Sure! And with the golden dung, the boy
and his mother were able to buy land and
start a bean farm. �ey made millions!

�e giant was happy
that the goose was
being punished, so
he went back home.

And they all lived
happily ever after.

Except for the goose.
He was miserable for a
few years, then he died.

�e serving girl
married the boy,  so
she was rich, too.

And she quit the
�ieves' Guild to
have babies.

In return, the boy gave the wizard
a big bucket of Milky's manure.
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Miss, I'm
afraid I'm going

to have to ask you to
stop and answer a

few questions.

May I ask why
you are leaving
the city this

morning?

I'm going
to my grandparent's
house, just through

the woods.

I see.
And what's in
the basket?

Just some
cranberry-orange

muffins that I baked
this morning. Would

you like one?

What did she look like?
What was she wearing?
What was her name?

Awww, but everyone
got to interrupt me!

That's because
you're a doormat.

Oh yeah.

Uh, well,
I'm normally

more of a donut
man, but...what

the heck!

Tee hee!
There you go.

Enjoy!

Oh, of
course, officer.

I'm happy to help.
What seems to be

the trouble?

I think it
came out pretty
good. Who says
you can't write a
decent plot as

you go?

Professionals.

You didn't
like it?

I could
perhaps have

done without the
puerile focus on

bodily waste
products.

The End.

So...how
did I do?

No, I didn't like
it! That goose should
have been rewarded

for stimulating
the economy!

Yeah,
I don't think

that's what they
mean when they

say, "trickle-
down."

It's 'cause
every story has

to have a "moral,"
whatever that word
means, and punish

the unpopular
character.

If I had
told that story,
that smug giant
would have fallen

to his death and the
goose would have

lived happily
ever after.

But I bet
no one would
have the guts
to retell that

version!

OK, well,
we had story

time, so why don't
we all turn in

for the— No, Roy,
that was just

one story! We're
supposed to take

turns!

But, uh,
no one else has
a story to tell,

Elan, so—

Ooo! Ooo!
I do!

Crap. I
mean, let's hear

from Haley.

My story is
all about a strong
female role model

overcoming adversity
and persevering.

I call it:
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Mmmm,
delicious!

If I'm not
out of place asking,
officer, why were
you stopping me?

Oh, it's
nothing,
really.

It's just
that the mysterious

and brilliant international
jewel thief—which the
papers have dubbed,
"Little Red Riding

Hoodlum"—

—stole
thirty thousand
gold pieces worth
of rubies from the

duke's castle
last night.

Oh my!
I'm sorry to hear

that, officer, but I
don't know anything

about that.

Yeah, it
was a longshot,
but since you
have a red
cloak...

The Locate
Object spell

says she's clean.
No rubies.

Plus, her
hair's the wrong

color.

Sorry I
can't be more
help. Another

muffin?

Don't mind
if I do. They're

fantastic.

OK, I just
need to get through

the woods, and then the
wizard can use these rubies
as the magical reagents to
enchant my red hood into

a kickass Phoenix
Cloak.

Hey, is
that smell

coming from
you?

As pickup
lines go, that's
the worst I've
ever heard,

Wolf.

No, I mean
the smell of the
warm bread, or

scone, or—

Oh, you
mean my
muffins?

Yes! They
look incredible.

Are those walnuts
on top?

Pecans,
actually.

Can I
have one?

What?
No!

But you
have like a
dozen in
there!

Yeah, but
I'm out of
decoys.

I don't
know what that

means.

It means
no muffins for
you, Fuzzball.

Then I'll be
able to use it to

fly whenever I want,
letting me rob even
the most secure

towers!

No—no!
Listen, you get

him on the phone
and you find out why
I keep ending up as
the animal in these

things, got it?

OK. OK,
I gotta go, it's

starting.

Wait—what
is that fantastic
smell? Cranberry?

And orange? In some
sort of baked

good?

Thanks! It's
my dad's secret

recipe.

Sorry
to bother you,
Miss. Have a
nice trip!

Thanks,
officer!

(Chump.)
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I'm sorry,
but these muffins

are for my sick
grandparent.

Your
grandparent
is really going

to eat a dozen
muffins?

They're
a wizard. Magic
burns carbs.

Lady, do
you have any idea

how boring it is to be
 a carnivore, speaking
from a culinary point

of view?

It's the
same thing every

day: raw meat, raw
meat, raw meat. I
am so sick of raw

meat!

But I'm
a wolf, so I can't
just walk into a

restaurant and order
fettucini alfredo,

you know?

Not unless
I submit to being

some dumbass druid's
animal companion, and

I'm not selling out
my dignity for a
bowl of pasta.

So please,
I'm begging you,
just one little

muffin?

Hey, back
off! I said no,

creep!

It's totally
fair! I worked

hard for these
muffins, and you

didn't!

What if
I paid you?
Five gold.

Fifteen. Come
on, 15 gp for one
lousy muffin! You
could pay for 30
more batches
with that!

If I wanted
to be a professional
baker, I'd get a shop.
And then not let you

in. Now scram!

The river
bridge up ahead

has been swarming
with smelly human

guardsmen all
morning.

They're
looking for some

thief or something,
I don't know.

Yeah. They're
searching everyone,
but I can't even get
close because I'm

a wolf.

Frickin'
racists. I should

totally sue.

Darn it!
Now how am I

gonna get to the
village?

Uh, well...
I know another

path.

Sure, I was
just headed that

way now.

Really?

Oh. You
don't say.

Just backtrack
to the big oak on your

left, then follow the trail
past the field of wildflowers

and over the log that's
fallen across the

river.

Oh, thanks!

Can I
get a muffin in

gratitude?

Have fun
taking the scenic

route, sucker.

I hope
the muffins

aren't too cold
by the time you

get there.No!

Bitch.

Screw you!

Fine! This
sucks. First, I can't

cross the river anymore
because of all the guards,

and now I can't even
buy a muffin.

Wait,
what did you
say? About

guards?

No. Ten.

No!

But that's
not fair!

Once in a
while, you change

it up with a little day-
old scavenged meat,

but really, it's all
the same.
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*cough*

*cough*

I have been
most inconvenienced
by this infection. I

should really get around
to raising my Constitution

to double digits one
of these days...

Uh, it's me. Your
granddaughter.

My what,
now?

This is
the only wizard in

town, right? Don't yo
have a granddaughter?

Short red hair, red
cloak, stingy as

all hell?

Ah, the
thief! She must

be traveling
incognito.

Heya,
grandparent.

What's
shakin'? Rumor has

it that you have
a bakery run

coming.

Wait, you
do not appear to
be her at all. You
seem to be some
sort of canine!

Frankly,
I'm surprised you

didn't recognize that
I wasn't a girl from

my voice.

Bah, I tend
to forget about
those sorts of
distinctions.

Begone!
Leave my cottage!

Lightning Bolt!

Whoa! Why
are you shooting

at me now?? I just
wanted to taste one

of your muffins!

I choose
to assume that

"tasting my muffins"
is some sort of street
slang with which I am
not familiar and thus
dismiss your request

out of hand.

OK, fine.
If that's the way
you want to play

this—

This couldn't
be going more

smoothly. 

Not only
did I skirt those
guards, but that

wildflower field had all
sorts of herbs that I
can give to the wizard

to brew invisibility
potions for me.

Who
is it?

It's the
thief, I'm here

with the goods.
Are you OK? You

sound weird.

Oh, it's
just the flu.
Come on in,
it's open.

So I got
a little static

leaving the city,
but I think I got
away clean with

the— Whoa!!

What? It's
me, your loving
grandparent. Did

you bring me
anything?

Wolf Grapple
Rage Attack!!

Damnations!
Unhand me!

Not gonna
happen, old-

timer.

Why do
you keep saying
things like that?

I'm 130!

Now I'm
gonna shove you in

the closet, and you can
think about whether or
not it's cool to attack
wolves who happen to
come to try to buy a

pastry from you.

And possibly
also if you should
take Still Spell or
Silent Spell next

level.

Mmmrmph!

Open!

Identify
yourself.
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Sorry, it's
just that you look

so...different.

Well, I've
been experimenting

with polymorph
spells, so...

Right. And
you're my

grandparent.

Well,
Grandparent, I

was just thinking
what small eyes

you have.

That's so
I don't have to
look at you.

Come on,
do you think I'm
an idiot? You're
that wolf from

the woods.

No! No,
I'm just in wolf
form at the

moment.

Yeah? Then
how come you think
you're actually my
grandparent when

that was a cover story
I made up on the

way here?

Uh, well,
I'm getting senile
in my old age. I'm
130, you know.

You're
an elf!!

Hi!

I'm a friendly
woodcutter!

I was just
wandering by and
heard arguing.

So you
burst in through

the window?

It may seem
excessive, but it

really ends up being
worth it once out
of every ten or
twelve times.

Mr. Woodcutter,
this mean old wolf is
trying to eat me!

What? No!
I just want to eat

hot muffins!

Don't worry,
Miss, I'll defend
you from this

evil wolf.

Hold on.
Even if I wanted to

eat her—which I don't,
because wolves don't eat
humans—it wouldn't make
me evil, just, you know,

carnivorous.
I thought

cannibalism was
always evil.

Thanks for
the flank, Mr.

Woodcutter, but
I think I can take

it from here. So...why
did they call you,
"Hot Muffins?"

When you're
leaving, use the
door this time.

Maybe,
but it wouldn't
be cannibalism
because I'm not

a hum—

Unnh!!

Sap Sneak
Attack!!

That was my
sorority nickname!
They called me "Hot

Muffins."

What's
your point?

OK, you
got me, it was

a trick! Just give
me a damn muffin

and I'll leave
you alone.

No!

Why not?!?

Because
up yours, that's

why not!

That's so
I don't have to
listen to you.

And what
small ears you

have.

And what
small hands
you have.

Still big
enough to

give you the
finger.

And what
a small brain

you have.

That's so—
wait, what did

you say?

Of course,
dearie. What's

wrong? Maybe a
snack would

help?
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Your
assistance is most 

appreciated. *sigh*
Yes.

"10% discount"
appreciated?

So what
are we going
to do with
the wolf?

Unnhhh...
my head...

Where am
I? And where are

my clothes?

You are
a beast of the
wild, you have no
need for clothing

anymore.

Who the
hell are you,

gnome?

I am
your new druid

master.

What??

I just
completed

the ritual of
bonding.

The nice
young lady with the

red hair told me that
you wanted nothing more

than to serve as an
animal companion

to a druid.

Normally, I
would wait until the

animal was awake, but
she assured me that your

unconscious state was solely
the result of being sick
over your inability to
defend the woods.

That 
two-faced

muffin-hogging
whore!

Come along,
Wolf, we have

much to do if we are
to bring civilization

to its knees.

Huh. Actually,
that doesn't sound
too bad...Hey, I don't
suppose you're hungry,

are you?

I am a
little peckish,

actually.

Great!
Let's stop at a

diner on the way. I'm
thinking manicotti

for me.

Now, Wolf,
you know it would
go against Nature
for me to feed

you that.

But don't
worry, I'll make

sure you have all the
raw meat you could

ever want from
now on!

Goddamn it!

Also, shouldn't
you be walking on

all fours?

*sigh*

Oh, I've
got an idea...
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Oh come
on! That wolf

didn't do anything
wrong!

The End.
He shoved 

a wizard in a
closet.

Belkar,
people don't write

stories just because
they want to make

money.

Elan,
people only

write stories
because they
want to make 

money. Well then
why don't you
show us how
it's done?

You know
what? I will. If

only because it will
end this stupid

interstitial scene
faster.

It's
called:

Drop it.

Who are
you?

Greenhilt.
Northern Secret

Service.

He threatened
to destroy Cliffport

if they didn't...actually,
I don't think he gave

an ultimatum.

He made
the same threat
to Azure City, but
specified that he

was attempting to
gain something
called, "lulz."

Then
you're— Lien. Sapphire

Guard, Intelligence
Division. Looks like

we're partners.

Agreed.

Also,
compliments on

getting the exposition
and the flimsy excuse
for a team-up out of

the way in half
a page.

You too.
You have no idea

how nice it is to work
with a professional

for a change.

Then you're
here to take out

Goldenleaf?

Yes.

After
the wizard tried

to zap him!

Oh, I get it!
Belkar has a cat
now, so he loves

all the little
animals.

Shut your
mouth!

Be careful,
Belkar, you're

dangerously close
to living up to part

of your class
description.

These stories
are terrible. What

market segments are
these targeted

toward?

Boys too
poor to pay for
books and girls

who would rather
steal them?

Good luck
ever turning
a profit on

those.
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Look at
how many rooms

there are! He could
be anywhere.

He'll be
wherever would
make the most
interesting final

encounter.

Look for
rooms with lots

of space and a bunch
of unexplained

obstacles.

That's it,
mister, I'm putting 
you on report for

failure to—

Paper cut...

I wonder
how hard it is

to buy one of those
protective bubbles

sick kids get...

...

Huh. I
expected a lot
more resistance

than this.

—traps.

Nnnnn...

Wha...
where are

we?

Why are
we in formal

wear?

I don't
want to feel like

I'm at an Applebee's
when I'm eating

them.

I spent a
great deal of time
on these stuffed
artichokes, Agent

Greenhilt.
Goldenleaf!

You will
eat the meal that

I have cooked for you
and you will provide
me with honest

feedback.

Particularly
about the risotto,

I'm worried I
added too much

tarragon.

Do you
expect me to

eat this?

No, Mr.
Greenhilt...I

expect you to
diet.

Just be
on the lookout

for—

Oh!!

Intruders!
Come on, we
need to stop

them!

Ha! No
way. I'm staying
in here where

it's safe.

But...it's
our job!

Yeah, our job
as minions!

Have you
ever read the

employment manual?
We have exactly one
hit point! If we take
any sort of wound

at all, we die.

You can go
charge the armed
invaders, I'm going
to sit quietly and
try not to strain

myself.
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You'll never
get away with
destroying two
whole cities!

Of course
I won't.

You, obviously.
See, I threaten them,

and they send a few agents
to my lair where I try out
a few recipes and then kill

them in an elaborate
deathtrap.

I got lucky
with the two of you,
though. I've pulled this

trick on both your cities
before, so I guess neither
of you were winning any

popularity contests
back home.

I mean,
Greysky and

Sandsedge stopped
taking my calls
months ago.

The walls!
They're closing

in, Roy! I should've
just eaten the
damn risotto!

I think
maybe I can make
an Athletics check

to climb these
spikes and—

Looks like
we're done for,

Greenhilt.

I'm sorry,
Lien. Bad enough

that I got myself into
this, but I shouldn't 
have let a beautiful 

woman like you 
die this way.

Uh...OK,
I just want to

let you know that
I have a steady

boyfriend.

Oh! Uh,
no, I just meant...
uh...well, I just sort
of assumed...since

I'm the secret
agent...

And you're
the spy girl...and
we're facing, you
know, certain

death...

purrrrrrr

Obviously,
I didn't mean
to imply that

we would—

Ahhh! My
shoulder!

thunk!

What, did
you think I was

just going to leave
and not watch

this part?

Try to
escape again

and I'll throw a
dagger in your

face.

Ahhhh!

Anyway, the
food is getting cold,
so I guess we'll move

straight to the
deathtrap.

It's a full night's
entertainment.

They'll hunt
you down and—wait,
did you just agree

with me?
Sure. It

would be crazy
to think I could

do that.

Of course,
it would be just
as crazy for two

governments to take
my threats seriously
when I have no means

of carrying them
out.

Then why?
Why threaten two
entire cities? What

do you hope to
gain?

What??
Don't you have

bombs, or germs,
or something?

Are you
kidding? I could

barely afford this
secret lair! I used
to be known as
Platinumleaf,
you know.

Though I
do save a lot by

skimping on minion
health insurance.
For some reason,
they never go to

the doctor.
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Mmmm..
yeah...

You can
take that

off.

OK, lean
back—

I want
you so bad,

baby.

This is
what you called

me up here in the
cold to see??

I was at
the castle holiday
party, I've seen

it before.

Yeah, I'm
outta here.

Wait, look!
There it is!

It's
magnificent,

isn't it?

If I turn
around and your

junk is out, Bernardo,
I'm going to throw

you both over
the wall.

Holy crap,
is that what I
think it is?

A big green
ghost that sort
of looks like the

ex-king?
Yup.

Horatio??
That was
tonight?

Crap! We
were just—uh—

standing watch.

Huh. And
I thought my

kinks were
strange.

What? But
I wasn't going

to—

Yeah! Tell
us a story where

the main character
dies that doesn't

suck, Roy!

Ten gold
says you can't

do it.

The End.

Wait, the
hero dies? And
that's just it?

Yeah! Stupid
good guys. I'm sick

of them always winning!
I want a story that
caters to my niche

audience.

Belkar, you
can't kill off the
main character.

But I didn't!
He's still stroking

his cat.

Your villain
was your main
character?

Sure. It was
called "Goldenleaf,"
not "Disposable
Secret Agent

Guy."

Belkar, I
can't think of a

single story where
the protagonist

dies.

Well, at
least not any that
are worth the paper

they are printed
on.

Ahem.

OK, fine. But
no interruptions,

got it?

My story
is called:

Assholes?

It's an
under-served
demographic!

Yeah, but
Elan, that doesn't
mean there can’t
be such a story

that's good.

I don't
know Roy, I don't
see how it would
work...I guess the

second-in-command
could take over

for a bit...?

If you're
such a master
of literature,
why don't you
tell us one?
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Is this
really all I

have on my
schedule?

Well, Prince
Fortinbras is marching

this way with a huge army,
but he won't get here
until the last page.

King Xlaudius,
Chancellor Shojonius

is here to ask permission
for his daughter, Laerta
Liyazaki, to return to
France to continue

her studies.

She asked
Baron Von Scruff
really nicely, and he
agreed to let her

depart.

I shall study
with the righteous
fury of a hundred

warriors!

Yeah, yeah,
whatever. Go back

to wherever, I
don't care. Thank you,

my liege.

The pages
of my notebook will

be bathed in the blood
of the wicked.

Ink is too
expensive.

Boooooring.

You should
have thought of
that before you
became king.

Who the
hell are you?

Greenhilt.

Your nephew,
Greenhilt.

Doesn't
ring a bell.

The son
of the former

king.

What
king?

The king
that sat on that
very throne and
wore that very

crown!

I'm just...
I'm just totally
spacing on this,

sorry.

Oh! OK,
yeah, I think I

remember that guy.
I didn't know he

had kids.

Didn't
know—you're

married to my
mother! Yes!

She's sitting
next to you
right now!!

Maybe
I got her
pregnant?

Sire, you
are an undead

monstrosity and
she is likely post-

menopausal.

Well,
whatever your

name is, don't let
yourself get too
worked up over
any of this.

I mean,
who really cares
who may or may
not have killed

whom?

Life's
too short, you

know?

Right now,
it feels way
too long.

Hey, you
know, that would
make a pretty
good topic for

a soliloquy.

Eh. Why
bother?

That,
too!

And those
two don't cancel
each other out,

right?

No, sire.

Hi, honey.

Huh.
When did that

happen?

You married
her like a week

after my father
died in his

sleep.

Sorta
fast, don't you

think? Yes!! Yes, I
do in fact think
it was "sorta

fast."I am?

Who?

Your
brother!!
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Hey,
Greenhilt!

Oh, no no
no no no, not

now.

If there's
another dead body

you need to lose, deal
with it on your own,
Horatio Hatethistle.

I've got bigger
problems.

But what
if I told you the
king has returned
from the grave?

Don't worry,
I've got a procedure

for that now.
Uh, yeah,

I know. He just
left.

No, not
that king! The

old wrinkly
one.

The king
my father!

His ghost
is wandering around

the castle battlements
at night, looking all

emo and stuff.

Did he
speak to

you?
Yeah, but

I wasn't really
paying attention.
Sounded like plot
stuff, though.

What do
you think of this

dress, sister? Do you
think Greenhilt

will like it?

OK, I think
we need to have a
conversation about

what the word,
"evidence"
means.

No time
for vocabulary,

sister. Our father
approaches.

Well,
Laerta, are you
ready to return

to France?

I go to
where evil calls

out to me, so that
I may smite it with
the power of the

gods!

Okey dokey,
then! Don't do

anything I
wouldn't do.

Goodbye,
Laerta! Baron Von
Scruff is waving

goodbye!

Assure
your feline that
righteous justice
will be delivered

swiftly.

I am
adopted,
right?

Ocelia,
 you must not be
fooled by young

Greenhilt's
affections.

I have
evidence that

he is plotting the
violent overthrow
of the current
government.

What??
What evidence

is that?

He has
managed to

maneuver himself
to be direct heir
to the throne.

...Yes,
I know. He's

the prince. He
was born heir to

the throne.

Then his
schemes go
back further
than even I
suspected!

Do you
think he'll come
back tonight?

Oh, definitely.
The guards said he's

been there every night
this week, except for

Thursday.

That night,
he plays bridge

with Banquo, Caesar,
and Welsh Eddie.

Very well,
I'll meet you

tonight on the
castle walls.

I want
to speak with
this ghost.

Sounds
like a plan
to me.
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Roy...Roy
Greenhilt... Dad? Is

that really
you??

Yes...it is
I, King Greenhilt,
your father...

It's not like
my son followed
me into the king

business or
anything.

Of course,
I don't really

need to specify
that last part,

do I?
Dad, don't

start.

No, I'm
just saying, you'd

think the fact that this
country is a hereditary

monarchy would be enough
to maybe convince you

to follow in my
footsteps—

—but I
guess not.

Dad, you
told me that all

that mattered to
you was that I

succeed.

To the
throne!!

I wanted
you to succeed

me to the
throne!

HALFLING
RAGE GHOST

ATTACK!!

Horatio!
What the hell are

you doing??

Uh, attacking
a ghost, obviously.

Just like we
planned.

Planned?

Sure, you
said you wanted

to talk to the ghost.
That way, I could

attack while it was
distracted.

Too good
to be king, but not

too good to still hang
out with this little

psycho, eh?

No, Horatio,
I don't want to

fight my father's
ghost!

Then why
did I spend all

afternoon shopping
for Ghost Touch

daggers?

Look, it's
hard enough to

find level-appropriate
encounters around

this dump.
Your dad

had a lot of class
levels, and now he has
a template on top of

that? Challenge
Rating jackpot,

baby!

Now come
on, flank him

before His Phantom
Highness gets

away.

Hullo?
'sthis tha place
wit tha ghost

problem?

You brought
a cleric?

Sure. It'll
cut down on the

XP per person, but
I thought it was worth

it since we knew we
were fighting

undead.

We're not
fighting—

Yeah, bustin'
makes me feel

good!

Tha pow'r
o' Thor compels

ye!

Stop!
Stop!

You're no
Bill Murray. More
like Rick Moranis.
"Honey, I Shrunk

the I.Q."

Because
you're insane??

Look, Dad,
regardless of what
you think, I have a
pretty good career

going in the brooding
industry, so why don't

you tell me why
you're—

What the
fladoodle??
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STOP! Vicar,  I'm
sorry, we don't

need your services
right now.

Horatio, if
you don't sheathe
those daggers, I'll

do it for you, and you
won't like my choice

of scabbard.

Start talking
about why you're

haunting the castle,
and it better not be

because I've lost
the true spirit of

Christmas.

Well,
you have.

Not the
point.

My spirit is
restless because
of my brother,

Xlaudius!

And not
just because he's
wearing the crown

that belongs atop your
incredibly thick skull

instead of his
bare one.

What??

Yeah. Poison,
right in the ear

canal while I
slept.

Hey, that's
pretty creative.
I'm going to have

to remember
that.

Then he
married my

widow.

Although
let's be honest,

your mother and I were
over years ago. We were
just staying together

for your sake. And
the sex.

Dad!

What? I
didn't need to

see her marry a
skeleton to know

she loved the
bone.

No, I'm
pissed 'cause that

bony bastard
murdered me!

OK, that
horrific image
aside, what do
you want me

to—
Dad?

Dad! You're
fading!

Avenge me,
Greenhilt! Avenge

my murder!

And would
it kill you to put
yourself on the
throne in the

process?

I'm not
getting any
deader over

here.

This changes
everything. I need

to find a way to confirm
my uncle's guilt and get

my revenge on him.

I think
perhaps I will
pretend to be

crazy.

Yeah, I'm
sure that incredibly
indirect course of

action will work out
just fine.

Horatio, I
need you to swear

an oath not to reveal
what you have seen

and heard here
tonight.

I'm not
going to cover up
your dirty laundry

for you.
What

happened here
tonight is important,
and the whole castle

deserves to know
about it!

You're
talking about the
lost Experience
Points, aren't

you?

I could
have made next
level tonight!

Why, did
something else

happen?

What?
No! Screw you,

fascist.

See? You
have a natural talent

for command.

And you—
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Father!
Father! Prince

Greenhilt just came
to see me in my bed
chamber, and he was
all sweaty and crazy,

with his doublet
undone!

Aghast!
You were right

to come directly
to me, Ocelia.

Um, right.
I came directly

to you. We didn't
do anything else

first.

Baron Von
Scruff says

that Greenhilt's
behavior has turned

from melancholic
to erratic.

We must
tell the king
about this.

King Xlaudius,
my cat and I agree

that young Greenhilt has
gone mad because my
daughter has refused

his advances.

Hello,
Prince Greenhilt.

Do you know
me?

Excellent
well. You are a
fishmonger.

Oh! You know,
I thought I was a

chancellor, but maybe
I am a fishmonger. I

certainly smell
like one.

It certainly
makes more sense.
I wouldn't trust me
to advise a king.

I mean,
I talk to my

cat!!

You would
like that, wouldn't

you, Baron Von Scruff?
All the fish you could
eat? Yes, you would!

Yes, you would!

Oh, look,
the players are

here! Let's inform
the queen!

Greetings,
fair castle and
its equally fair
inhabitants!

I am the
Player King, and

these are my lovely
Playerettes!

Likely
overfull.

Ooo, that's
a fire hazard.
Luckily, we can
help them with

that...

Wow, this
is a nice castle.

I wonder what their
treasure vaults

are like...

OK, I'm
going to need to
seriously step up
my game if I want
anyone around here

to believe I'm
crazy.

Yep, I am
all about the

refusing.

Wait...
who are we

talking about?
Grownhalt?

Look, here
he comes, reading

a book.
I'll talk

to him and see
what he says.

Come on,
honey.

Whatever.
It's almost time

for today's Peasant
Deathmatch

anyway.

We certainly
didn't do anything

twice...



Greenhilt: Prince of Denmark 27

Players?
I thought there
weren't actually

any players, just a
world that operates

according to the
game rules.

Nope!
There are

players, and
we're them!

No, I—
wait, how

do you know
that?

Not all
the benefits of
being Small are
listed in the
stat block.

Anyway,
I meant a plan
for catching

Xlaudius.

Well, I
might catch

something with my
plan, but nothing
a Remove Disease

spell can't
clear up.

I'm going
to have this bard
and his ensemble

perform a play where
the murder takes place

in the same manner
as my father's

death.
We can

invite my uncle
to the show and
watch to see if

he reacts.

That's great,
Greenhilt. Good luck

with that.

If he's
guilty, he should
react with shock

and surprise.

Me and
my Falstaff are
gonna go tame

a shrew.

Excuse me,
I was wondering

if you've head of,
"The Murder of

Gonzago?"

No! Oh
my gods! Kermit
and Fozzie must

be so upset!

No, no,
it's a play. It's

called, "The Murder
of Gonzago."

Sorry, no,
but if you ask me,

it's really disrespectful
to Camilla's loss that they

rushed a fictionalized
version so soon.

No, forget
the damn—Look,

if I bring you a script,
with a few words
changed here and

there—

*sigh*

OK, well,
do your best. It's
really important.

Hooray!
We got a

job!

Really?
Uh, I mean, I'm

so proud of you,
honey.

We're
finally going to
get paid to put

on a show!

Which is
strange, because

now that I think about
it, I have no idea how
we've been supporting

ourselves all this
time.

Yeah, that
is weird. Hey, any

chance you could ask
your new buddy for
blueprints of this

place?

You know,
so we, uh, know
where to put
the stage.

Yes, sir,
Mr. Prince,

sir!

Hey baby,
how about you be

Avon and I'll be
Stratford?

Tee hee!

—could you
learn it and

perform it by,
say, tomorrow

night?

We can
try, but we might

be distracted by our
grief over the death

of a beloved
muppet.

What do
you play?

Characters!

So then
you're player
characters.

No, we're
character players.
Totally different,

trust me.

And you're
the Bard?

I'm a
bard, and that's
close enough.

Horatio,
there you are.
I have a plan. Me too.

Dibs on the one
with the harp,

she's not wearing
underwear.
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Sire, look!
Prince Greenhilt

approaches where
my daughter is taking

her lessons. Baron
Von Scruff says we

should listen!

They
need not.

Excuse me?
I was in the middle

of a soliloquy. Didn't
you notice the line

breaks?

Apologies,
but I thought you
might like to know

that events transpiring
after our earthly
demise need not
give us pause.

For example,
this plane here is

formed from massive
interlocking metal gears,

while its opposite
number is a swirling

rainbow soup.

Sixteen unique
planes of existence
form a great wheel
around the central

axis of reality.

Soldier..?
What do you—

Oh yes. As
it transpires, the

afterlife is the scene
of millenia-old conflicts
in which angels, demons,
devils, magic robots, and
giant anthropomorphized
frogs do battle to gain
control of your dead

spirit.

Between
them is a silvery
void of infinite

space.

Don't forget
the elemental planes,

too, professor.

So you're
saying that if I kill

myself, I'm only going to
end up involved in a whole
new set of intrigues, only
this time with crazy-ass

monsters instead of
Danes?

I suppose
that is one way of
summarizing the
situation, yes.

I guess...
I guess it's just

easier to stick with
the conflict I
already know.

Thus
convenience
does make
cowards of

us all.
I don't

know, but I'm
pretty sure the
answers are in

room 2B.

So the
guy with the

sword is named
Toby? Or not

Toby?

Further, as
far as I know, the
gods have put no

prohibition on self-
slaughter.

If one wished,
I see no reason why

one could not simply kill
oneself and deliver one's
soul as a ready soldier 

for one's respective
alignment.True, true.

It is a
relatively simple

matter to summon
visions of the Outer
Planes, where the
spirits of mortal

beings reside
postmortem.

The...
Outer

Planes?
Indeed,

I shall show
you.

Ocelia,
get thee to an

orrery.
Yes,

professor.

I have no
idea what you're

talking about, but
that cat thing is
really starting to

wig me out.
To be, or not to be:
That is the question:

Whether 'tis nobl'er in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing end them?

To die: to sleep;
No more; and by a sleep
    to say we end
The heart-ache and the 
    thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to, 'tis
    a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd.

To die, to sleep;
To sleep: perchance to dream:
    ay, there's the rub.
For in that sleep of death what
    dreams may come
When we have shuffled off 
    this mortal coil,
Must give us pause: There's—



Greenhilt: Prince of Denmark 29

Well it's
about time we got

some entertainment
around here.

I'm not
sure I'm familiar
with this play.

Oh, I think
you may be more
familiar with it
than you think.

I think
I'll take a nap
here in the

garden.

Whoa! I
didn't know this
play was going to

have girl-on-
girl.

Traditionally,
all the male parts

are played by
women.

Wow,
she's a pretty
treacherous
queen, huh,

Mom?

I don't
know, I think if

your husband insists
on sleeping in a garden
instead of next to you,

the relationship
is in trouble.

Now, secret
lover, let us undertake
the poisoning of your

First Husband!

Well he
may be your

baby's father,
but he's also my
cousin! And my

brother!

And my
baby's father,

too!

(I thought
you were a

guy?)

Stop
right there,
poisoners!

Optimus
Prime!

I'm taking
this man back to

Cybertron!

Not so
fast!

He may
be your First

Husband, but he's
also my baby's

father!

What.

Sure, you
do that, honey.
Sweet dreams.

Aha! It is
I, your secret

lover!

Hello,
secret lover and
future Second

Husband! Bwa ha
ha ha ha!

Oooo!
Look, it's
starting.

Oh, my
love! I love you

so much!

I love
you too, First

Husband.

Why do
you keep calling

me that?

No reason.
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No! No!
This is all wrong!
Stop! Stop the

play!

"What's
wrong?" Did you
read the script

I gave you
at all?!?

What's
wrong?

Well, I
skimmed it, but

it was kinda boring.
So I punched it

up a bit.

You punched—
No! No, it had to

be exactly the way I
gave it to you, or else

it won't have the
right effect!

Man, that
play was great! I

haven't had this much
fun since I poisoned

your husband in
the ear.

Shhh.

Geez, what's
that guy's
problem?

Hey, can
someone turn
the page for

me?

Screw it.

Hellooooo?

GAAHHH!!

Is the
right effect to
be a box office

blockbuster? 'Cause
I think I've got

that down.

NO! No, it
isn't!! The right

effect is to provoke
a reaction from

the king!

But we
did that! Look,

he loved it!
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Your son
is on the way here,
Madam. Baron Von

Scruff and I will hide
behind this curtain

and listen!

Hey, Mom.
So, what the hell?

You knew that monster
killed Dad, and you

married him?

Oh, you
know how it is, Roy.

You get to be a certain
age and you want a man

who's dependable.

He's not
a man, Mom, he's

undead!

Right, which
means he won't up

and die on me like my
last husband.

Your last
husband only

died because this
one murdered

him!!

Is that
all you do
around
here?

I have
a lot of free

time.

Sweetie,
noble ideas about
not marrying your
husband's murderer
won't keep me warm

at night.

Neither
will he! He's a
skeleton!

I am not
actually the idiot I

purport to be, I merely
pretend in order to keep

those who covet my position
in court from moving

against me. Your father
knew the truth,

and used me to spy
on his enemies by
acting the fool.

But if what
you say is true and
Xlaudius really did

kill your father, then
we have a duty

to—

Talk about
your unbelievable

stories.

I mean,
who goes through
an elaborate ruse,
pretending to be
insane, just to

learn...

...things
about your
enemies.

Don't worry,
Roy, I'm sure acting
crazy seemed like an
original idea when you

came up with it.

Thanks, Mom.
That's exactly the
part I was worried

about.

*sigh*

Ah, crap.

Yeah, nice
try, Xlaudius. You

may be able to use
magic to disguise your
voice, but you don't
speak anything like

Shojonius.
No, listen,

I'm telling you
the—

Let's see
how long it takes
you to regenerate
from this one,

evil lich!

No, Roy!
It's really—

Unnnnh!

You haven't
mentioned your

cat once.

Actually,
a lich is totally
different from

a skeleton.

Xlaudius? Do
I have to chop
your head off

again?

No, no! It's
me, Chancellor

Shojonius! Don't
hurt me!

Oh, OK.
You have to be

more careful, though,
I almost stabbed you
right through the

curtain.

Actually,
listen carefully,
young Greenhilt.
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So, my
son killed your

chancellor.

Tell Lord
Fortinbras what

you told me about
being banished

by a lich.

You know,
to hell with all

this. I'm going to
the Plane of Air to
look for my birth

parents.

Here,
something

to remember
us by.

I have
returned from

France!

Greenhilt
is returning to

Denmark? Does my
sister, Ocelia,

know?

OK, how's
this: You bring

me back home, and
I'll tell you Johnny

Depp's home
address.

He has a
lot to answer for

to us pirates.

Yeah! 'Cause
of him, everyone
on board keeps
swiping my eye

liner!
Oh, you

poor thing. Your
sister passed

beyond, down by
the brook.

My father
and sister are
both dead!

What? No,
she's still—

And it's
all Greenhilt's

fault!

No, dear,
actually—

I will smite
him with the holy

power of a thousand
righteous bloody

knives!

Wow, this
story's really
starting to

pick up!

Yeah, they
got through all

the famous parts
in the first three

acts.

Probably
sitting on a cloud
strumming a harp

by now.

Where is
my father,
Shojonius?

Quick
question: How do

you feel about daisies
and the pushing

thereof?

Eh. It
happens. Wait, you

have kids?

OK, I don't
want to alarm

anyone, but I could
really use a

cleric.

Oh, man.
We are going to

have to banish him
to England.

My son?

No, that
guy dragging
the corpse.
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Dig faster,
Thog! We need to

complete this secret
tunnel so that we can
rob the castle before
my hated brother,
the Player King,

can do so.

Doesn't
one generally dig

graves in graveyards,
not alongside the road

to the capital?

Well, sure,
if you want to be
buried with the

riffraff.

These
are exclusive
luxury graves 
for Denmark's
well-to-do.

Guess
who's skull
this was.

...Some
sort of monitor

lizard?

Soon, you
will pay for your

treachery in killing
my father and

sister!!

Look, Laerta,
the thing with your
dad was just a total
accident. I'm sorry,
I'll try to make it

up to you.

And your
sister is doing

fine. She sent me
a Sending from the
Elemental Plane of

Air just this
morning.

Mark my
words, my sword

will send you
after her!

It will
shift you to

HELL!

...Is that
a yes?

So...it's
like a plane-

shifting sword,
or something?

Lies! My
sister would

never correspond
with her own

murderer!

...Huh?

It was
the king's jester,

Yikyik.

Alas,
poor Yikyik.

You slew him,
Horatio.

A fellow of
infinite pest, and
most obnoxious,

frankly.

GREENHILT!

Thanks for
meeting me at the

docks, Horatio.

Hey, you're
the one who said

that if I had a dead
body, I needed to deal
with it on my own, so
don't complain to me
because I was—Oh!

I mean, you're
welcome.

Professional
inquiry: How long

does it take a body
to decay enough that
it can no longer be

identified?

Oh, eight
or nine years—

but you need to
remove the

teeth.

Right, the
dental records!

Of course!

OK, this
disturbing line
of discussion is

not making me any
less suspicious as

to why you're
here.

Oh! Hey!
Let's play a
guessing
game!

Quick,
into the tunnel
while they're
distracted!

The gods
informed me you'd

returned from
England.

Yeah?
You're sure it

wasn't the letters
that I sent ahead
that spilled the

beans?
The gods

made you send
that letter!

oooo!
thog likes
games!

exeunt
thog and

nale.

Uh...excuse
me? What are you
two doing digging
so close to the

castle?

What?! Uh,
nothing! Nothing

at all. Digging
graves.

thog
provide local

color.

thog just
saying, thog was
looking forward to
iambic pentameter.

now thog is
sad.
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—so they
had sent along a

letter with me, ordering
that I be killed once we got
to England, but I swapped it
out with one naming those

other two guys they
had escort me.

I say you
accept.

Why? It
sounds like a
terrible idea.

No, I
think it will

speed up the
climax of this
meandering

story.

—and further,
I have heard rumors
that Greenhilt spoke
with the shade of

his father!

OK, here's
the poison for

your blade.

He will
die for his

evil acts and
for consorting

with the
undead!

Self-
awareness
really isn't
your thing,

is it?

You will
pay for your

deed!
I told you,
your sister
is alive and

well.

No, the
other one.

Huh. How
did I run out of

poisonberry cocktail
already? Waiter!

Oh, right.

A hit, a
palpable

hit!

Yeah, this
is exciting. Two

warriors standing
still and attacking

each other.

Hooray
for core
melee.

Eh, on
second thought,
can we get the

play with the giant
robot back?

The Queen
drinks to you,

Greenhilt!

BEGIN!

Hello,
merry olde
England!

I think
we're really

going to love
it here.

Ah, Greenhilt.
King Xlaudius has
asked me to relay

a message. Miss Liyazaki
and he have made
a wager based on

whether or not you
can defeat her in

a sword duel—

—in a
transparent

attempt for her
to get revenge on

you for killing
her father.

Rosencrantz
and Guildenstern?

Yeah.
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SPLRTCH!

Ugh...now
I am slain!

Oh, don't
be melodramatic.
That was like 25

points of damage,
tops. You'll be

fine.

Ha! Pretty
good for not being
proficient in this

thing!

Roy...
Mommy

doesn't feel
good...

Mom?!?
Not you,

too!

Oh, the
tragedy! Isn't
there anything

we can do?

Not a
damn thing,

Phil.

It's all
based on public

domain.

I can
fix that!

I love you,
Roy. Sorry about
helping to kill your

father...

...but
between you

and me...

...he was a 
total bastard...

You fool,
my blade was

poisoned! We will
both be dead in

moments!

Heh heh
heh...I win,
Greenhilt.

What?
Poison?? You
cheating—

How do
you win? We're

both going to die
and it's your

fault!
Yes...but

I resolved my...
you-killed-my-father

plotline...before
you did.

OK, are
there any named
characters here

that haven’t been
poisoned??

Xlaudius
hasn't, but
that is—

But that's
largely a function

of the fact that the
undead are immune

to poison.

Damn it, I 
just refilled that!

Waiter!!
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How am I
supposed to

destroy you??

Look, buddy,
would it kill you

to relax?

Stupid...lich!

Horatio!
Horatio, when I'm

dead, tell my story
to the world.

Nah. It was
crappy enough
the first time

around.

Well...punch
it up a little. Get
the players to

help.

They left
town last night,
and I don't really

care enough to find
them. It'd take 

like half the
afternoon.

Good
riddance, sweet

prince.

The stain
of evil has been
removed from

this state, Prince
Fortinbras.

It's a
shame about

young Greenhilt,
though. Trust me,

everyone dying is
the best possible

ending to this
trainwreck.

Crap! It's the
Norwegians!

Uh oh.

I can't!
I'm pinned! I

think it's stuck
in my ribs or
something.

Run, King
Xlaundius!

Smite
Evil!

To arms!

Death to
the undead!

You...

...suck.

At this
point? Yes!
It actually

would! You killed
my father!
And now my

mother!

Yeah? So
what? You killed my

chancellor, two flumphs,
and the samurai chick.

We're all murderers
here, kid.

Like I said,
life is too short
to get worked up
over this stuff.

Those
were accidents!
And/or poetic

justice!

Bah, cop
outs! If you're

gonna be a killer,
man up and
admit it.

Now get
off my dais and die
already. I've got two

gnome pit fighters on
standby to round out

the undercard.
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Wow, I
guess everything
worked out OK

after all.

I guess the
lesson we all
learned here

today is that
you— Wait, did

you remember
to cast Neutralize

Poison before raising
my body from the

dead?

Um...I
dinnae prepare

it today.

Raise
Dead!

Thanks for
the help, Fortinbras.
If you want, you can
be king now; I never
really wanted it, and
it'll totally cheese

my dad off.

Och, not
a problem, folks!
I'll just be gettin'

more diamonds from
tha castle's secret

treasure—

The End.

So? What
did you think?

Pretty good for
a first-timer,

right?

Well, Roy,
it was...uh...

very...

Realistic!

Yeah!
Realistic!

...What
does that

mean?

It means
you obviously

ripped the whole
thing off from
your own life!

What? No!
The ghost in the

story wanted his son
to get revenge for
his own death.

I must
also confess that

I found the names of
the locations distracting.

Denmark? England?
France??

I realize it
is a work of fiction,

but one cannot simply
string some letters
together and call

it a name.

An' why
dinnae the hero

just get tha cleric
ta use Divination ta

see if the king
were guilty?

OK, OK,
fine. I'm a crappy

storyteller.

Enough
stories, then.
Everyone go

to bed.

And then
go to sleep. We
have a big day

tomorrow.

We need to
get back to the

real story.

My dad
wants me to

get revenge for
someone else's
death. Totally

different!

Yeah, uh...
not really, Roy.

Sorry.

Rrrcgh!

—vault.



OK, that's
it! We're shutting

this book down before
it gets any worse.
Cease and desist!

It's a shame
they couldn't find

something to put on
this last page.

Oh! Wait!
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The Order of the Stick: Snips, Snails, and Dragon Tales is by far the least 
necessary book we’ve ever released! Crammed full of ideas that have nothing 
whatsoever to do with the main story of Rich Burlew’s award-winning The  
Order of the Stick comedic fantasy saga, this book is as optional as they come! 
Inside, you’ll learn absolutely no secrets about the characters, nor will you see 
the resolution (or even acknowledgement) of any outstanding plot points. No, 
it’s just a book full of funny comics that happen to feature the same characters  
doing different things. Good luck finding a physical copy, unless it’s being sold 
by some jerk charging a huge mark-up (whoever gave them that idea?), but  
this digital edition is now yours!

Stuff we put in this book:
• �All 22 strips of OOTS that appeared in 

Dragon® magazine in 2005-2007, plus 
author recollections on how he got the gig.

• �Eight additional bonus strips in the same 
style of humor.

• �Edition Wars: The Order is attacked by 
their upgraded counterparts from the 
Fourth Dimension!

• �The latest Julio Scoundrél comic book,  
“Julio Scoundrél and the Curse of the 
Mummy Queen.”

• �StickTales: The Order retells their favorite 
works of literature, ruined in the way that 
only they can.

• �New! All 6 strips of OOTS that appeared in 
Gygax™ magazine in 2014-2015, plus new 
commentary for this digital edition about it!

• Like two other things.

Stuff we didn’t put in this book:
• �Meticulously preserved scans of the stick 

figure comics creator Rich Burlew drew 
when he was 12 years old, with extensive 
author commentary and critical analysis.

• �“Fruit Pie: A Sorcerer’s Life.”
• �Flumphland: The dramatic account of two 

flumphs’ journey through the heartland of 
their souls.

• �Hardcore stick figure porn.
• A selection from the Azure City phonebook.
• �An explanation of what phonebooks were 

for audience members under the age of 20.
• �Vaarsuvius’ gender and the exact genus and 

species of the monster in the darkness.
• Anything too serious.
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