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Dear Reader,
Contained within these pages you will find
the transcribed, consolidated field notes of Dr.
C. Arthur Turner, written while he traveled
within the Hollow World along with his
traveling companions and the crew of the
steamer S.S. Gambit, stranded there in the
spring of 1935 through unknown means while
on a voyage of discovery toward a previously
uncharted island of Los Cambio within the
Caribbean.
Meticulous care was made to transfer the good
doctor's words just as they were found in his
journals, so any mistakes in spelling and
grammar can be attributed to the author. One
can excuse any lapses in penmanship due to
the trying circumstances in which he penned
them.
It is reasonable to expect you to doubt the
veracity of the tales presented here and
consider them a fanciful attempt at fantastical
fiction or, if less charitable, a cruel hoax or
sinister fraud. But before you rush to
judgment, let me present some interesting
facts I unearthed as I investigated elements of
this narrative.
Dr. Turner's journals were discovered by a
young man renovating his newly purchased
summer cottage in the Catskills. After a bit of
research, I discovered that the cottage had once
been owned by a Boston family with the name
of Goodhar, possibly the same one from which
the lady referred to in Turner's writings came
from. I was unable to question the young man
as he had inexplicably moved away without
leaving a forwarding address.
According to his written statement, he had
found the books wrapped in some sort of hide
tied together with leather thongs. A local
biologist recalled getting to examine the hide
and declared it to be reptilian in origin, but he
could not identify the species.
Along with the books, some showing slight

fire damage, the package contained some other
odd items: a small number of white marbles,
which the biologist said he discovered were
actually pearls of unusual size, a large tooth
that again, defied identification, and a blued
disk made of crystal. Unfortunately, these
items are unavailable for further study, having
disappeared around the same time as their
young discoverer. Only a brief written record,
logged by said biologist, gives evidence of
their existence.
As to the good doctor himself, I discovered
that a Dr. C. Arthur Turner had been a
Member in Good Standing of the London
Historical Society back in the 1930's but that
the institution had summarily dismissed him
for undisclosed reasons. He subsequently
went into seclusion and has not been seen
since that dismissal.
What I turned up regarding the S.S. Gambit is
detailed in Part Two. Records do show it as
"lost at sea" during one of its voyages in the
spring of 1935.
Are the marvelous events depicted by Dr.
Turner in these pages a factual narrative, the
mutterings of a deluded madman, or
someone's idea of a grand joke? It's not
certain, but if my own travels have taught me a
thing, it is to not blithely dismiss events and
stories simply because they might seem farfetched. To borrow from the Bard, There are
truly more things on Heaven and Earth than are
dreamt of in our philosophy.
Dr. H.W. Jones, Jr, Ph.D.
Marshall College,
Connecticut
May 31, 1959

The Field Notes Of
Dr. Turner

shark, causing it to swim away. That
impact is what broke our port paddlewheel. I
have offered my engineering assistance,
but the Captain assures me that his crew is

The Hollow Sea

more then capable of handling the repairs.

First Day (Date Unknown)

pocket clock though. It seems that several of

Captain Warrent informed us today
that the Port Paddlewheel is useless.
Something about the secondary drive-shaft
being broken by the shark’s impact. All I
know for sure is that he yelled “she was not
built for combat” as he headed to the engine
deck. So we are under steam on only the
Gambit’s starboard paddle now, and barely
making 8 knots. Fortunately, these seas
are calm and clear. We should find the
American coast soon, where we can make
harbor and warn the authorities about the
incredible shark which has harassed us for
the last several hours.
Speaking of which, I was able to get a
good look at the beast as it cruised beside
us. It is better then half the length of the
Gambit, perhaps 75 or 80 feet, with a dorsal
fin at least 15 feet high! A terrifying sight
to be sure. Several of the crew took to rifle
and shot it, but I doubt their bullets did
little more than irritate the beast. It swam
in a circle and bumped us again, which
caused an oil leak into the water.
This seems to have irritated the

I have been successful in restoring my
the metal parts inside were magnetized
somehow, perhaps during last night’s
violent storm. It took some time, but I now
have a working timepiece. It is a shame we
cannot fix our ever spinning compass the
same way, although I have tried many
things. Most confusing.

Day Unknown Plus 1
I can now confirm that one day has
passed since I repaired my pocket clock, and
yet the sun remains at noon. Using the
last 24 hours as a reference, I estimate that
we have been lost in these waters for
approximately 3 days, which means the
storm that caused all of our electrical and
navigational problems was more then 72
hours ago. Three days without any night,
fascinating.
I have been successful in repairing our
radio, but I cannot be sure if we are
transmitting any reasonable distance. The
receiver is working as well, but the only
signal coming through the unit is a high-
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pitched squelch and random static.

No sign of our nemesis. No sign of

will find in this Hollow World. I must

anything. I overheard the ships Senior

admit the prospect does excite me greatly!

Engineer, Mr. Berrill, say that the engine

Day 4

was stressing from the damage received
during our encounter with the great shark.

This morning after a cold breakfast the

It is unclear how much longer it will

Captain instructed all of us to ready a

remain running. All we can do is hope,

backpack and for the passengers to have a

and continue to steam in a straight line.

Life Ring handy, just in case we are forced

Day Unknown Plus 3

to abandon ship. It seems the damage has
caused a leak that they are unable to stop.
He stressed that the backpack should

We sighted land today, a massive
island, or possibly a whole continent from

contain “...only what you need to survive”

the look of it. As we have still seen no

and that it should be light enough for you

sunset, I am at a loss as to what continent

alone to be able to carry or possibly swim

it might be. Curiously, I can see somewhat

with. Although he did not say it directly, I

farther here, as if the Earth curves upward,

am quite certain that last part was directed

instead of down. Given all the facts of the

toward me. He also advised us to pack what

last few days, I believe I can now

weapons and ammunition we could, and to

hypothesize that we have been somehow

be dressed ready to abandon with only a

moved to the Inner Earth. A location first

minutes notice.

posited by the Scholar Jules Verne in his

Day 5

book “A Journey To The Center Of The

Yesterday, shortly after we beached the

Earth” back in 1864.
Unlike his Swiss Cheese world, it is my
belief that the Earth is Hollow, with this
ocean on the reversed “inside,” much like
riding on the inside of an egg shell, only
round. If I had a powerful enough telescope,
I might very well be able to see the other side
of the world. Astounding.
If this is true, then who knows what
fantastic peoples and creatures we

Gambit on a sandbar and started using the
two longboats to move to shore, we were set
upon by several long-necked beasts, much
like the extinct Plesiosaur! Eight of the
ships company were killed as we rushed to
the safety of the higher beach where the
beasts could not reach. Both longboats were
also smashed. Many of our supplies have
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been lost. Now the Gambit sits,
perhaps 50 yards from shore, just

out of our reach due to these beasts. What

the academic community can only dream

fascinating terrors await us here on this

of.

strange continent within this Hollow
World? With a degree of trepidation, I look
forward to finding out.

The Scavenger Birds
Day 9

Trilobite

This beach presents many dangers, and
in all manner of sizes. Today one of the

Day 8

engineers, a man named Rufus, was bit by

Today I found a Trilobite. A living,

an eel while spear fishing. Although his

moving Trilobite. Amazing. A small one,

injury was easily mended Dr. Connor with

only 3-1/2 inches long and 2 inches wide,

only a few stitches, a new danger emerged.

with a pair of antenna that are almost 5

A few moments after Dr. Connor started

inches. Small, but a remarkable find. I

wrapping his bite, these brightly colored

discovered it in the sand while standing

birds started appearing around our camp.

guard for Plesiosaur while the others were

Vulture sized, with deep blue feathers and

spear fishing. We must be vigilant after

bright yellow stripes. With a face and chest

all. These plesiosaur are quite aggressive,

that are yellow. It’s beak is red with razor

but they do not do well in the shallow

sharp teeth and It has two claws on the

waters, a fair warning can get a man clear

wings, much like a bat, with sharp talons

before one can attack. I would be interested

on foot and a tail like a palm leaf.

in studying them in detail, perhaps with a

At first they were just another curiosity

diving bell. When we find civilization, I

as they hopped around on the sand, then

shall have to look into it further.

one suddenly leapt forward and bit Rufus

Oh yes, Trilobite. Years ago, when I was

on the leg near where the eel had. Quickly

studying with Dr. Walcott at his shale

the bird was scared away. This new injury

formations, I had thought how remarkable

was slight, but did require a couple of

these little creatures were. Now as I hold a

stitches. Poor man. He claims it was

live one in my hand, I can only think of

exceptionally painful.

how blessed I am to have stumbled upon this
fantastic world and see living
examples of creatures my friends in

Within a few minutes we realized there
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were a dozen of them hopping around

Dimetrodon Pack
Day 13
Our beach is not safe anymore. After
several days of dealing with these small,
chicken-sized lizards constantly
harassing us, we have now come upon a
greater threat, Dinosaurs.
As incredible as it sounds, we have been
attacked by Dinosaurs. Today, a huge

us, each trying to fly or jump in and
attack. Curiously, they were all directed at
Rufus. We were able to repel them with
spear and club, but their numbers started to
grow.
Finally Paul Bryce, the hunter from the
America’s, became angered and shot and
killed two with his pistol. The sound caused
the rest of the flock to scatter. It has been
several hours since that encounter with no
sign of them. I believe that it might have
been the smell of blood from the eel bite that
they were attracted to, much as a shark or
piranha is attracted to blood in the water.
In the future, we must remember to tend
to any injuries quickly so as to avoid
attracting more of these Piranha-Like
birds.

creature that looked remarkably like a
Dimetrodon walked past our camp. It
seemed unconcerned with us and joined a
pack of five smaller ones at the tree line. I
can only conclude that it was a Bull and
the others his herd of females. He was about
21 feet long, and about 12 feet at the top of
his “sail” fin. The females were 14 feet
long, with 8 foot high fins.
We watched for several minutes, guns
at the ready, as the Bull circled his herd.
Suddenly, the females dashed into the
jungle. For several seconds we heard
snarling and the sounds of a terrible battle,
all the while the Bull just standing there,
paying us no mind.
After a moment, a large creature,
similar to a surface Rhinoceros or perhaps
an extinct Brontotherium, burst onto the
beach, the females in pursuit. Bleeding
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from massive bites, it slowly
succumbed to the vicious attacks of

rhinoceros corpse and began feeding. The
females circled a moment and then started
feeding on the edges.
The whole scene was amazing, like a
pride of lions feeding. I could have watched
for days, but for safety it was advised that
we pack up and make for the jungle. With
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beasts such as this roaming about, we need

the females.

to find the safety of civilization if we are to

We watched in horror and amazement

survive.

as the battle progressed. The rhinoceros
started to slump to its knees, its ability to
fight weakening until finally it collapsed.
Then two of the females turned toward us
and charged.
Our group, still at the ready with rifle,
opened fire. One of the creatures stopped
moving almost immediately while the
other, in its blood lust charge, made it to
our ranks and took the leg from one of the
ship’s crewmen, I believe his name was
Stone. We continued to fire and, before it
could strike again, it dropped. Dr. Connor
did what he could, but unfortunately Mr.
Stone died from his injury.
We again watched the battle with the
giant rhinoceros, as it came to its bloody
end. This time, our rifles were trained on
the beasts, ready to fire. As the rhinoceros
stopped, the three remaining females looked
toward us, but did not move. Rather
suddenly, the Bull rushed the

The Spiked Terrible Lizard
Day 18
Had a brief encounter with a spiked
carnivore today, I believe this was one of the
species called “Stegodon.” We spotted it
through the trees as we continue to make
our way along the shore. For safety, we
have been traveling just inside the trees,
avoiding the dangers of the open beach.
Paul Bryce spotted it, about 60 feet away,
deep within the jungle. I do not believe it
noticed us based on that fact that it made
no aggressive actions. Perhaps it has poor
eyesight. This is something I would like to
have examined further, but Bryce prevented
me from making closer observations.
The beast was approximately 15 feet tall,
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and 30 feet long. The massive

upright plates that line its spine and spiked

Still, my good fortune being what it is,

tail make it a fearsome looking predator.

I happened to fall upon one such cave. I do

Seeing a living specimen allows me to

not mean to say that I discovered it, rather I

easily understand how this beast could

fell into it. It was hidden by a layer of thin

bring down its prey with one strike from

rocks which could not support my weight

that muscular spiked tail, which may be as

and I crashed through.

sharp as a barbers razor.

Bruised but uninjured, I examined my

Its actions were a tad confusing though,

new locale. Astounding would best describe

as it appeared to be grazing on the local

it. I was in a roughly circular room,

vegetation, much as you might expect to see

perhaps even a hex, with three passageways

in a herbivore. Perhaps their classification

leading out, all neatly cut from the rock. A

will need to be changed from carnivore to

large, hexagonal pillar, perhaps 3-feet high,

omnivore. I shall have to bring these

stood beside me. It appeared to be crafted of

observations to my colleagues when we

a light colored rock. Behind me, a flight of

return to the surface.

stairs went up to the entrance through
which I had fallen.
As I stood, my hand brushed against

The Glass Woman

two items, which I reflexively grabbed. The

Day 21

first was an animal bone, perhaps a dog’s

Oh, the perils of my good fortune, for I
may yet be the clumsiest scientist who ever
walked the Earth. Certainly the clumsiest
to walk this Hollow World.
We were walking the rocky grounds,
perhaps a half mile from this Hollow Sea.
We had discovered a number of large caves,
but dared not go into them due to warnings
from the hunter, Paul Bryce, who spied
remains and bones near the entrances of
several. He could not identify the type of
remains, only that they were signs
of a strong carnivore of some type.

leg, which I immediately dropped. The
second was a round piece of blue glass, with
strange writings. It was about the size of a
silver Peace Dollar.
The touch on my shoulder of one of my
companions slightly startled me and I
dropped the glass coin, which then spun
upon the stone pedestal, but it did not
break.
Instead, the most extraordinary thing
occurred. A woman appeared, like a motion

Page 6.

picture image, but projected into the
air directly above the glass piece. I

could not tell her height, but she had light

image once more, but it would not work

brown hair and blue eyes. Her facial

and, over my objections, my companions

features could have been from any one of a

pulled me back to the safety of the surface

dozen Surface cultures. The image was in

light. Rufus was unconscious, but without

full color, with incredible detail. Nothing

severe injury. No doubt the toxin on the

like the photographs we take.

dart was only a paralyzing agent. He

We all stood there, mesmerized by the

recovered several hours later, with a

image, then she started talking.

monstrous headache, but otherwise none the

Astounding! Her words appearing out of

worse for the whole matter.
I do not know what attacked us from the

thin air, with no speaker visible. Her
language was unknown to any of us, but

darkness, and it is probably irrelevant. I

her words were almost as a song. A

must confess to being more curious about

melody? A story? Of that I am uncertain.

this miracle of science that I hold in my

What I could tell was that she appeared to be

hand, this circle of glass. How was it

crying, sadness evident in her words and

created? How was it given life without

eyes. What grief was driving this

electricity? And what of the woman, what

beautiful woman?

was so sad as to bring tears to such lovely

Then something struck Rufus from the

eyes?

shadows, a dart or stinger. Instantly he
dropped to the ground, his rifle discharging
as it fell. The round struck the stone
pedestal which erupted into a shower of
lightning, much like that of a Tesla Coil.
Then the woman’s image faded.
The American Carolyn yelled a warning
and proceeded to fire her revolvers into the
darkness. After several quick shots, and a
second dart that missed everyone,
something hissed and screamed, and a
“click-clacking” sound could be heard
retreating down the passage.
I grabbed the coin to restart the

The Rescue of a New Friend
Day 25
Paul Bryce is nothing if not Dashing.
The archetypal hero of the silver screen,
bold, fearless, sometimes clumsy with his
own safety when a life is in jeopardy.
Such was the end of this day’s walk.
We had just climbed a rocky cliff along
the shore and as we approached the far side
and looked to the sandy beach far below us,
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we spotted a battle in progress. A
huge Octopus, perhaps 5 or 6 feet in

body size, with tentacles over 10 feet long,

Whatever the truth behind his primitive

was wrestling a native in the rocky surf

superstitions, Paul Bryce believes that Thur

directly below us. The native appeared to be

-Long is sincere in that he must travel with

loosing the fight, and was slowly being

us and “see the world through our eyes.” So

dragged into the deep water.

it would appear that we have a new

Without a thought, Bryce dropped his

companion in our midst, and a guide at

pistol belt and rifle, and jumped some 30

that. Like DeFoe’s Crusoe, we now have a

feet down the cliff to the rocky waters.

“Man Friday” to help us as we cross this

There he began a knife battle with the

Hollow World.

creature. By the time the rest of us reached
the bottom, he was dragging the
unconscious native to shore, his foe nowhere
in sight.
We made camp high above the tide line
while Dr. Connor tended to the native.
When he awoke, I was surprised to learn
that he spoke a variant form of Ancient
Greek. He had a fascinating tale to tell us
of how he knew Bryce would come and of
his future with us in this world.
His name is Thur-Long and he claims
his gods directed him on a “Youh’Naga,” a
“truth quest” as he called it. It would seem
that every once in a while, during a ritual
of spiritual cleansing, members of their
tribe have visions. Occasionally those
visions compel the person to take on such a
quest. Thur-Long’s Youh’Naga led him to
this shore, and the subsequent battle with
the Giant Octopus, which brought Bryce to
save him from the peril. Thus
completing the circle in his mind.

Salt Springs
Day 28
Tired and weak from days of hard
walking on rocky ground, this mornings
discovery of a shallow freshwater bay,
perhaps 300 yards wide and almost a
thousand inland, was a welcome sight. The
area is surrounded by hot springs. So it
seemed a good place to relax. Even ThurLong relaxed his concerns of any dangers
in the area.
Dozens of salt-springs, fed by boiling
hot underground springs, flow into the
bay, which in turn feeds into the deep seas.
Because of the temperatures, which easily
seem in excess of 100 Degrees Fahrenheit in
places, many of the sea predators we had
seen thus far were avoiding it. Ideal for a
day or two of rest.
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The first attack came as we washed
our filthy clothing. A tentacle,

tall. Each beast having a good 10 to 20 foot
reach with its’ tentacles.
And those shells, like rock. Many of our
handguns had no effect, only the more
powerful rifles were of value.
Still, we were fortunate. Beyond a mild
sprain on the leg of Mrs. Goodhar and a lost
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Colt .38 revolver, we suffered no injuries.

perhaps 10-feet long, grabbed the leg of Mrs.
Goodhar and quickly dragged her deep into
the bay. With knife and spear we quickly
cut the tentacle, but the beast attacked her
again, this time with greater ferocity.

Careful inspection has revealed that
these brackish waters are teaming with life,
holding all manner cephalopod, trilobite
and anemone. Thousands of small fish,
aquatic lizards and jellyfish abound. A

We fired blindly into the deep waters,

dozen different oysters were found, all with

hoping for a lucky shot. Paul Bryce and

small pearls in them. A fortune on the

Rufus dove into the water, trying to use

surface world, all but worthless here.

their knives on the beast while the rest of us
held Mrs. Goodhar tight. The effort was
fruitless as we were all slowly dragged deep
into the bay. I can not tell of the battle

The Travelers Bridge
Day 29

below the waters, only that precious
minutes passed before the tentacle eased

Yesterdays encounter with the Giant

and they surfaced, shouting warnings of

Nautiloids has kept our whole party on

“To Land! To Land!”

edge, fearing that at every turn we seem to

Thus we rushed, only to be confronted
by three other beasts like the one they had
just fought. These beasts were like the
Chambered Nautilus of the Pacific. Some
with long, straight shells and others with
curled shells. The straight measured
around 8 feet long I would guess,
while the curled were perhaps 4 foot

be encountering some beast intent on
attacking us. Such are the doctrines by
which nature must survive, however it is
quite tiring. So it was with great relief
that we made todays discovery.
This area seems to be dotted with rivers,
bays and hot springs, much like we
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encountered yesterday. We were

making our way carefully along one such

wooden reinforcements that support a roof

bay when we spotted a bridge stretching

that is made of large pieces of slate. A

over a narrow section.

raised ring of stone in the center seems to

The bridge is crafted almost entirely

be designed for use as a fire pit. It would

from granite, with supporting pillars of

appear that the pillar base which supports

various heights that appear to be about 10

this room is solid as I can find no signs to

feet wide. The pillars start off low at the

indicate otherwise.

shore, but raise to around 20 feet in the

Overall, I would say that the bridge is in

middle of the bay. The section it crosses is

great shape and, though I cannot determine

approximately 100 feet across, and ends 20

its exact age, I would have to estimate that

feet past the water on either side. A small

it is at least 1,000 years old. Although

covered area is built in the middle of the

most bridges are designed as a means to

bridge. That area is built on a wide base.

cross some obstacle, I would have to say that

The walking area is 8 feet wide, with 5

this one was designed as a way station, or

foot tall, 1 foot thick solid walls running

resting point for travelers. Safe from the

its entire length. The remains of an old

predators found in the surrounding salt

wooden gate can be found at either shore, no

springs and bays.

doubt to prevent predators from gaining

Whatever its’ purpose was, we wasted no
time in setting up camp here. Paul Bryce

easy access.

and Rufus even rebuilt the wooden gates

Construction of the floor is most
unusual in that there are large gaps in it.

found on either shore. We will be staying

Approximately every 2 feet there is an

here for a day or so in order to recover our

opening in the floor. These are 1 foot wide,

strength. I fear that such safe havens may

and open directly to the bay below. It gives

be few and far between in this savage land.

the overall appearance of an old wood rope
bridge, where many of the boards have
fallen away. Careful steps must be taken
here in order to avoid serious injury.
The center of the bridge is a covered room
or chamber, circular, 30 feet across, also
crafted of granite. The walls are
made of slow arches of rock, with

Dr. Connor’s Report
Day 30
This morning Dr. Connor decided to give
everyone in our group a thorough
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examination, or as best he could
given the local conditions. The rest

of us waited near the shoreline on the bridge

and the Fountain of Youth.

while he did private examinations, he even
checked our new friend Thur-Long. I gave
him several pages of paper so as to make
confidential notes for his future reference.

Day 31
Yesterday Mrs. Goodhar asked me for a

In the end, his determination was that

few pages of paper, and to borrow a pen for a

all of us were in excellent health, age and

short time. I have never been one to refuse a

weight not withstanding. In fact, he was

request from a young lady, especially one

concerned about our good health as it

with refined breeding and culture such as

seemed unnatural to him given the

her, so I gladly offered all that she asked.

conditions we are living in. We seem to be

Today she handed me the materials

recovering from our injuries at a faster rate

back, with several pages written upon. She

then what would be normal.

asked that I store her notes in my journal
for safe keeping, which I am happy to do. I

Even Mrs. Goodhar’s ankle injury,
which Dr. Connor claims should have taken

did not read these pages, I am sure it was

a week of complete rest to recover, is

something of a personal nature, although I

completely healed after only 3 days, and

did catch a mention of her youth as I

there has been very little rest during that

glanced at the first page. I must say, she

time. His theory is that there may be

has the most exquisite handwriting, no

something in the waters that promote

doubt from a fine English Academy.

healing. He may be right as I must admit
to feeling better then I have in years, even
in these harsh conditions.
As a lad, I remember reading a story,
Water Of Life, which detailed the voyage of
Alexander the Great and his servants
crossing the “Land Of Darkness” to find a
restorative spring. Could it be that the
story is true and Alexander found some
passage to this Hollow World? It is a
curious theory. Perhaps there is some
truth to the legend of Ponce de Leon

The Ruined Village
Day 34
For six days now we have been traveling
through this seemingly endless maze of
shallow bays and salt springs. Yesterday
we found another man made crossing, not
as ornate as the Travelers Bridge, but still a
welcome sight. It was a simple stone
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walkway, almost level with the
waters, but it made for a quick

crossing. We did not slow our pace so as to

broken. Signs indicate that this happened

risk attack.

within the last two weeks.

Then today we arrived at an unpleasant

Thur-Long claims it was the work of

sight, a ruined village. Paul Bryce and

“Zjuna’ Waaka,” Devil Men of the Big

Thur-Long spotted it and scouted ahead, so

Water. People that travel in Iron Canoes

we had fair warning for the young ladies

and burn and steal to gain what they need

in our midst. Death is never a sight a lady

or want. Filthy pirates and brigands.

should have to see.

We were able to find a fair amount of

The village itself was, perhaps, two city

debris from the explosives, along with two

blocks in size, with a high palisade made of

unexploded rockets. One Rufus indicated

stout trees and thorny vines. Sections were

was unsafe, so Paul Bryce detonated it

reinforced with large rocks and Nautiloid

from a safe distance using his rifle. Quite

shells. The construction seemed to indicate

an effective explosive really, throwing rock

that it had been here for quite some time,

and metal fragments 45 feet away. The

with constant maintenance and upkeep.

other was determined to be safe. A “dud” as

The buildings within were the same

it were and the explosive charge was

curious mixture of wood, rock and shell, but

successfully removed and detonated by the

were generally small, single floor with

shore. Once this was done, I was given

thatched roofs. Most were no more then a

permission to quickly examine it.
It looked very much like a “Hale Rocket,”

few hundred square feet in size.
Scattered about the village were the

developed during the mid 19th century. It

remains of dozens of people, most nothing

was 32 inches long and 4 inches wide, with

but skeletons, picked clean by the local

an inline vectored thrust assembly, used to

scavengers. Buildings were burned. A few

create rotation during flight. I cannot

sections of the wall were destroyed and a

determine what form of propellant was

half dozen craters littered the area. The

used, most likely a sold. The explosive

craters reminded me very much of Artillery

charge was approximately 7 pounds of

impacts from the Great War.

finely packed powder and was designed

Contents of buildings were ransacked
and scattered about. Clay pots broken,
simple tapestries thrown in the mud,
and stone-age weapons scattered and

with an impact fuse. The whole unit
seemed to be made of Bronze and weighed
around 15 pounds without explosive

Page 12. charge or propellant, which would

bring the completed weight up to 30 pounds.
Although an effective design, their fuse
assembly is quite primitive and I believe

perhaps I should start back at the
beginning.
Our day began as normal, with a warm

would be prone to misfire due to damage

cup of tea, although weak as our supplies

incurred during launch. Given the tools

are running low, and a break of camp.

they would have needed to construct this, I

Thur-Long our guide suggested that we

am certain I could easily build a timer that

move clear of what he called “flat waters.”

is more efficient.

These we were able to determine are the delta

While I was examining the rocket, the

area around a great river. Allowing for his

other men set to work preparing a proper

experience, we decided to skirt the area.

burial for the villagers remains. Although

After a few hours, we stopped in some bog

we have no way of knowing their burial

lands, the waters were maybe 1 to 2 feet

practices, it is still a good idea to treat the

deep. Here we refilled our canteens and

dead with respect as best we can.

grabbed a quick Nooner of cheese and tack.
Thur-Long, the American Carolyn and

After our brief investigation of the
village, it was decided that we would

Rufus kept a steady watch while Paul

continue on and camp far from that sad

Bryce scouted further ahead.

place. Still, this attack is the first sign of

That’s when it hit, attacking invisibly

true civilization and manufacturing in

from the shallows, perhaps 2 foot deep. It’s

these savage lands, shame it appears to be

long claw reaching 4 feet to grab Dr.

found in the hands of Pirates.

Connor’s leg, but only catching his boot
laces. Quick as a whip, Rufus and Thur-

The Sea Scorpion

Long were there, striking at it with Machete

Day 47

pistols.

and Spear, while Carolyn fired her .45

Mere words cannot describe the horror
and delight of this mornings discovery!
The incredible awe at the power of the beast
as it still roams the waters, and the horror
at the display of said power on poor Rufus’s
arm and ribs. Terrible scars. But

As they struck back, a second deadly
claw struck Rufus in the side, trapping his
arm to his body, then he began to disappear
into the bog as the creature retreated.
Within that moment, several of us
picked up rifle and fired repeatedly,

Page 13. our bullets striking it’s wide, flat

with it, the shell of this beast must be at
least an inch thick while its physical
strength must be comparable to an insect of
equal size.
This water scorpion. Invisible. Silent.
Deadly. The surface world should be
grateful it exists no more. A reminder of
the dangers we must be cautious of every
day that we are on foot here in this Hollow
World.
body, while others fought to keep the beast
from slipping into the now murky waters.
Then, as fast as it began, it was over.
The creature just stopped moving. Thur-

Day 51
We inquired with Thur-Long this

Long grabbed up spear and pried the claw

morning about possible settlements in this

open, freeing Rufus.

direction, but he has informed us that we

His wounds are critical, but Dr. Connor

are moving in a direction opposite of his

says he will make a full recovery due to the

village. He knows that there are rumored

unique healing properties of this lands

villages this way, but he does not know

waters.

where. So the decision has been made to

I was able to do a quick examination of
the beast before the others forced me to retire
to higher grounds. This creature was
approximately 12 feet long, but only a foot
thick. It had four pair of legs like a crab or
lobster, plus two “swim legs” behind and
two long arms, each ending in a two foot

break away from the costal regions and
start heading deeper into the valleys and
toward the mountain chain on the far side.
From the height of the mountains, Paul
Bryce hopes we might be able to see signs of
civilization, or at least provide clues as to a
direction to travel.

long claw. Each arm was approximately six

This will be dangerous as it will bring

feet long. It had two large eyes on the top if

us into the territory of the larger carnivores,

its shell, each six inches across and a broad,

such as the Allosaurus, but given the

flat tail like those found on a lobster.

dangers we have encountered along the

Given the difficulty in our battle
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no greater then our current path.

The Brontosaurus Herd
Day 54
Still recovering from our recent
encounter in the delta region, we were happy
to come upon a large lake, surrounded by
forest and chest high grasses. Little could I
have guessed the hidden dangers lurking
in this tranquil area.
As we neared the lake, we spotted long
snake-like necks rising out of the grass.
Quickly I identified them as Brontosaurus,
a known carnivore. We stopped at the
forest’s edge and watched as a herd of better
then 20 beasts appeared to be grazing.
This, I believe, proves Professor Randall’s
theory that they are indeed Omnivores.
Amazingly, as we watched, the herd moved
and the very ground seemed to shake, even
as far away as we were. As much as a

KING KONG. A true work of fiction, but I
believe that fine scientific minds must have
helped pen the parts with the terrible lizards
within it. The brutal Brontosaurus alone
killed perhaps half a dozen sailors. Brutal,
but accurate. Vicious creatures they are,
yet seemingly peaceful as they graze like
giant cattle.”
With that thought on our minds, we
turned toward the safety of the forest, away
from those terrible beasts. It was then that
another danger struck. A juvenile
Allosaurus, I recognized it from artwork in
Randall’s library, stood waiting,

Locomotive each beast must weigh.
“Are they dangerous?” Capt.. Warrant
had asked me.

motionless as a statue. We all stood frozen,
looking upon it in confusion. Then, in a
blur of teeth, it had the ships porter,

“They like the grasses” Thur-Long

Anderson, in it’s mouth.

informed us, “but may step on us should we
go too close.”

Our long guns set to work on the beast,
but it was too late for Anderson, a terrible

“I’m afraid so Captain. On this Thur-

way to die to be sure. We were having an

Long is mistaken. Do you not recall that

effect on it when suddenly it spun

movie we saw shortly before leaving;
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around, it’s massive tail sweeping

the ground just as a dog’s tail might brush
a coffee table clear of picture frames.
I’m not sure how many were knocked to
the ground, I can only speak for my being
rendered briefly unconscious by it’s strike.
When I awoke, the hunter Paul Bryce,
informed me that the beast survived,
gravely wounded, but survived none the
less. He wisely decided not to track it into
the woods.
Five, including myself, were wounded.
Another hard lesson in this land, danger
can come at you from all directions.

The Cytoplasmic Hexahedron

luck, the engineer Rufus discovered an

Creature

underground passage which he happen into.

Day 59

Paul Bryce and Thur-Long quickly
descended and, after tending to Rufus’

This morning we had a horrifying
encounter with a creature that is beyond
even my ability to describe. The best that I
can say is that it was some hexahedron
shaped mass composed entirely of
Shortly after we broke camp and started
into the hills, we encountered ruins of a
Castle or Keep of some sort. It appeared to be
several hundred years old, and quite
abandoned. Still, after the discovery of the
least a cursory examination.

scrapes, determined that it was some form
of old mine or series of chambers. A quick
vote was made to explore them briefly. Our
party was lowered into the passage and
Torches were lit.

cytoplasmic material. Horrifying.

Glass Woman, I insisted we do at

During said search, much to his credit and

We explored numerous empty passages
and chambers where, in many, sections the
roof had caved in and debris from the
surface had fallen into the rooms below.
Strangely there was no organic debris to be
found, only rocks.
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passage, Paul Bryce ran into something
sticky, yet transparent, like a giant sheet
of gelatin dessert, almost invisible in the
dark passage. Before he could speak, he
suddenly became rigid, as if paralyzed by
a toxin of some form. It then started to
engulf him, slowly wrapping around his
paralyzed form. Capt. Warrant and ThurLong grabbed and pulled at Bryce, and
that’s when the mass did something
unexpected, it formed a type of pseudopod or
tentacle and struck Thur-Long in the chest.
He too instantly became paralyzed as it
tried to engulf him as well.
The American Carolyn fired her pistols
into it, seemingly without any real effect,
while the rest of us pulled at Bryce and
Thur-Long. Finally Dr. Connor shoved one
of our torches into the thing, which caused
it to lurch back, possibly reacting to the
fire. This allowed us to free our paralyzed
friends and retreat back to our rope.
With the good doctor holding our torches
in defense, the rest of us quickly climbed to
the surface and hauled our paralyzed
A most harrowing experience to be sure.
When next I am exploring a dark passage
in this Hollow World, I must remember to
walk with my torch in front of me, lest
dark.

Day 60
Following our strange encounter in the
underground below the castle ruins, we
followed the river to a higher point in the
mountains in hopes of crossing to the
valley on the other side. Here we have found
a curious set of ruins along the rivers
source waters.
These ruins seem much older then any
we have encountered to date, save perhaps
the underground where I found the Glass
Woman. Although heavily covered by dirt
and plant growth, it is still easy to make
out that everything has a uniquely
hexagonal shape. Columns, windows and
archways all seem to share a perfect shape.
The craftsmanship is exquisite, cut of a
polished white stone, possibly marble.
Throughout its length, the marble has thin
veins of gold and silver streaking through
it in an almost lightning-like pattern.
Dirt covered and weathered, it is still
beautiful to behold.

companions up.

something be waiting quietly in the

The Ruined Spring

Thur-Long calls the ruins “Aqwa-Va,”
the First Walkers. He said such ruins can
be found throughout the lands, all that
remains of some great people who lived long
before any of the tribes. Legends among
his people say they are places of
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terrible evil. If that is true, and the Glass

current, it looked much like a harbor seal,

Woman lends credence to that fact, then I

only with very large eyes and no fur.

should very much like to see some more of

Perhaps a dozen suddenly started

this “Magic” for myself.

swimming around us.

In the center of the ruins is a large pool

The creatures are translucent, being able

of water, perhaps a natural spring,

to see almost completely through them,

approximately 100 feet across. A great

frighteningly similar to the beast we had

volume of water seems to be coming from

encountered in the ruins lower in the

an underground source, filling the pool and

mountain. However, these seem docile,

forming the basis for the river we have been

perhaps playful, swimming around our

following. It would appear that at least a

hands and bumping against our legs,

thousand gallons of water per minute flow

much like school children playing a game

from the pond, amazing.

of “Tag.”

The shore is lined with the same White

As friendly as they were, I thought it

Marble as the rest of the ruins and the

safe to pick one up for a closer examination.

remains of a bridge is visible in the crystal

Easily one came into my hands, but as I

clear waters. At one time I believe the bridge

lifted it from the waters the most

went all the way across the pond, without

astounding things happened, it melted

support pillars or suspension cables.

away! Much like a glass of water being

Dr. Connor has assured us that the water

poured into cupped hands, the creature

is safe to drink, clear and refreshing,

slipped through my fingers and back into

although quite warm. I estimate that it is

the pond. Still, that was not that last,

near 105 degrees Fahrenheit.

because as I looked down into the water in

A truly astounding find occurred as we
all started to rest and clear the dust from
ourselves. Mrs. Goodhar jumped in fear,

astonishment, there is was again!
Reformed and whole!
Making sure this was the only one

claiming she had seen a creature in the

around me, I attempted several times to pick

water. We all investigated, but saw

it up, each with the same miraculous result.

nothing. Then as we returned to our

Yet, I can reach down into the water and pet

bathing, Paul Bryce spotted the first one.

it as one would a turtle or dolphin. I cannot

Small, about the size of a house cat,
and almost invisible in the rippling

explain it! Perhaps it is some form of
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predators. I cannot say, nor can i begin to
understand how the creature changes form

falling off that cliff.
We had been huddled up in a cave high

from solid to liquid and back again. It

in the mountain due to three days of

defies all known science.

constant downpour. Two days ago the

Paul Bryce said that we will be resting

storms finally broke and the sun came out.

in the ruins for several hours as he wishes to

With this good weather we elected to strike

acquire a “Cat Nap” before we continue over

out and try to reach the valley below.

the mountain. Strangely, I feel safe,

After two hours of walking in the thick,

perhaps at peace, sitting along the shore of

soggy underbrush along the mountainside,

this pond. I shall miss these curious

I chance to notice a section of white rock,

creatures after we leave, but I must wonder

like that found at the river spring on the

about the ruins around this pool. Did these

other side of the mountain. This piece

First Walkers craft their buildings around

seemed to be buried in the rock and mud,

the creatures pool, or did they craft the pool

perhaps a door or mine shaft.

and bring the creatures here?

I walked over to get a better look, but as I

And what of the creature farther down

approached, the muddy ground gave out

the mountain, are they somehow related? It

under me and I slipped off the Cliffside and

concerns me greatly to think that these

found myself speeding downward in the

playful water nymphs could some day

muddy mess as if I were riding a child’s

transform into that dungeon horror.

playground slide. I do not know how far I
slid in the underbrush and mud, my

The Strangling Vine

companions guess at least four or five

Day 67

myself hanging by my fingertips above

hundred yards, but in short order I found

It has been two days since my fall, but
Dr. Connor assures me that given the
fracture will heal enough for me to walk in
a day or two. I am just grateful that they
were able to find me so quickly. I feel like a
scientific curiosity lead me into

Several times I tried to climb up, without
success. The mud made everything quite

healing properties of these waters, my

clumsy old fool, letting my

the forest canopy.

slippery. I tried yelling for help, but
nobody answered. I started to tire as I
clung there, then for a moment I thought I
was falling, but something grabbed
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the body on the main stem was a single,
massive blood red colored orchid which was
turned toward the sun.
I will admit to having panicked for a
moment at the horrible thought of being
crushed and digested by a plant, but I
regained my good senses quickly and
recovered my revolver, which was still
hanging from my belt thanks to the
my ankle and I found myself hanging

lanyard. I fired into the thickest stem,

upside down in the trees.

where I thought the heart of the plant might

My relief at being saved from the fall

be. I fired all six shots from my Webley

changed when I realized I was being pulled

and must have scored a lucky strike as the

upward by the vine. I looked around but

vine suddenly released me. I was falling

saw only the vine gripping my leg. No

again.

man pulling at the rope, yet upward I

When I came to, my companions were

continued. Then I saw the animal. A

with me and Dr. Connor was tending my

mammal of some kind, possibly a wolf. It

injuries. Apparently they had heard my

was dead, crushed in a bundle of thick

gunshots and found me laying on top of a

vines high in the tree. That is when I

pile of debris, mostly leaves and old animal

realized that the vine that was holding me

bones. I was fortunate in that I was not

was some type of animated plant, pulling

seriously injured from that fall.

me up to strangle and crush me for its
meal. A Strangling Vine.

Still, having had a chance to see how far
it was from the cliff, where I believe I was

The plant was large, a bundle of stem,

hanging, to the canopy and the forest floor

vines and leaves that was eight to ten cubic

below, I feel quite certain that I would have

feet, with a dozen long vines that extended

perished had that Strangling Vine not

down the trunk of the tree it was rooted in

grabbed my leg and stopped my fall. A

and into the soil below. Another dozen or so

terrifying thought that I should be grateful

vines hung loosely from the branches,

to a plant that tried to eat me.

looking very natural and not
dangerous at all. Near the top of
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Eohippus Herd
Day 70
What interesting fortune we have had
today. While traveling this lush forest we
happen upon a group of small animals,
dogs or capybara I thought at first, but
Mrs. Goodhar immediately recognized
them as the extinct species of Horse,
Eohippus, meaning “Dawn Horse” if I recall.
I had no idea she was a student of science.
I inquired with her on such facts, but she
claims that science was not her suit, rather,
her husband, Lord Geoffrey Goodhar of
Brecknock, is an expert on all things
Equestrian, and it was through his love
that she recalls reading an American
science paper on the subject. I have never
read that paper, so I must defer to her
The Eohippus we observed were about twofeet long, and perhaps 18 inches tall. They
more resembled young deer, with bodies of
dark brown and black main and tail.
Light spots running the length of their
bodies.
While Mrs. Goodhar borrowed paper and
pencil from me and set to sketching them,
several of the others tried to catch one. Such
a find could be a valuable subject when we
Although seemingly docile, they

bloody nose while trying to wrestle one to
the ground. I must admit to being more
than a little amused by the whole capture
attempt. Reminded me somewhat of the
slapstick comedy of the Charlie Chaplin
silent films. Running and tripping and
falling and running into one another. I
was forced to apologize for laughing out
loud several times, though I wish I had a

knowledge in this matter.

return to the surface world.

proved quite quick. Poor Rufus suffered a

piano player to orchestrate the whole affair.
Quite amusing.
At length though, they were able to
capture a larger one, a male. Carefully we
fashioned a halter out of leather and pulled
him along. After a brief struggle he
submitted and followed, neighing in anger
all the while. Mrs. Goodhar took great
delight in examining him, looking at his
hooves, teeth and muscle structure. For a
non-scientist, she took remarkably good

Page 21. notes and sketches.

I should point out an interesting fact
that we have traveled in this land for

departed.
Thur-Long pointed out that the

almost 70 days and have not seen any

neighing sound had likely attracted the

signs of horses, domestic or wild. Curious

predators and that they would eventually

because they are found on almost every

find a way across. So, regrettably, and

continent on the surface world. The

over the objections of Mrs. Goodhar, who had

domestication of the horse would have to be

become quite fond of our little friend, we

one of primitive man’s greatest

elected to release the Stallion back on the

achievements, next to the alphabet of course.

other side by his herd. Quickly they

This makes me wonder if these Eohippus are

disappeared into the scrub.

all we will ever find.

It is a shame really, he would have made

Interesting that it was to ponder, after
an hour resting in the company of these

an astounding attraction at the London
Museum of Natural History.

horses, we proceeded deeper into the wood,
heading toward the distant mountains we
saw yesterday.
Curiously, a herd of eleven horses
followed us, keeping just outside of reach,
but trotting behind none the less. Mrs.
Goodhar believed that they were following
their “Stallion.” After a few miles we
crossed a wide river, which they were unable
to follow, although a few tried and were
swept down along the shoreline. So they
stood on the other bank “neighing” loudly.
As we watched, a group of three small
wolves or possibly coyote appeared from the
shrubs on our side and started pacing
along the shore. Paul Bryce threw a stone
at one, striking it, and they retreated back
into the forest, but he was sure they
would return as soon as we

Relief Breather
Day 77
Yesterday and today were amazing
days for our good health. Poor Rufus fell
gravely ill a few days ago, stomach virus
of some sort. For two days Dr. Connor tried
to tend him as best he could using modern
medicine, with little success. Unable to
keep food down, the poor fellow slowly
weakened and had to be helped to walk.
Then, yesterday, after our evening
forage for food, Thur-Long returned and
began mashing plants into a shallow wood
bowel. Several leaves, a root, mud, a few
seeds and a small snail (minus shell) were
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all warmed with a rock from the fire,

the Oran River Tribe.
Still, this is one more surprise from
within our midst. Just when I believe I am
starting to understand this world, a new
surprise steps out in front of me.
Sometimes from within my own friends.

Sunken Statue
along with a little water until it was a thick
paste.
I do not envy Rufus for his treatment,
for the paste truly smelled as the south end
of town, but to eat it he was forced. Half
was eaten, the other half was spread upon
his exposed chest, as one might use a
A long night of that smell followed
where, dare I say all except Thur-Long slept
little. By this morning however, the smell
had faded, as had Rufus’s illness. His
hunger returned, as did his strength!
Thur-Long’s told us that his Mothers
Mother was a Shu-Yong Relief Breather, an
Herbalist. As a youth he spent his time
helping her gather plants, seeds and
components with which to make salves and
elixirs, he even learned to make a few of the
more common mixtures himself. Dr.
Connor tried to get him to show some of
refused. It seems none of us are of

The storm of the last few days has been
like nothing I’ve ever seen in my life. I was
unfortunate enough to have been in, and
survived, the great hurricane of Galveston
back in 1900. A sad time, a terrible storm.
Thousands died in that dreadful wash.

medicinal salve.

these “common” mixtures, but he

Day 83

Heartbreaking it was. I lost a good friend,
Henry Elmwood, a Marine Biologist, and
yet, even that horrible force of nature was
nothing compared to this storm that we
have endured these last three days.
The uncanny luck we seem to have
acquired within these lands showed itself
again as we made friends with the Waywin
tribe, who were hiding in caves in the
mountains many hours walk above the
valley they call home.
A great number of hospitable people
within this Hollow World. People who take
hard work and a mans word as great value
over trinkets and gold, and the
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warned us to wait with them until the

destroyed, likely not by the storm, but due

storms passed. For three days we enjoyed

to age, a single feature still leaped to our

their hospitality and what few creature

attention. A great statue. A man. Perhaps

comforts they had, which they were happy

30-feet tall, with a shield on his right arm,

to share.

and his left outstretched in front of his face

When they said it was safe to continue,

and holding a crystal sphere of incredible

the storms had passed and the sun was out,

size, perhaps four-feet across, resting on his

but from our mountain perch the

upturned palm. He looked “upriver,” away

destruction was evident. The valley looked

from the dam and toward the ruined

as though a giant has walked through it,

village. His face seemed to be one of

dragging some great club as he went.

strength and courage. It was truly

Fields were washed away by the rivers of

inspiring to see.

water, dead dinosaurs lay everywhere and
ancient trees were smashed to kindling.
Still, all this was nothing new to the

The most amazing thing was the
sunlight shining through the sphere. It
seemed to shine down upon all of us evenly,

Waywin. This is, until they saw their

bringing a sense of hope and renewing the

village. Prepared for its’ destruction they

strength in our weary bones.

were, but not for the loss of their lake. You

Our party has taken this “sudden”

see, a great dam had been built here, perhaps

appearance as something of a shock, but to

by the First Walkers, whose ruins dot the

the Waywin, this is a sign from their

landscape. This dam, and the miles wide

Ancestors. A sign to rebuild anew within

reservoir created by it, had been their home

the rich valley that was once a lake bed. For

for generations. Now, it was plain to see,

our part, we shall stay here a few days and

the Dam was smashed, and the lake

help them rebuild. Perhaps, with the

drained to nothing but a river!

blessings of the tribal chiefs, I may be able

Still more amazing was the remnants

to explore the ruins. Who knows, I might be

of an ancient city that must have once

able to find another pedestal on which to

occupied this valley, hidden by the lakes

watch the Glass Woman once more.

mud for thousands of years, it’s marble
walls and arches were now washed clean by
the storms furry. Although most
of the buildings were all but
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Hedgerows of Horen
Day 89
Powerful giants. No, I am not referring
to Brontosaurus or Dimetrodons or even
Tyrannosaurus, but rather of Geese. I
suppose that in a land as fantastic as this
Hollow World, even mundane creatures,
such as ducks or geese, could become quite
extraordinary and dangerous. This note
begins yesterday though.
We had just entered the valley of Horen,
home to peaceful farmers so we have been
told. Beware were the warnings, as their
crops are well protected from the great
beasts. No sooner did we set into the valley,
following a mountain stream, then we
came across a hedgerow, much like those
that cross most of France. But this

trying to force his way through. ThurLong took a moment to gather about a
dozen of the thorns before we continued.
Not wanting to risk going through, we
followed the edge for several miles, looking
for a way to cross when at length we came
to a man made passage. A tunnel, almost
ran the thick of the hedgerow, twisting and

perhaps 50 feet high, and equal of

turning with many sharp corners, but no

thickness in places.
The core seemed to be made up of thick
hardwoods, some species of Oak and Ash
mostly, but interwoven throughout was a
prickly vine, strands being an inch thick
in most places. The prickers or thorns on
them were broad and flat, protruding
perhaps 3 to 4 inches in places. Almost like
broad flat leafs, quite deceptive actually.
Woven tightly between these trees, I

Tyrannosaur would think twice before

five feet tall, but only about three wide. It

hedgerow was extraordinary in size,

Razor sharp each and every one.

believe even the most hearty of

gate or fence in the middle to slow us.
Beyond we found miles of rolling fields,
crossed by hedgerows and tunnels, and a
large stream fed pond. It was actually
quite peaceful to walk a country field and
not feel the fear of the great predators
gazing upon us, then we noticed the geese.
Peaceful enough creatures, had a few on the
farm when I was a lad, but these were

Page 25. different. They were big, I mean

really big.
Of the flock that we saw, the gander
must have been near 8 feet tall, weighing
around 40 pounds. As he challenged us, I
could easily estimate his wingspan at over
twenty-feet! The hens were, perhaps, only a
foot or so smaller and we saw no goslings.
Still, quite Astounding.
Now as a lad, many was the time I was
sent crying to my mum after being
attacked by our farm geese, those wings
being quite dangerous. You see, when a
goose attacks, it just doesn’t bite, it also
brings those wings together, like a man
clapping, with the hard “elbow” joints
coming together at the point of impact. I
have seen them kill coyote with these
attacks, and a friend had his arm broken
once by such an attack. Given this, one
could only speculate as to how deadly these
giants could be.
Cautiously we moved around them,
eventually finding a small settlement of
perhaps a half-dozen families. Horen. The
hedgerows, with their thorn and goose
protectors, seem quite safe from the dangers
of the outside world.

Harvard James O`Malley, Esq.
Day 92
We are a day outside the Village of
Horen. Wonderful people, very friendly.
We were able to trade for a few supplies, and
learned of more settlements, one of which we
are now making for, but it is at least a
week’s travel away.
For now, we are making an early camp.
We have come across one Harvard James
O'Malley, Esquire, a traveling
businessman. He is a middle-aged
gentleman who wears a tweed coat and a
slightly burned grey derby hat. Quite an
excessive personality really, reminds me of
a cross between a snake-oil salesman and a
Vaudeville performer, very grand in voice
and gesture.
It seems he services some of the local
communities, such as Horen, bringing both
bulk goods and unique trinkets to the
people who are not near any of the major
settlements. He is also something of a
storyteller, as good as any stage performer I
have ever seen. From him these isolated
communities are able to hear news of what
is going on elsewhere in the region. To see
him tell the news is his grandiose way was
quite amusing. Wonderful gentleman
really.
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two exceptionally large “Conestoga” style

ancient game trails, around for thousands

wagons, with the canvas roof being replaced

of years. These trails zig-zag across this

with pieces of scrap tin. Curiously, one of

Hollow World, but somehow manage to

the pieces of tin has part of an Austrian

bring him near the outlying settlements.

flag on it. The wagons are wood frame,

Mr. O`Malley believes they are part of some

with metal reinforcements and massive

ancient road network, created by a people

solid rubber wheels, each 6 feet tall. Each

who have been lost for over ten thousand

wagon has dozens of metal tipped spears

years.

protruding from it, giving the appearance
of some giant porcupine.

I find that age hard to believe. If these
lost people disappeared that long ago, then

They are pulled, in tandem, by a team of

their civilization would predate that of

three Triceratops Dinosaurs. Quite

civilized man on the surface, and that is

Astounding. He also has two that walk

just not possible.

behind, using them in pull team rotation.

What I do find interesting is that these

Surprisingly docile creatures, they

trails seem to extend out from a central

apparently do not seem to mind being

hub, a large body of water the locals call

beasts of burden. I am thrilled to have an

Glass Lake. He claims this lake is a perfect

opportunity to study such magnificent

circle, some 56 miles in circumference. It is

beasts up close. Professor Orlando at the

called this because a foot or so below the

University would be extremely jealous of

mud and silt at the bottom can be found a

me right now, and quite displeased that

massive bowl of glass. Mr. O’Malley

here stands evidence of the inaccuracy of

claims to have dug in the shallows once to

some of his theories.

see this for himself. If his facts are correct,

Mr. O`Malley has with three traveling

then this is another wonder I must

companions, a young lady named

investigate for myself. A giant bowl of

Shawna, an elder woman, Mrs. Hodgkin's,

glass, perhaps 18 miles across, which has

who, I must admit, seems every bit as tough

been formed into a lake. Why would

as Paul Bryce, and a man-like lizard

somebody create it? I cannot imagine the

creature with no name. Mr. O`Malley

level of technology that would be required

addresses him as “Salt,” although he will

in its construction. Fascinating.

not say why.
They travel what seem to be

With all the fearsome beasts that we
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inquire as to how he is able to protect two

other people. It was only due to the fact of

large wagons. No offense to the trusty

that special property and the conditions of

spear that “Salt” carries, as Thur-Long has

the purchase agreement that he created the

proven time and again how effective one

lightning weapon for him.

can be. He explained that, in addition to

Still, I would be remiss in my scientific

Salt being an expert with his spear, even at

duties if I did not at least attempt to

range, he had a special tool, a weapon

investigate this “wizard” for myself.

crafted for him by a “wizard,” as he

Perhaps later as more information about his

described him, who lives on an island called

location becomes available.

Nu-Stall.

During our dinner and conversation

The weapon is a rectangular backpack

with Mr. O`Malley we were able to confirm

about six inches square by twenty-four

that there is a major settlement, a fortress

inches tall. A single hose runs from the

of some sort, about a week (by wagon) from

bottom to a rifle like projector, similar to an

here, so that is our next destination. He did

Army Flamethrower. There is no flame or

warn us that our travels would take us

liquid apparent on the device, but Mr.

through the territory of several large

O`Malley did give us a demonstration. He

“hunting lizards” along with savages and

aimed it at a tree which was about 100 feet

pirates, however there are also a couple of

away and fired. An arc of electricity

small, friendly settlements in the

erupted from the barrel, taking us all quite

mountains, we just need to be cautious.

by surprise, and struck the tree right where

We were also able to trade for a few basic

he aimed it. I can only guess at the injury

supplies, including a pot of ink, a few brass

this would inflict on any living creature,

pens and some paper. Not many as we did

even one of the great dinosaurs.

not have much to trade with, but hopefully

When I commented that I shall have to

enough to get us to this fortress. It is a

pay this “wizard” a visit, he strongly

shame we did not have more as he had some

advised against it. Apparently the weapon

interesting artifacts. I can only hope that

was payment for “property delivered,”

after our trip to the fortress, we might travel

though he did not elaborate on what that

back out and find Mr. O`Malley once more.

property was. He indicated that the

That Ancient Humming Stick seems a

“wizard” was an “eccentric,” dangerous
man who does not do things for

most interesting tool when traveling
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One-Hundred Days.

Gorgonopsid, Compsognathus,

Day 100

to apologize to Thur-Long for being wrong

Brontosaurus, oh, the Brontosaurus. I need

We have stopped in the ruins of an old
stone and wood fortress along a carriage
trail used by Mr. O’Malley and his
associates. Resting below a mountain peak
that looks strangely like a wolf howling to
the sun, it was told to us as a place where we
would be able to find fresh water, food from
wild fruit trees and is relatively safe from
the larger carnivores that roam this area.
Stopping here has given me a chance to
look back over my notes. I find it hard to
believe that 100 days ago the S.S. Gambit
somehow became lost in the seas of this
Hollow World. 100 days since we walked
into this scientific marvel, 100 days filled
with wonder and terror and 100 days since
I have been able to enjoy a star filled night.
Although I must confess to being like a
youth walking within a confectionery shop,
my exuberance is not without remorse. How
many of the ships company have we lost
since taking on supplies in Hamilton,
Bermuda? It is hard to remember, 15 I
think. Each of those deaths were so brutal,
brought by the beasts of this savage land.
The beasts. The fantastic creatures that
I have seen since our arrival. Triceratops,
Parasaurolophus, Smilodon,
Allosaurus, Ankylosaurus,

about the beasts here, particularly the
Brontosaurus. His real life experiences far
outweigh my scientific knowledge gained
though the study of old bones and fossils.
Our good fortune at encountering ThurLong cannot be expressed enough.
Although he still claims our encounter to be
part of his “Youh’Naga” vision, I believe it
more to be a case of random happenstance.
Whichever it is, the fact that we have been
blessed with his knowledge and skill has
aided us greatly in our survival.
Since our arrival we have also
encountered a number of interesting ruins
and artifacts. Many of the ruins are
recent, perhaps from the last few hundred
years, but there have been a few that seem to
be of ancient origins, perhaps several
thousand years old. Crafted of some type
of white marble, with streaks of gold and
silver throughout. Most have a distinctive
Hexagonal pattern to them, making it easy
to identify that they are of similar origin.
Thur-Long described them as being
from the “Aqwa-Va,” the First Walkers.
People their legends say lived here long
before any of their tribes. Of that age I
cannot be certain, but their extreme
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to believe that the Glass Woman that I

work well together. Should we make it back

found in the underground 80 days ago is

to the surface, I shall have to form an

of this First Walker technology, which

expedition to Iceland and see if I can find a

would seem to indicate that at the time of

way to access those caves.

their decline they possessed a technology

Should we make it back. That sentence

far beyond that of any current Surface

seems so sad, yet possibly quite true. After

World Nation. That fact is both

these many days, some of my companions

fascinating and frightening to me.

have become somewhat depressed on the

I had commented months ago that I

topic of returning to the Surface World,

thought the Hollow World in which we are

and my words of encouragement are of no

trapped was similar to that posed by Jules

help. That I understand as I am daily

Verne, except that we were on the “inside

finding something of scientific interest

shell” of the Earth, where his vision spoke of

here and a few believe that even if we find a

massive caves. After our many encounters

portal to the surface, I may stay in order to

with the beasts here, I am starting to think

continue to explore. To that I cannot say

that perhaps both descriptions are correct.

except that that assessment of my motives

Several of the beasts we have encountered
had been described in detail by Verne in his

and scientific curiosity makes sense.
Mrs. Goodhar is quite positive about our

novel, lending to the idea that he has visited

return to the surface, she just thinks it

this world. It is an acceptable theory to me

may take some time. Maybe it is the proper

that there are indeed caves, deep below the

lady in her, always trying to be the strong,

Earth’s surface, but on the other side of the

positive woman. The perfect hostess. Her

gravity well which must separate this

demeanor is definitely one of royalty,

Hollow World from the Surface World.

strong and noble.

It is conceivable that beasts from this

Of my companions, I must confess that

world could easily have moved into those

the one I cannot understand at all is

caves at one time, by means of a cave

Rufus. Poor chap has the worst luck I have

network described by Verne, and that those

ever seen, and yet he “takes his lumps” with

beasts are the ones described in his works.

grace, carrying the attitude of a simple

But those caves would have to be massive.

working man. Silent and hard working,

Given the thickness of the Earth’s
Crust, both theories could easily
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taking each obstacle as though it
were just another job on board ship. I

suspect there is more there than even Capt.

confident. I doubt we could have gotten this

Warrant knows.

far without the two of them.

I must say that during our journey I

Tomorrow will be the One-Hundred and

feel for Captain Warrant. Since the loss of

First day that we have been stranded in

the Gambit, he seems much like a fish out

this Hollow World. I can only imagine

of water, as the old saying would go. As I

what discoveries await us beyond the next

understand it, he has spent his entire life

hill. What challenges? What mysteries

living on the sea, working on and

and what terrors? Things that will no

eventually captaining ships in the

doubt inspire and frighten the mind,

Atlantic. I understand he used to be a

filling all of us with both awe and dread,

military commander as well. To be forced

but as the American Carolyn said during

to walk this land, with little of interest to

one of my expeditions to the Amazon,

him, has damaged his feelings of self

“Bring It On!”

worth. I can only hope that when we finally
arrive at this large settlement, we may be
able to find a way to put his extensive
skills and knowledge to use, thus bringing
up his spirits.
Indeed, all of our spirits are in dire need
of lifting. Between the death we have seen,
the injuries suffered, poor food, brutal
fights and constant feeling that we are
being hunted, it is a wonder that none have
given up, but that I would attribute to good
leadership. A credit to Paul Bryce and the
American Carolyn in the strength that
they have shown while leading us through
these lands. Bryce is, without a doubt, our
expedition leader. Guiding us through
these hazards without a show of fear or
concern. Carolyn his trusted
lieutenant, just as strong and
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Part Two
The S.S. Gambit & The Traveling Salesman.
The American Carolyn.
Relief Breather Revisited
The Questionable Luck of Rufus.
The Secret Garden
The Dashing Paul Bryce.
Creature Files
• Allosaurus (Juvenile), Cytoplasmic Hexahedron
Creature, Dimetrodon (Female), Dimetrodon (Bull),
Eohippus, Fairy, Goose (Giant), Nautiloid (Giant),
Piranha Bird, Sea Scorpion (Jaekelopterus).

The Gambit & the Hollow Sea
The S.S. Gambit is a 120-foot Side-Wheel,
coal fired Steamer built in 1893 by Harlan &
Hollingsworth Company in Delaware. Her
engines give her a cruising speed of 10 Knots
and a maximum speed of 15. She has no “First
Class” staterooms, instead having 10 twinoccupancy passenger cabins and cargo
capacity of 90 tons.
Off the dock she was purchased by Ferris
Freightliners' of Virginia, and ran freight
along the North Atlantic seaboard. In May of
1917 she was struck by weapons fire from an
unknown attacker off the North Carolina coast
and was beached.
S.S. Gambit
Side Wheel Steam Freighter
Boat
S.S. Gambit

Size
8

Handling
‐2

Crew
12

Defense
6

Structure
24

Passengers
10 Twin Cabins

Speed
10

In September 1917 she was purchased and
salvaged by Captain Jonathan J. Warrant,
Retired of the United States Navy, and towed
to Manns Harbor, North Carolina, where she
was rebuilt.
Captain Warrant was her
commander up until he was forced to abandon
her on a sandbar in the Hollow Sea.
Although primarily a river, lake and Gulf
freighter, her powerful engines allow her to
operate in rough seas of the central Atlantic or
Caribbean.
In rivers, lakes and coastal waters she is a
capable vessel as her shallow draft allows her
to navigate all but the narrowest waterway.
Her ability to use coal to power her steam
engines would be an asset in the Hollow
Earth, where processed fuel oils would be a
rare find.
However, her low decks make her crew
easy targets for Plesiosaur and other ocean
predators who could easily reach out of the
water and grab an unsuspecting
crewman.
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The Traveling Salesman...
Harvard James O’Malley, Esquire, is a local
Tradesman who travels between towns and
villages along the Glass Lake area near the
Hollow Sea. The larger communities include
Shadowfall, Horen, Redknock and Fort Verne,
but a few dozen small, unnamed outposts are
also visited during the two months it takes
him to complete one circuit.
Mr. O’Malley is a middle-aged, grey-haired
man prone to wearing bright colors (or
clothing with bright patches on them) and a
burned grey derby hat. His mannerisms tend
to be on the extravagant side, perhaps even
eccentric. He’s loud, boisterous and can often
be heard over great distances, but his manner
is always jolly and friendly. “A Smile will
seal a deal as quick as a Handshake” he is
often heard to say.
Despite his powerful, “Snake-Oil
Salesman” appearance, he is exceedingly
honest and giving. He represents his wares in
fact, never embellishing their true value or
use, except maybe in fun in story (such as the
case of how a shovel makes an excellent
Raptor repellant when used “Upside His Head)
and sells or trades them for a fair exchange.
He has even been known to “take a loss” in
exchange, both with well established
customers or those that are in dire times.
For personal protection he carries a
backpack powered artifact he calls his
Lightning Rifle. Crafted by a weird scientist
in exchange for a valuable trade item, it is
supposed to be able to inflict great injury on
even the mightiest of beasts. He also carries
a .38 Revolver in shoulder holster.
His two heavily armored large

Conestoga-style wagons, which are pulled by
a team of Triceratops, are loaded with all
manner of trade goods. Spices, Flour, Sugar,
Wheat, Corn, Salt, Tobacco, Bread, fresh
Vegetables and Fruits, and Spirits can all be
found within his stores.
Bulk cloth, leather, oil, candles, tools, nails,
gunpowder, and some weapons can be found
when he is able to resupply at a larger
settlement. Panes of glass, rare medicines,
books and First Walker artifacts can
occasionally be found as well.
The convenience of his armored wagons
transporting those necessary supplies between
the various villages and outposts is worth the
extra expense that might have to be paid for
the service. In a land full of terrible dangers,
such as Tyrannosaurs, Saber-Toothed Tigers
and Giant Spiders, a simple trip to a
neighboring village in order to trade for
supplies could require a company of armed
men to complete safely.
In addition, Mr. O`Malley’s travels extend
not just to the neighboring village, but to
those far beyond, allowing for a wide variety
of goods to be gathered. For example, he is
able to bring supplies to a shoreline
community that are only available to
the mountain people a hundred miles
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away. This could be invaluable, especially
where medicines or unique tools are
concerned.
For his part, Mr. O`Malley and others like
him must be honest, trustworthy businessmen
as their trade is dependent upon the trust built
on years of fair trade with these isolated
people. Alienating just one village could
mean more than lost revenue, it could mean a
dozen more days of travel between safe
havens. In the Hollow World, that could be
the difference between life and death.

...And His Friends
Mr. O’Malley does not travel alone, he has
three loyal companions who share the road
with him, two women and a Lizardman. They
are described here in brief by Ally Type.
Complete information on Allies can be found
in the Hollow Earth Expeditions Rulebook, pg
72 or the Secrets of the Surface World, pg 19.
Please use that information to flesh out any
details you feel are necessary.

Harvard James O’Malley, Esq.
Ally 4
Archetype: Everyman
Style: 3

Mo va on: Honor
Health: 6

Primary A ributes
Body: 3
Dexterity: 3
Strength: 3

Charisma: 5
Intelligence: 4
Willpower: 3

Secondary A ributes
Size: 0
Move: 6
Percep on: 7

Ini a ve: 7
Defense: 6
Stun: 3

Skills
Animal Handling
Athle cs
Brawl
Bureaucracy
Diplomacy
Nego a on
Firearms
Melee
Performance
Oratory
Ride
Stealth
Survival

Base
5
3
3
4
5

Lvls
1
2
1
2
4

3
3
5

2
1
4

3
3
3

3
1
3

Resources
Ar fact 2 (Lightning Rifle)

•

She has a wide variety of skills, most at
low level. She has 4 levels in Medicine.

Weapons
Lightning Rifle
S&W .38 Revolver

•

She has the "Jack of all Trades" Talent,
Level 2 (Secrets of the Surface World, pg 14)
and "Stubborn" Flaw (Secrets of the Surface
World, pg 27).
She is usually dressed in a simple, but
quite functional dress and hard boots, and
has normal equipment. She carries
a double barrel shotgun (coach

(Avg)
(3)
(2+)
(2)
(3)
(4+)
(5)
(2+)
(2)
(4+)
(5)
(3)
(2)
(3)

Talents
Cap vate 1 (Temporarily Entrance Targets)

Ms. Hodgekins (Ally 3) Is a mature woman
in her 50’s or 60’s. She is strong willed and
will always say what is on her mind, usually
in a “not so diplomatic” manner.

•

Rtng
6
5
4
6
9
10
5
4
9
10
6
4
6

Flaws
None
Rtg
6L
2L

Size
0
0

Atk
11L
7L

(Avg)
(5+)L
(3+)L

gun) for defense.

Shawna (Ally 0) Is a young woman of
perhaps 20 years. She is quiet, never looking
anyone in the eyes, and usually only speaks
when spoken to. She was rescued from
a tragic situation by Mr. O’Malley and
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his friends, but what that situation was
nobody will say.
•

She has only a few skills, and all of them
are “Domestic” in nature (cooking, sewing,
etc). She does not have any firearm skills.

•

She has the “Shy” Flaw (Hollow Earth
Expeditions Rulebook, pg 78).

•

She is usually dressed in oversized shirts
and trousers, and wears soft shoes. She has
normal equipment, but only carries a knife
for protection.

"Salt." (Ally 2) Is a Lizardman of the
Swamp Tribes. He has been traveling with
Mr. O’Malley for as long as anyone can
remember, acting as both guard and guide.
•

•

He is a normal Lizardman (full description
found in Mysteries of the Hollow Earth pgs
105-108), except he has a Level 2 Skill
Specialization in Athletics; Throwing and
the "Vow" Flaw (Secrets of the Surface
World, pg 27), he owes his life to O'Malley
and will always stay with him.
He wears no clothing, but has a pocketed
bandoleer worn crosswise and carries
normal equipment for a Lizardman, except
that all his weapons are steel, not stone.

His Wagon Team
Mr. O’Malley travels the Hollow World
using a pair of oversized Conestoga-Style
wagons, each being 30 feet long, 15 feet high
and 8 feet in width. The canvas roof on each
has been replaced with pieces of scrap tin, and
the tires are made of solid rubber, each 6 feet
tall and 2 feet thick. Reinforced with
steel and ironwood timbers, each

Lightning Rifle
Ar fact 2
The Lightning Rifle was cra ed by a scien st on the Island
of Nu’Stall. It is a rectangular backpack six‐inches square by
twenty‐four inches tall. A single thick cable runs from the
bo om to a Rifle‐Like projector, similar to an Army
Flamethrower.
When fired, it projects a thick arc of electricity to the
target point, which cannot use its Passive Defense Modifier for
the Defense Roll. It causes Lethal damage. The electricity is
powerful enough to ignite flammable materials (fuel, dry
grasses, paper, etc).
It uses a Green Atlantean Crystal for power and has a
capacity of 7 charges before it is expended. Like all Atlantean
Crystal technology, it will regain one charge each day it is
within the Hollow Earth, but does not recharge when on the
Surface World.
Enhancements: Increased Capacity +1 (+1 Enhancement),
Increased Damage +3 (+3 Enhancements), Touch A ack (+2
Enhancement).
Limita ons: Requires
Enhancements).
Damage
6L

Strength
3

Rate of Fire
1

Speed
3

Special

Range
50 feet

Ammuni on/Recharge (‐2

Capacity
7 (i)
Weight
40 lbs.

wagon can carry up to 10 tons of cargo. The
wagons are covered by dozens of long, metal
tipped spears, pointing in all directions. Any
Size 1 or larger creature attacking the wagons
will suffer a 3L attack, but cannot use its
Active Defense for the Defense Roll.
They are pulled, in tandem, by a team of
three Triceratops, with two spare walking
behind the wagons. The horns on these
animals have been topped with sharp steel
caps, granting each beast a +2L to their Horn
attack.
The beasts are well trained and, in a
serious combat situation, they may be released
from the wagon hitches (with quick-release
pins) so that they may fight unhindered by the
bulk of the wagons or their harnesses.
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simple wooden cane.

The American
Carolyn
These pages are a game based summary of
the traveling companions of Dr. C. Arthur
Turner, found within the pages of his Field
Notes. They are in no way exact, and as more
of Dr. Turners Field Notes come to light,
information may change. Read and Enjoy.

In My Own Words...
“Once

in

a

while

everyone

needs a Doctor to help fix what
ails ‘em, and I am no exception.
But for the Doctor, I came within
a hammer-fall of making the worst
mistake of my life, Murder. Now if
only I could repay my debt to him
before his clumsy curiosity gets
us both killed...”

Carolyn Davis-Webster
Age: 32
Hometown: Valley City, Ohio.
Occupation: Professional Hand For Hire
Distinguishing Features:
Carolyn has
waste length red hair that she almost always
wears in a ponytail. She also wears trousers,
cowboy boots and twin Colt Peacemaker .45
caliber pistols in low slung “Gunslinger”
holsters.
Her Story: The Crime Boss Ernie Dresden
lay on the floor, bleeding from his leg
as the stately gentleman walked into
the room, leaning calmly on a very

“Now what is a fine Irish Lass such as
yourself planning to do with a pistol? I think
something that is not right. What is your
name Lass?” the Doctor asked.
“I’m an American! Carolyn is my name, old
man!” she yelled back.
“Ok, the American Carolyn,” he replied,
pointing at her weapon with his cane, “and
just who do you mean to kill with that pistol?”
Such was the first exchange between Dr.
Turner and the young woman Carolyn.
The only child of famous Wild West
Showman, John Henry Davis, and a horse
handler, Willow Kinsey. John Henry and
Willow were never married and, sadly, Willow
died from a fall off a horse when Carolyn was
still quite young.
Carolyn spent the first part of her life
traveling in various Wild West Shows. Before
she was a teenager, she could ride, rope and
shoot a pistol better than any man alive, save
her father. But he warned her that skill with a
pistol was not a license for violence, saying
“Justice of the Gun only holds value if the
other man is armed, else it’s just Murder.” At
her young age, she did not understand, but
took his words to heart.
Unbeknownst to her father, other members
of the show were also teaching her useful
skills, such as how to open locks, pick pockets
and how to cheat people at cards.
When her father learned of this, he decided
the traveling show was no life for a little girl
and left the show, settling down in the small
town of Valley City, Ohio. There, on a small
ranch, she was given proper schooling
and taught how to be a proper lady.
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Shortly before her father passed away, she
married John Webster, a local tradesman and
store owner. At the time, she did not know
that John was also a Rum-Runner for Ernie
Dresden. When she found out, she talked him
into quitting his illegal work. But people do
not leave Dresden's employ so easily. Late
one night, John’s truck aparently ran off the
road and crashed into the Rocky River just
outside of town. A search party found him the
next morning, dead.
Filled with grief and certain of the cause of
the crash, Carolyn took her late fathers pistols
and hunted down the man responsible. In a
rage more destructive than the Great Chicago
Fire, she attacked Dresden's two warehouses,
smashing dozens of barrels of illegal rum and
whiskey, and burning one building to the
ground in the process.
Somehow she managed to learn the
location of Dresden’s home in the outskirts of
Cleveland and launched an attack through the
front door. With Dresden in her sights, she
was about to shoot when a mysterious stranger
intervened. His calm voice soothed her fires
slightly and in that moment her fathers words
whispered in her ears. With a tear she turned
and walked out the door with the stranger,
leaving Dresden alive.
With nothing holding her in Ohio
anymore, she elected to travel with the
mysterious stranger, Dr. C. Arthur Turner,
who had saved her from making that mistake.
For the past twelve years she has traveled
with him all over the world, looking on him as
a wise old mentor and doing her best to keep
his insatiable curiosity from putting him in
danger. An impossible task in her
mind.

Carolyn Davis‐Webster
Ally 4
Archetype: Criminal
Style: 3

Mo va on: Jus ce
Health: 6

Primary A ributes
Body: 3
Dexterity: 5
Strength: 3

Charisma: 3
Intelligence: 4
Willpower: 3

Secondary A ributes
Size: 0
Move: 8
Percep on: 7

Ini a ve: 9
Defense: 8
Stun: 3

Skills
Athle cs
Brawl
Con
Drive
Firearms
Pistols
Larceny
Pick‐Pocke ng
Melee
Ride
Stealth
Survival

Base
3
3
3
5
5

Lvls
3
1
1
1
6

5

5

3
5
5
4

1
3
1
2

Rtng
6
4
4
6
11
12
10
11
4
8
6
6

(Avg)
(3)
(2)
(2)
(3)
(5+)
(6)
(5)
(5+)
(2)
(4)
(3)
(3)

Talents
Accuracy 1 (reduced called shot penal es)
Dual Wield 3 (no penalty for two‐weapon a acks)
Quick Draw (draw weapons as a reflexive ac on)
Resources
None
Flaws
Vow (owes debt of honor to Dr. Turner)
Weapons
Rtg
Colt Peacemakers(2) 3L

Size
0

Atk
15L

(Avg)
(7+)L

And as for Ernie Dresden, as Dr. Turner
walked out of his office, he pointed his cane at
the dead and wounded thugs scattered
everywhere and calmly said “Perhaps, Sir, you
might want to forget the American Carolyn is
alive. Next time I might not be around to stop
her...”
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Relief Breather
Revisited
Forward; The Alchemy rules found in
Mysteries of the Hollow Earth are wonderfully
written, easy to use and add greatly to the
game. This article expands on Field Notes
Day 77, which offers a different form of
Alchemy, medicinal plants and concoctions
made from nature.

A day in the field...

“With these things, and the blessings
of the Spirits, Na’Bocca’s fever will be

Thur-Long looked at the threepedaled flower closely. It was orange,
had a long stem and smelled warm and
sweet. “Is this the one Nanya?”
His grandmother walked calmly over
from the scrub, looked for a moment,
then smiled and said “It looks like it, but
no Pacca, it is not. The one we seek has
small thorns under the flower. But we
shall keep this one, I can use it to sooth
Tal’gs rash, he has suffered enough for
his mistake.”
With that, she calmly took a flint knife
from her basket and cut the flower.
“Come now, look over here in the bushes,
this is where we shall find what we seek.”
“And then you will make Na’Bocca feel
better?”

gone by the next rest.” Thur-Long
smiled. “Come now, little one, and use
more eyes and less voice. Naroo’ta
Flower only blooms for a short time each
day...”

Medicinal Mixtures
Medicine is a very important part of any
culture and, frequently, so-called “modern”
medicine seems to find itself searching back
into its more “native” origins to find cures to
those things that may ail you.
Salves, elixirs, balms, creams, liniments,
teas, ointments, lotions and unguents are
found everywhere, one just has to know where
to look and what to mix to create the desired
effect. This is the work of the Native Healer.
Natural Healers, so-called Medicine Men,
Shamans, Herbalists and the like, have passed
on through the generations the gifts that
nature around them has provided, the
secrets of good health and how to
combat disease. Many of these secrets
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techniques to cut, harvest or otherwise obtain
those precious things.
In many cases
spiritualism and personal faith are combined
into ritual, which must be practiced devoutly
if the sick are to “receive the blessings” of
their deity.
In Hollow Earth Expeditions game
mechanics, this understanding comes from
three skills; Craft, Medicine and Survival,
along with the Herb Lore Talent (Mysteries of
the Hollow Earth, pg. 20) and how to combine
those skills correctly.
Craft-Medicine. This is used to prepare the
components in the proper manner, mixing just
the right amounts together.
have yet to be discovered by “modern”
medicine as scientists and doctors race to
understand that which these people have
known for ages.
In the vast, untamed world found within
the Hollow World, such wisdoms would be
more valuable than gold, silver or precious
gem stones. Indeed, one tribesman might
trade a valued great-bow for an ointment
crafted by a neighboring Herbalist in order to
cure a friend.
But not everyone would possess such
skills, only a select few might be taught the
secrets of relief for the suffering as the
understanding of these skills would take a
lifetime of continuous teaching and field work
in order to master.
Students are usually chosen by an elder
herbalist at a very young age (perhaps 5 or 6
years old in Surface World terms), and would
spend every available moment walking the
fields with their elder, learning the secrets of
plant, rock, animal and earth.
Listening to story and practicing the

Medicine. This is used in the application of
the potion, when necessary.
Survival or Foraging. These skills are used
to find those things needed to craft the specific
medicine. The difficulty of the skill check is
dependent upon the Potion Creation
Difficulty (discussed below).
Herb Lore Talent. A character must have
this talent to craft potions. If the character has
an Advanced Level in it, then the bonus
applies to all skill checks when crafting a
potion (Craft, Medicine and Survival).

Crafting A Potion
There are three steps in crafting and using
a potion. The components must be gathered,
then mixed or prepared in the proper manner,
and then finally applied.
Gathering. Finding the materials necessary
requires the Herbalist to make a Survival or
Foraging skill check, with the number of
successes needed being determined by
the Difficulty of the potion being made
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(see Potion Creation Table). This Difficulty
also determines the amount of time expended
in finding the materials.
It is important to understand that the
difficulty may be modified, perhaps
significantly, by the Game Master if the
Herbalist is not in his home environment. A
Herbalist from the deep jungles might find it
hard to find compatible materials in a
temperate forest, and almost impossible to
find anything of use in the desert!
Preparation.
Once gathered, the
components must be mixed in the proper
manner (cut or chopped, crushed, mixed,
steamed or brewed, etc.). This requires a Craft
-Medicine roll, with the number of successes
needed also set by the potions Difficulty. If
successful, the potion is ready to be applied
after the listed Crafting Time.
Failure could mean the loss of some, or all,
of the materials used, requiring more to be
gathered. A Critical Failure could result in all
the materials being lost, or perhaps the
herbalist realizes he doesn’t know how to
make the potion after all, or worse yet, the
potion is crafted, but ends up having the
opposite effect when used. No matter the
result, failure means the process must be
started from the beginning.
Application. This is more of a RolePlaying element to the crafting of a potion.
Most RPG Players are used to just saying “I
feed him the potion, and he gets...” <<roll>>
<<roll>> “...8 hit points back.” A creative
player might realize that the potion must be
applied in the correct manner or it is lost
(eating a paste that should be spread on a burn
will not cure it, and it may taste funny too). It
is up to the Game Master to decide if
a potion must be applied in a special

Potion Creation Table
Survival Craft
Common

Foraging & Crafting Time

2

4

A few moments.

Uncommon 3

6

Several minutes or an hour.

Rare

4

8

Perhaps several hours.

Exotic

*

8+

Several hours or days.

way. If so, then a Medicine skill check might
be needed, with a number of successes
required being determined by the Game
Master. Failure means that the potion was
applied wrong and is lost.
Role-playing may be used if the player
wishes to add unique elements to any, or all,
of these steps. Rituals, such as singing or
prayer, are good examples (and hopefully will
not offend those sitting at the game table). An
(Average 2 or Tough 3) Intelligence or
Performance check may be used to make sure
the ritual was performed correctly. Perhaps
“The Spirits” were displeased with the
intended recipient of the potion and a penance
must be performed before the potion will
work, such as a sacrifice, prayer or song of
penance. At the Game Masters discretion,
such elements could be worth additional Style
Points for all involved.

Potion Difficulty
A potion will have a difficulty assigned to
it; Common, Uncommon, Rare or Exotic.
Common potions have materials that can be
found easily, while Rare potions have unique
or hard to gather materials (the heart of a fully
grown Wooly Mammoth or a pedal from a
flower that only blooms on the top of an icy
mountain). The appropriate Survival
or Foraging skill check may be needed
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to successfully gather just enough materials
for complete one potion. Other materials,
such as that Mammoth heart, might require an
actual combat encounter to acquire.
With Exotic potions, all of the materials are
unique or near impossible to find, and usually
require great effort or adventure to obtain
even just one sample of the material, making
failure not an option.
The Survival or
Foraging skill check for such potions will be
set by the Game Master.
The Difficulty also determines how hard
it is to prepare (requiring the listed number of
successes in Craft-Medicine skill) and the
amount of time required in it’s preparation.
No matter the result of the crafting,
remember they are not a magical “Cure All,”
they are medicine and may take a great
amount of rest in order to be effective.
Potions will be listed as Drink, Food or
Ointment.
A Drink or Food must be
completely consumed before it can be
effective. Ointments must be applied directly
to exposed skin or the injury in order to work
properly. There may be exceptions to these
(such as with Swampbug Paste).

Crafting Niok’la Flower Cakes
Here is an example on how a Shaman
might produce the medicinal Niok’la Flower
Cakes.
Gathering: A local Shaman searches to
find the Niok’la Flowers, using a Survival or
Foraging skill check (Difficulty Hard 4 since it
is a Rare potion). He is successful and finds a
stand of tall Oak trees with Niok’la
blooms on them. He must carefully

climb to the top of several trees to cut the 12
flowers necessary.
Preparation: Now he must craft them in
the traditional ways, using a Craft-Medicine
roll, again with a Difficulty of Very Hard 5
(since it is a Rare potion). This will take up to
several hours to complete. Once the two cakes
are completed, he may carry them for up to 2
weeks before they spoil.
Ready should
somebody suffer an injury.
Application: A hunter has been injured by
a Raptor. The Shaman produces a Niok’la
Flower Cake, but says that “The Ancestors”
require a special prayer be said before the cake
is eaten, and the cake must be eaten within 1
minute of receiving the injury. The shaman
will be the judge as to if the Ancestors are
pleased, possibly by looking toward the sky or
trees for a “sign” or omen. If they are, he will
give the injured hunter the cake. If they are
not, then they must heal without the blessings
of the Ancestors. Life is tough for those who
do not believe.
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...A Cure For The Devout
Thur-Long watched his grandmother
for a day and a rest as she crafted both a
tea for Na’Bocca’s fever and a salve for
Tal’gs rash. With calm practice she forced
Na’Bocca to drink, singing to the Spirits
all the while. Afterward, she sought out
Tal’gs and gave him his salve. Instructing
him in the proper prayer to sing while
applying the paste.
Within a rest time Na’Bocca was feeling
better, eating and trying to return to
hunting. It was a good sign.
“Nanya” Thur-Long asked, “Why has
Tal’gs not been cured of his rash? Does
he need a stronger medicine?”
“No Pacca,” she replied. “It should have
worked at once. Perhaps the Spirits are
not pleased with his drinking from the
Sacred Waters...”

Sample Mixtures
A few (suggested) sample mixtures and
their effects are listed below, along with one
(powerful) Exotic ointment.
Feel free to
modify them as necessary to fit within your
campaign.
Binding Grass (Common/
Ointment). This thick tropical grass

is usually 3 to 4 inches wide, and 36 to 40
inches long.
When boiled carefully with
various herbs and roots, it takes on curative
properties. After being prepared, 3 blades can
be used to bind the broken arm of an average
man (or 6 to bind a leg or ribs) without the use
of wood splints or braces. For severe breaks,
braces may be used for additional support.
Within a half hour after application, the grass
becomes strong, yet pliable binding. Contact
with exposed skin produces a numbing effect
that reduces the pain from the injury for
several days and allows the user to act
normally (restrictions may still apply as if the
user was wearing a plaster cast, but without
the bulk). Each crafting produces 6 blades,
stored in 2 inch thick rolls. These must be
kept in a water tight container and an be
stored for several months.
Fire Cotton (Uncommon/Ointment). This
ointment is crafted from various tree roots,
powdered spices and salamander parts. This
produces a thick paste that is soaked into
cotton blooms. When a soaked bloom is
applied to an open wound, it will slowly close
it over several hours, leaving only a slight scar.
This will restore 1 point of Lethal Injury.
Unfortunately, the heat created causes 3 points
of Non-Lethal damage (a Body Resistance roll
may be made. For each success that is rolled,
reduce the Non-Lethal damage by 1). Fire
Cotton Blooms must be stored in a water tight
container, but may be stored indefinitely.
Grey Sands (Common/Drink). This thick
drink is crafted from special desert sands and
plants.
Easily prepared, it will sooth
symptoms of aliments of the stomach,
allowing the person to eat and drink normally
so as to keep up his strength. Each
crafting will produce up to 3 doses that
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Note: Mammoth Fat smells Horrible. An
(Average 2) Body roll must be made when it is
applied or the wearer will vomit from the
stench. Others nearby will easily smell it and
the stench will slowly fade over a week after
being washed off.

may be stored indefinitely.
Heart of the Beast (Rare/Drink). This bitter
liquid is crafted from various temperate or
cold weather shrub roots, herbs and the heart
blood of a powerful fur covered animal.
When drank, this potion grants a bonus of +2
to that persons Body, Dexterity or Strength,
depending on the blood of the beast used in
crafting (if the beast was very hearty, then it
would be Body, if it was incredibly swift, then
it would be Dexterity or if the beast was
exceptionally strong, then it would be
Strength, all at the Gamemasters discretion).
The effect lasts for several hours and, after it
fades, the drinker suffers no ill effects beyond
a greatly increased appetite for a day or so.
Each crafting produces only one dose that may
be stored for months.
Mammoth Fat (Uncommon/Ointment).
This thick paste is primarily made from the fat
of a Wooly Mammoth. When spread thickly
upon exposed skin in an arctic environment, it
prevents any injury from exposure for up to
one-half day. Each crafting will produce
enough to cover one-half a normal man (or one
child) completely, but must be stored
in a solid container (clay, metal,
glass) in order to be kept fresh.

Myoky Root (Uncommon/Food).
This
heavy root requires great effort to dig as it can
be up to 4 feet deep, although only the “heart”
of the root is used. Cooked with the correct
herbs and eaten, Myoky Root, which tastes
like a radish, grants a +1 Bonus to Body Rolls
made to shake off infections. This bonus is
cumulative for each consecutive day Myoky is
used when dealing with a disease, up to a
maximum of +4. It can be stored for several
weeks before going bad and each crafting
produces only 1 dose.
Niok’la Flower Cake (Rare/Food). This
flower grows only on the tops of great trees,
high above the canopy where it can get eternal
sunlight. A dozen blooms must be harvested
to be used, and each plant has only one bloom,
so several trees must be climbed. When
prepared, Niok’la Flower will restore 1 point
of Lethal Injury, if it is eaten within 1 minute.
Each crafting produces up to 2 doses (in the
form of a small cake or cookie) and the
mixture can be stored for two weeks before it
becomes useless.
O’na Ti Stem (Common/Food). This dried
food can be made from the thick stem of
several different Orchids. Combined with
spices, crushed fish (or shellfish) and Orchid
Nectar. Soaked in any type of clear fire water,
the Stem is then set in a hot, sunny place to
dry (usually on a rock or metal bowl), being
done when all the liquid is gone and the stem
is no longer soft. The finished Stem
may be stored as any dry food item and
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eaten as needed, but no more than one Stem
per day. O’na Ti Stem can provide most of the
food requirements for an average adult each
day. It should be eaten with other foods if
possible as an extended diet of only O’na Ti
Stem can eventually cause stomach problems.

Stabilized at 0 Health. If unsuccessful, then
the spirit does not wish to return and he/she is
lost. No matter the result, all the materials are
consumed in the crafting with the exception of
the Atlantean Crystal, which is completely
drained in the process.

Sooth Blossom (Rare/Ointment).
This
thick ointment is made from the nectar of
various great blue Orchids and Lilies. When
properly prepared with several other plants
and minerals and applied to a burn (within
minutes of being injured), it instantly relieves
1L wound. Each crafting produces up to 3
doses and can be stored indefinitely.

Spongum Moss (Common/Drink). This
thick moss can be found in most wet or damp
temperate locations, growing in low light
areas. When properly prepared, this drink will
cure up to two points of Lethal damage caused
by toxins, but only if given within a few
minutes of poisoning. Spongum Moss must
be kept damp and fresh in order to be used.
Each crafting produces only 1 dose.

Spirits Breath (Exotic/Ointment).
This
strange paste is crafted from a number of
unique ingredients, including the fresh heart
of a Raptor or Sabre-Tooth Tiger, a large
amount of Binding Grass, a bucket of blessed
water, a branch of a tree that survived a
lightning strike and a small Green Atlantean
Crystal. When completed, it will return the
living spirit to a body who has only been dead
for a number of days equal to their (original)
Body attribute.
Immediately after death, the bare body
must be completely wrapped in Binding
Grass, and several of their most prized
possessions must be included in the binding.
Then the body must be carried along while the
ingredients are collected. Some rituals may
require a constant prayer or singing, and
usually a fasting by the pallbearers during this
time of collection.
Once all the materials have been gathered,
the Herbalist may finish the crafting. If the
crafting is successful, the deceased must make
a Body Check with a difficulty of 2. If
successful, the spirit has returned to
the body and he is considered

Swampbug Paste (Rare/Ointment). Made
from the excrements of various greater
reptiles, along with tree sap and spices, this
fouls smelling paste must be spread over most
of the body of a creature to be effective. Any
insect attempting to attack the wearer must
make a Reflexive (Hard 4) Willpower check or
be repelled. The ointment lasts for several
hours before fading and may be stored for
several months before becoming useless. Each
crafting produces up to 3 doses.
Thunderlizards Blessing (Uncommon/
Drink). This warm drink is brewed from
roots, spices and the blood of a great lizard,
such as a Tyrannosaurus or Allosaurus. When
drank, it has an intoxicating effect, adding one
(temporary) point to the persons Body and
Willpower Attributes. The amount of time he
can run or perform actions before tiring is also
doubled. However, at the end of one-half day,
the points are lost, and he must make a (Hard
4) Body roll or be reduced to 0 Health
(Exhausted) until he rests for one-half day.
Each crafting will produce up to 3
doses that may be stored indefinitely.
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The Questionable
Luck of Rufus
These pages are a game based summary of
the traveling companions of Dr. C. Arthur
Turner, found within the pages of his Field
Notes. They are in no way exact, and as more
of Dr. Turners Field Notes come to light,
information may change. Read and Enjoy.

In My Own Words...
“The real advantage to being
surrounded by Bad Luck is that
you

really

feel

special

when

something Good happens to you.
Well,

that

and

the

fact

that

everybody wants to be around
you

since

they

something

bad

figure
is

that

going

if
to

happen, It will happen to you first,
giving them time to run.”

Rufus
Age: 48
Hometown: Newbury, Massachusetts.
Occupation: Engineers Mate, SS Gambit.
Distinguishing Features: Rufus has a thick
mustache which hangs over his mouth and
full, but tight beard. He is usually found
wearing dirty farmers coveralls, even when
away from work.
His Story: Something of a man of
poor luck, Rufus has worked in

manufacturing and ship building since he was
13, doing odd jobs for his Uncle Mike on the
docks and shipyards. He apprenticed into the
company where his uncle worked, Whitney &
Son, when he was 15, learning the trade of
shipbuilding and Engineers Mate.
When he was 18 he moved to Belfast,
England, and acquired an apprentice
construction job with White Star Shipping
Lines. After seven years with the company, he
was offered an Engineers Mate position on
one of their flagship ocean liners, which he
accepted. Unfortunately, on the ships maiden
voyage in 1912, he missed its departure during
a layover in Queenstown, Ireland.
As
embarrassed as he was, days later he was
shocked to learn that the ship, along with
three-quarters of her passengers and crew,
were lost at sea in the North Atlantic.
Although he avoided personal disaster, he was
fired by White Star for missing the voyage.
For the next 4 years he traveled England
and America, crewing all manner of ships for
small companies. With a war in Europe
looming, in 1916 he joined the U.S. Navy,
signing on as an Engineer.
Due to his
experience and advanced skills, he was
immediately assigned to a Cruiser, the U.S.S.
Milwaukee. Unfortunately, Milwaukee ran
aground and was eventually lost when her
spine broke. Over the next 3 years he crewed
9 ships, ranging from Freighters to Cruisers
and one Battleship. Of those, 3 were sunk by
enemy fire and an additional 4 were disabled
and had to be towed to port.
After the Great War, Rufus returned to
Newbury, taking a job working in his fathers
feed and grain business. There he stayed until
1922, when he was injured in a grain
silo explosion. After his recovery, he
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took a job working on Steam Engines along
the Delaware, Lackawanna and Western
Railroad line. His experience in ship engines
proved quite useful and he was eager to learn
about locomotives. Unfortunately, he was
burned in an accidental derailment in
Rockport, New Jersey, in 1925.
Fifty
passengers and crew were killed and almost a
hundred were injured in the accident.
Afterward he decided that he felt safer on
the open sea. He returned to the coast, taking
various jobs on transatlantic freighters and
coastal fishing trawlers.
Twice he was
stranded at sea in a lifeboat after the ship he
was serving on was lost.
In 1933, wishing to get away from his poor
luck at sea, Rufus applied for an
apprenticeship with Zeppelin Company in
Friedrichshafen, Germany, choosing to study
Rigid Airship Engineering.
He quickly
became quite skilled in its construction and
was invited to crew one transatlantic flight.
After that flight, he was assigned to the
construction crew of the LZ-129, set to launch
in the spring of 1936.
Then, while on holiday in Holland in 1935,
Rufus had a chance meeting with one of his
old Navy Commanders, Captain Jonathan
Warrant. Capt. Warrant was outfitting his
ship, the steamer S.S. Gambit, for a cruise into
the Caribbean and asked Rufus if he would
crew it for this one voyage. Out of loyalty to
his former commander, he agreed. As he told
his friends at the Zeppelin hanger, “One last
trip by ship before we fly over the Atlantic
next year will be fun. I owe it to the Captain,
and besides, what could possibly go wrong?”

Rufus
Ally 4
Archetype: Engineer
Style: 3

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 9

Primary A ributes
Body: 5
Dexterity: 2
Strength: 3

Charisma: 2
Intelligence: 5
Willpower: 4

Secondary A ributes
Size: 0
Move: 5
Percep on: 9

Ini a ve: 7
Defense: 7
Stun: 5

Skills
Athle cs
Brawl
Punching
Cra /Carpentry
Cra /Electronics
Cra /Mechanics
Drive
Firearms
Pistols
Gambling
Melee
Stealth
Survival

Base
3
3

Lvls
2
2

5
5
5
2
2

2
1
5
1
4

5
3
2
5

1
3
2
1

Rtng
5
7
8
7
6
10
3
6
7
6
6
4
6

(Avg)
(2+)
(3+)
(4)
(3+)
(3)
(5)
(1+)
(3)
(3+)
(3)
(3)
(2)
(3)

Talents
High Pain Tolerance (reduced penalty for wounds)
Quick Healer (double normal healing rate)
Skill Ap tude (+2 with Brawl ra ng)
Resources
None
Flaws
Danger Magnet (a racts trouble through no fault of his own)
Weapons
Colt 1911
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Rtg
3L

Size
0

Atk
10L

(Avg)
(5)L

The Secret Garden
Remembering November 1916
Walking about these lush jungles with
Doctor Turner and the others, their
tropical flowers and amazing wildlife
reminds me of a time from when I was
around 11. My mother and I had visited
the home of one of Daddy’s friends, Lord
Arthur David Wright of Yorkshire.
Daddy and Lord Wright were off fighting
the Kaiser in the Great War. Both were
pilots of Royal Army Biplanes and were
flying over places like France, Germany
and Holland.
We had been living in London, but
things were dangerous due to the bombing
by the Kaiser’s Zeppelins. The “AirRaids” as we came to call them, quite
uncivilized that they were, were deeply
frightening and caused much damage, and
so Lady Annabella had invited us to stay
at their estate in the country for a few
months.
Lord Wright’s estate in West
Yorkshire was beautiful, small for a
member of the House of Lords, but still
amazing for a city girl such as I. Once
there, I was introduced to my new best
friend, Lord Wright’s daughter, Elsie, who
was perhaps 15 or 16 at that time.
A few weeks passed in a blur,

enjoying the sprawling estate. Horseback
riding, tea by the creek and hide-n-seek in
his beautifully manicured gardens made my
thoughts of the bombing in London all but
fade.
It was during one such game of HideN-Seek that we made the most
extraordinary discovery. While we were
crawling through a shrub in the west
gardens we came out into a small glad, a
clearing near the creek. How tranquil a
spot it was, although it did seem a tad
warm, much like the rainforests Mommy
and I had visited with Daddy when we
were in South Africa. We frolicked and
splashed in the creek under the noon
Page 50. day sun, then crawled back out to get

tea and crumpets, when we realized it was her. For several hours we watched and
late afternoon. We were shocked, it was played and giggled and sang in our magical
late afternoon by now, yet it had only been place with our new winged friend.
noon in the glade. So we crawled back in,
That night after prayers we sat up and
and sure enough, it was high noon hour talked of our friend and her beautiful
once more, but when we crawled out of the butterfly wings. Both our mothers were
glad again, the sun was still in the pleased with our “imagination” and
afternoon spot.
encouraged us to visit our “Fairy Friend”
That evening, after dinner, we asked to again, but to remember that when playtime
walk in the gardens again, to relax before was over, we had to leave “her” behind.
bedtime. Quickly we crawled through the
Over the next several days we returned
shrubs once more and, much to our surprise, to the secret garden to play with our friend,
the glade was still enjoying the noon-day and she returned to play with us, even going
sun, even though the estate was under the so far as to bring a couple of her friends as
watchful eyes of a full moon. Indeed, a well, one with bright-pink wings and
magical place we had discovered.
another with lacy-golden wings. The
For several days we enjoyed the beauty beauty of those days passed by carefree and
of this secret sunny spot, this magical glade. quickly.
Then, on a whim, Elsie brought in one of
Then, one afternoon, while we danced
her father’s cameras. Lord Wright had and sang with our fairy friends, they all
been teaching her how to use it before he suddenly became upset, almost scared.
and Daddy left for France. So we Although we did not understand their
decided to take a few photo’s of our secret words, they began to push and pull us
garden and that’s when the extraordinary toward the hedge, toward the way back
became amazing!
home. Our little blue friend took the lead,
As we enjoyed this afternoon, a small dragging me ahead of Elsie. When we
girl, dressed only in the simplest of lace came out of the tunnel, we could hear our
shawls, and having a pair of bright-blue parents yelling our names. The sky was
butterfly wings, flew into the glade. She dark, with black puff’s of smoke and fire
giggled and circled, and fluttered about for appearing every now and again. Thunder
quite sometime. Astonished at our playful and lightning seemed to flicker and flash
new friend, we were fortunate
constantly and the “rat-a-tat-tat” of
enough to get a photograph with Page 51. a hundred angry woodpeckers

frightened us.
Before our parents could find us, our
fairy friends disappeared back into the
hedge tunnel. Scared, I called to my
Mommy, who found us straightaway.
Then I was picked up by a servant, a
stable hand I believe, and carried to the
manor house basement, with Elsie running
close behind.
For many hours that night the ground
shook and the dust fell from the rafters as
we hid cuddled into a corner of the house’s
basement larder. When we were allowed
out the next day, there were Army men
everywhere, and from the manor house
porch, Elsie and I could see the burned
wreck of some large airplane in the back
gardens. Shocked, we realized that it had
crashed right on the shrub that led to our
secret garden.
A few days later, after the Army men
had removed the wreckage, we
searched for the tunnel in the shrub, Page

but we never found it. It had been burned
up and lost in the fire of the plane’s crash.
We were crushed. Our new friends were
gone, lost in the Great War that would
eventually claim both our fathers as well.
All we had left to remind us of those days
of fun were the photographs that we took of
Elsie playing with our blue-winged friend
and me dancing with the others.
Now, today, walking in the jungles of
this Hollow World, I am forced to
wonder if this is the same world that Elsie
and I found all those years ago? Could
that secret garden be just beyond the next
hill? Will I stumble across my blue
winged friend once more, and if I do, will
she remember me? How did she know
about the bombs going off by the Manor
House? Perhaps there is another garden
passage in which we may be able to crawl
back to the surface. Or maybe, just maybe,
it would be nice to just sit and play in that
beautiful glade by the creek once more...
...Frances Griffiths-Goodhar.
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The Dashing Paul
Bryce
These pages are a game based summary of
the traveling companions of Dr. C. Arthur
Turner, found within the pages of his Field
Notes. They are in no way exact, and as more
of Dr. Turners Field Notes come to light,
information may change. Read and Enjoy.

In My Own Words...
“Agreeing to travel with Turner
into the Amazon years ago was a
disaster in the making, one in
which we all almost died due to his
blind

search

for

discovery.

Choosing to accompany him again
in

the Caribbean

was

one

of

recklessness on my part, and one
that I will never regret...”

Paul Bryce
Age: 35
Hometown: None.
Occupation: Hunting Guide
Distinguishing Features: Paul has several
scars on his left face and neck from the Great
War. He wears two Smith & Wesson .38/44
Heavy Duty revolvers in Military Holsters,
attached by red lanyards. He still carries the
1903 Springfield rifle issued to him during the
Great War.
His Story: Not much is known about Paul
prior to the Great War, when he served
with the American Expeditionary

Forces in the 332nd Infantry Regiment in Italy
in 1918. He was wounded twice, and received
the Distinguished Service Cross for gallantry
during the crossing of the Tagliamento River
and subsequent action thereafter.
After the Great War, Paul traveled around
the Mediterranean Sea, earning a living in
various odd jobs, including as a scout and
mercenary soldier for the British Empire in
several minor conflicts that erupted in Turkey
and Egypt during the post war years.
In the Mid 20’s he moved to the West
Belgian Congo region and began a career as a
hunting guide for the wealthy, usually British,
French and East Coast Americans. During this
time he studied hard with native hunters on
how to survive in the Congo’s rough
environment.
It was during one such hunt that he met Dr.
C. Arthur Turner. Dr. Turners expedition was
not hunting game, just searching for ruins, but
he was willing to pay well for a qualified
guide and so Paul hired on. It is uncertain
what Dr. Turner was hunting for, but he lead
them around the Congo River basin for three
weeks, looking at various ruins and rocky
outcroppings, before they returned to
civilization, apparently in failure. Still, he
was paid well for his time.
Two years later, Paul was contacted by Dr.
Turner and asked to head a three week
expedition up the Amazon River, again on a
search for ruins. Although not his area of
expertise, Dr. Turner offered a fair sum of
money, and Paul was eager to explore South
America, so he agreed.
Forty-Three days later they returned to
civilization, with six of their original
seventeen dead or missing, and most of
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the others sick or injured. Paul lost count of
how many times he had to rescue Dr. Turner
from the lethal hazards found along the river.
Even with the tragedies surrounding the
expedition, Dr. Turner considered the
expedition a partial success as he recovered a
large stone tablet, made of grey marble and
covered in strange writings, which he claimed
was priceless.
Still, Paul was disenchanted by the
expedition. Although they had navigated the
dangers of the Amazon, he felt Dr. Turner was
too old to go on such expeditions and did not
feel comfortable with trying to care for his life
in the future. Furthermore, he felt that his
lack of experience in the Amazon contributed
to the loss of their comrades. In the end, he
accepted his payment and parted ways.
After Dr. Turners party departed, Paul
remained in the Amazon, studying with local
hunters and guides, visiting native tribes deep
in the jungles and mountains, learning
whatever anyone was willing to teach him.
Then, a scarce year later, Paul was
contacted by an old Army friend, Dr. Winston
Connor, late of Her Majesty’s service. Dr.
Connor was heading on an expedition into the
Caribbean, to an “uncharted” island and
wished him to accompany as guide. He
agreed, welcoming the chance to travel into
the warm water islands.
One can only
imagine his shock when, after arriving at the
steamer S.S. Gambit in Miami, he discovered
that the expedition was headed by Dr. Turner!
It was only the persuasion of Dr. Connor that
convinced him to agree to the expedition.

Paul Bryce
Ally 4
Archetype: Adventurer
Style: 3

Mo va on: Duty
Health: 9

Primary A ributes
Body: 5
Dexterity: 3
Strength: 3

Charisma: 3
Intelligence: 3
Willpower: 4

Secondary A ributes
Size: 0
Move: 6
Percep on: 7

Ini a ve: 6
Defense: 8
Stun: 5

Skills
Art/Music
Athle cs
Swimming
Brawl
Empathy
Firearms
Melee
Stealth
Survival
Tracking

Base
3
3

Lvls
1
4

3
3
3
3
3
3

3
1
5
3
3
4

Rtng
4
7
8
6
4
8
6
6
7
8

(Avg)
(2)
(3+)
(4)
(3)
(2)
(4)
(3)
(3)
(3+)
(4)

Talents
Diehard 1 (improved death threshold)
Guardian (provide Defense bonus to allies)
Long Shot (double weapon ranges)
Resources
None
Flaws
Aloof (Distant and remote)
Weapons
1903 Springfield Rifle
S&W .38 (2)
Bowie Knife

And so Paul Bryce boarded the S.S. Gambit
as it set steam for the Island of Los Cambio...
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Rtg
3L
2L
1L

Size
0
0
0

Atk
11L
10L
7L

(Avg)
(5+)L
(5)L
(3+)L

Creature Files

Allosaurus (Juvenile)

Ten of the creatures detailed by Dr. Turner
and his companions are unique works of
fiction by this author. Game Statistics are
presented here should you wish to use them in
your Hollow Earth Expeditions game session.
However, Nine other creatures are taken
directly from the Hollow Earth Expeditions
books written by Exile Game Studios. They
may be found in the following Source Books:
• Brontosaurus.
From “The Brontosaurus
Herd” on Day 54. Hollow Earth Expeditions
Rulebook pg. 215; Mysteries of the Hollow
Earth pg. 149.
• Brontotherium.
From “The Dimetrodon
Pack” on Day 13. Mysteries of the Hollow Earth
pg. 163.
• Megalodon (shark). From “The Hollow Sea”
on the First Day. Hollow Earth Expeditions
Rulebook pgs. 222; Mysteries of the Hollow
Earth pg. 175.
• Octopus (Giant). From “The Rescue of a
New Friend” on Day 25. Mysteries of the
Hollow Earth pg. 189.
• Plesiosaur. From “The Hollow Sea” on the
First Day. Hollow Earth Expeditions Rulebook
pgs. 215; Mysteries of the Hollow Earth pg. 160.
• Stegosaurus. From “The Spiked Terrible
Lizard” on Day 18. Hollow Earth Expeditions
Rulebook pgs. 216; Mysteries of the Hollow
Earth pg. 154.
• Stranglevine. From “The Strangling Vine”
on Day 67. Hollow Earth Expeditions Rulebook
pg. 231.

From “The Brontosaurus Herd”
On Day 54
Allosaurus (Juvenile)
Follower 1
Archetype: Dinosaur
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 7

Primary A ributes
Body: 3
Dexterity: 3
Strength: 2

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 1
Willpower: 3

Secondary A ributes
Size: 1
Move: 5
Percep on: 6

Ini a ve: 4
Defense: 5
Stun: 3

Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

Lvls
5
2
3

Rtng
8
4
4

(Avg)
(4)
(2)*
(2)

Talents
Alertness 1 (+2 Percep on ra ng)
Resources
None
Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)
A acks
Bite
Claw
Tail

Rtg
1L
1L
1N

Size
‐1
‐1
‐1

Atk
8L
8L
8N

(Avg)
(4)L
(4)L
(4)N**

* Juvenile Allosaurus suffer a -1 Size penalty on Stealth rolls.
** Juvenile Allosaurus can attack any creature who is "behind"
them with this attack, usually knocking them to the ground in the
process.

• Triceratops.
From “Harvard James
O’Malley, Esq.” on Day 92. Hollow Earth
Expeditions Rulebook pg. 217; Mysteries of the
Hollow Earth pg. 156.
• Wolves. From “The Eohippus Herd”
on Day 70. Mysteries of the Hollow
Earth pg. 186.

Base
3
3
1
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Cytoplasmic Creature

Dimetrodon (Bull)

From “The
Creature”
On Day 59

From “Dimetrodon Pack”
On Day 13

Cytoplasmic

Hexahedron

Dimetrodon (Bull)
Follower 3

Cytoplasmic Hexahedron Creature
Follower 3
Archetype: Animal
Style: 0
Primary A ributes
Body: 8
Dexterity: 4
Strength: 6
Secondary A ributes:
Size: 1
Move: 5 ****
Percep on: 6
Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

Base
6
4
0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 15

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 0
Willpower: 6

Ini a ve: 6
Defense: 11
Stun: 8
Lvls
4
3
3

Rtng
10
10
3

Archetype: Dinosaur
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 13

Primary A ributes
Body: 7
Dexterity: 4
Strength: 6

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 0
Willpower: 4

Secondary A ributes
Size: 2
Move: 10 (20)*
Percep on: 6

Ini a ve: 4
Defense: 9
Stun: 7

Skills
Brawl
In mida on
Stealth
Survival

(Avg)
(5)
(5) * **
(1+)

Base
6
0
4
0

Lvls
6
4
2
3

Rtng
14
4
4
3

Talents
Knockout Blow (Bonus to Stun Opponent)
Poison Skin 2 (Skin Secretes Toxin Ra ng 4) ***
Translucent (+4 To Stealth Skill) **

Talents
Alertness 1 (+2 Percep on ra ng)
Skill Ap tude (+2 Brawl ra ng)
Skill Ap tude (+2 In mida on ra ng)

Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)

Resources
None

A acks
Pseudopod
Engulf ***

Rtg
3N
‐‐‐

Size
‐1
‐‐‐

Atk
12N
Special

(Avg)
(7)
(2)
(2)**
(1+)

Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)

(Avg)
(6)N
‐‐‐

* The Creature suffers a –1 Size Penalty on Stealth rolls.
** Translucent (Unique Talent): Your body is translucent and
can be seen through. Objects inside it or on the other side can
be seen in some detail; this grants a +4 Bonus on all Stealth
Skill checks.
*** When dealing with the Creature’s Toxin, either by accidental
touch or by its Pseudopod attack, the creature affected needs to
make a Body Resistance Check against its Toxin Rating of 4, or
become Paralyzed for 1 Minute per point failed.
Any creature Paralyzed by the Cytoplasmic Toxin will be slowly
drawn into its body and will suffer 1L Wound each round.
Engulfed creatures may be pulled free with a successful Feat Of
Strength opposed by the Cytoplasmic Creature’s strength.
**** Slug: Slug-like animals have no legs or wings, but move by
means of rippling the muscles of their bodies where they touch
the ground, leaving a trail of mucus as you move.
Due to this, they move at 1/2 their normal movement
rate.

A acks
Bite
Trample

Rtg
2L
4N

Size
‐2
‐2

Atk
14L
16N

(Avg)
(7)L
(8)N

* Quadruped: Creatures with four or more legs double their
Move rating when running.
** Dimetrodon Bulls suffer a -2 Size Penalty on Stealth rolls.
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Dimetrodon (Female)

Eohippus

From “Dimetrodon Pack”
On Day 13

From “Eohippus Herd”
On Day 70

Dimetrodon (Female)

Eohippus

Follower 2

Follower 1

Archetype: Dinosaur
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 10

Archetype: Animal
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 4

Primary A ributes
Body: 5
Dexterity: 4
Strength: 5

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 0
Willpower: 4

Primary A ributes
Body: 1
Dexterity: 5
Strength: 2

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 0
Willpower: 4

Secondary A ributes
Size: 1
Move: 9 (18)*
Percep on: 6

Ini a ve: 4
Defense: 8
Stun: 5

Secondary A ributes
Size: ‐1
Move: 7 (14)*
Percep on: 6

Ini a ve: 5
Defense: 7
Stun: 1

Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

Base
5
4
0

Lvls
5
1
4

Rtng
12
4
4

(Avg)
(6)
(2)**
(2)

Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

Talents
Alertness 1 (+2 Percep on ra ng)
Skill Ap tude (+2 Brawl ra ng)

Lvls
2
4
4

Rtng
4
10**
4

(Avg)
(2)
(5)
(2)

Talents
Alertness 1 (+2 bonus on Percep on rolls)
Resources
None

Resources
None

Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)

Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)
A acks
Bite
Tail Slap

Base
2
5
0

Rtg
3L
1N

Size
‐1
‐1

Atk
14L
12N

A acks
Bite
Kick

(Avg)
(7)L
(6)N***

* Quadruped: Creatures with four or more legs double their
Move rating when running.
** Dimetrodon Females suffer a -1 Size Penalty on Stealth rolls.
*** Dimetrodon Females can attack any creature who is "behind"
them with this attack, usually knocking them to the ground in the
process.

Rtg
‐1L
‐1N

Size
+1
+1

Atk
4L
6N

(Avg)
(2)L
(3)N

* Quadruped: Creatures with 4 or more legs double their Move
Rating when running.
** Eohippus gain a +1 Size Bonus to Stealth.
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Fairy

Goose (Giant)

From “The Secret Garden; Remembering
November 1916”
On Day 31

From “Hedgerows of Horen”
On Day 89
Goose (Giant)
Follower 1

Fairy
Follower 1
Archetype: Beastman
Style: 0
Primary A ributes
Body: 0
Dexterity: 5
Strength: 0
Secondary A ributes
Size: ‐4
Move: 5 (3)*
Percep on: 5
Skills
Athle cs
Brawl
Empathy
Stealth
Survival

Base
5
0
1
5
1

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 0

Charisma: 2
Intelligence: 1
Willpower: 4

Ini a ve: 6
Defense: 9
Stun: 0
Lvls
1
2
3
1
3

Rtng
6
2
4
10
4

Archetype: Animal
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 6

Primary A ributes
Body: 3
Dexterity: 3
Strength: 3

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 0
Willpower: 3

Secondary A ributes
Size: 0
Move: 6
Percep on: 5

Ini a ve: 3
Defense: 6
Stun: 3

Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

(Avg)
(3)
(1)
(2)
(5)**
(2)

Base
3
3
0

Lvls
3
3
4

Rtng
6
6
4

Talents
Alertness 1 (+2 Percep on ra ng)

Talents
Danger Sense (reduced surprise penalty)

Resources
None

Resources
None

Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)

Flaws
Primi ve (‐2 Penalty on Technology‐Related rolls)

A acks
Bite
Wing Slap

A acks
Punch
Disorient

Rtg
‐4N
‐4

Size
‐4
‐4

Atk
2N
5

(Avg)
(3)
(3)
(2)

(Avg)
(1)N
(3)***

* Fairies use their Full Move .when flying and half Move when
on the ground.
** Fairies gain a +4 Size Bonus on Stealth rolls.
*** Fairies can throw an airborne intoxicant as far as 5 ft. that
leaves a target confused, causing them to stumble around
blindly. If the fairy succeeds with a Touch Attack against its
target, he must make a Resistance roll against a Toxin rating of
3 or suffer a 4 penalty to all rolls for a number of turns equal to
the number he failed the roll by. Fairies generate enough of the
“pixie dust” to use it twice a day.

Page 58.

Rtg
0L
0N

Size
0
0

Atk
6N
6L

(Avg)
(3)N
(3)L

Nautiloid (Giant)

Piranha Bird

From “Salt Springs”
On Day 28

From “The Scavenger Birds”
On Day 9

Nau loid (Giant)

Piranha Bird

Follower 2

Follower 0

Archetype: Animal
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 7

Archetype: Dinosaur
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 2

Primary A ributes
Body: 4
Dexterity: 3
Strength: 4

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 1
Willpower: 3

Primary A ributes
Body: 2
Dexterity: 4
Strength: 1

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 0
Willpower: 2

Secondary A ributes
Size: 0
Move: 7 (3) *
Percep on: 4 (8)

Ini a ve: 4
Defense: 7 (9)**
Stun: 4

Secondary A ributes
Size: ‐2
Move: 5
Percep on: 2 (6)

Ini a ve: 4
Defense: 8
Stun: 2

Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

Base
4
3
1

Lvls
8
2
5

Rtng
12
5
6

(Avg)
(6)
(2+)
(3)

Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

Talents
Dual Wield 1 (ignore oﬀ‐hand penalty)
Keen Sense (+4 bonus on Sight‐based Per rolls)

Lvls
1
2
2

Rtng
2
8
2

(Avg)
(1)
(4)**
(1)

Talents
Keen Sense (+4 bonus on Smell‐based Per rolls)
Resources
None

Resources
None

Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)

Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)
A acks
Bite
Tentacle
Grapple***

Base
1
4
0

Rtg
0L
0N
0

Size
0
0
0

Atk
12L
12N
12

A acks
Bite

(Avg)
(6)L
(6)N
(6)

* Amphibious: Giant Nautiloids use their full Move rating for
swimming and half their Move rating when on the ground.
** Giant Nautiloids are protected by a hard shell granting +2
Defense. Attacks from the front bypass this defense.
*** See Grapple in Hollow Earth Expedition, p. 120.

Size
+2

Atk
4L

(Avg)
(2)L

* Flying: Piranha Birds use their full Move Rating for flying, and
half their Move Rating when on the ground.
** Piranha Birds gain a +2 Size Bonus to Stealth.
Swarm: A Piranha Bird swarm is Size 0 and Health 6. It has an
Attack rating of 6L, and a Defense rating of 6.

Giant Nautiloids will attack creatures within “Arms Reach” of the
water, attempting to pull them close enough to Bite. In extreme
situations they can use six of their tentacles to pull themselves
out of the water, while still attacking with the remaining two.
The Straight Shelled Nautiloid shell is one-half foot wide per foot
of length, and weighs 20 pounds per foot while the Curled Shell
Nautiloid shell is one foot wide per foot of height, and
weighs 40 pounds per foot of height.

Rtg
0L
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Sea Scorpion
(Jaekelopterus)
From “The Sea Scorpion”
On Day 47
Sea Scorpion (Jaekelopterus)
Follower 2
Archetype: Insect
Style: 0

Mo va on: Survival
Health: 9

Primary A ributes
Body: 4
Dexterity: 4
Strength: 3

Charisma: 0
Intelligence: 0
Willpower: 4

Secondary A ributes
Size: 1
Move: 7 (3)*
Percep on: 4

Ini a ve: 4
Defense: 9**
Stun: 4

Skills
Brawl
Stealth
Survival

Base
3
4
0

Lvls
5
5
5

Rtng
8
10
5

(Avg)
(4)
(5)***
(2+)

Talents
Dual Wield 1 (ignore oﬀ‐hand penalty)
Skill Ap tude (+2 Stealth ra ng)
Resources
None
Flaws
Bes al (cannot communicate or use tools)
A acks
Bite
Claw

Rtg
1L
1N

Size
‐1
‐1

Atk
8L
8N

(Avg)
(4)L
(4)N

* Amphibious: Sea Scorpions use their full Move rating when
swimming, but only half Move on land.
** Sea Scorpions have a hard carapace granting +2 Defense.
*** Sea Scorpions suffer a -1 Size penalty on Stealth rolls.
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End.

