
Hollow Earth Expeditions 

Pearl Musketball 

This is an Unofficial supplement to the world 
of Hollow Earth Expeditions and the Ubiquity 
system.   

Field Notes are short, one shot encounters or 
introductions to creatures, places and things 
found throughout the world (both out and 
within).  They are small and lack “area” details 
so that they may be dropped into an existing 
campaign without great effort.  Enjoy. 

Day 163 
Back when we were visiting Fort Verne, I 

heard stories about a scientist who lived on a 
float island in the shallow sea.  This 
intrigued me, but having no information 
beyond rumors, I put it to future thought. 

Then, three days ago, we happen upon a 
great, brackish sea, and a city, called 
Brian's Wing.  This city seemed to be of a 
level of technology similar to mid-19th 
century.  Refined metals, glassworks, 
steam power, cap and ball weapons all were 

in abundance within it’s fortified walls.  
Perhaps a thousand people lived here as well.  
Civilization.  A welcome respite from our 
travels. 

We were greeted with openness, and 
found ourselves the center of attention.  
What news of the outside world? Dr Connor 
told them of medical advances, and Capt. 
Warrent explained current governments, 
but they seemed less interested in such. 
Technologies mostly were in question.  
What new inventions?  Modes of travel?  
Communication?  I did my best to explain 
those that I could, and even crafted a 
drawing or two.   

During this time of question and 
answer, I was told of a man similar to me.  
Old, they called him, with glass covering 
his eyes and a curious understanding of 
technology from the surface.  He lived out 
on the “Floating Island” a day out into the 
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Field Notes: 



Shallow Sea.  My curiosity peaked, I talked 
my companions into hiring a steamer and 
going to pay this scientist a visit. 

The shallow sea is just that, shallow.  I’m 
told at it’s deepest it’s only around 200 feet, 
with most being only around 100.  Crystal 
clear waters allow you to see great distances 
and depths.  During our day at sea I was 
witness to hundreds of unique species of 
fish, most of which are lost, I believe, to our 
surface oceans.  The steamers crew, however, 
was on constant watch for ocean predators.  
Ocean crocodiles, giant sharks and “snake-
neck fish,” as they called them, were all 
abundant in the sea. 

Finally we arrived.  Sitting in the 
middle of nowhere is the island. I am told it 
is about 200 feet long, but only 60 feet 
wide.  Because the tidal action in this 
shallow sea is only about 10 feet, it is not 
that high above the calm waters.   

At the island we were introduced to Dr. 
Frantz Wilson, Six years out of Boston 
Martine University, and his two assistants, 
Robert Jordan, also of Boston, and a local 
woman, Tra’si.  Together they have spent the 
last several years studying the ocean.   

The “Island” you see is actually an 
ancient dock or port, supported atop a 
hundred barnacle encrusted columns about 
30 foot across.  Each pillar helps support a 
series of interlocking marble tablets, which 
compose the surface of the island.  Add in 
thousands of years of animal life 
depositing residue on the surface, and plant 
life growing in said remains, and you can 
see how this would appear to be a natural 
formation. 

Dr. Wilson is not sure what 

ancient masters created the island, or for 
what purpose it was intended, but he did 
have to share with me one of his wondrous 
discoveries.  You see, he and his assistants 
have created a Diving Bell, made of bronze, 
rubber hosing, and natural resins, with a 
wood bench just above the waterline.  A 
simple crane/block set suspended the bell 
right off the edge of the island, allowing 
him to lower it all the way to the base of the 
columns.  Small, thick glass windows 
provide a view out all sides.  A simple rubber 
hose and bellows provided a constant stream 
of fresh air from the surface.  Amazing. 

In this the three of us descended, Dr. 
Wilson, Myself and the woman, Tra’si.  It 
was an incredible journey, the creatures I 
saw during our descent.  And the 
craftsmanship of the columns, truly 
extraordinary.  But the most amazing 
thing was a light, visible in the shadow of 
the island.  As we got closer I could see it 
was a statue, a merman, much like Poseidon 
of Greek Myth, with a trident in one hand 
and a glowing crystal sphere in the other. 

The statue was uncorrupted, not a 
barnacle or plant grew upon it, and yet all 
around, in this “shadow” of the island were 
thousands upon thousands of giant oysters, 
most perhaps 6 or 7 feet across.  
Extraordinary. 

Our diving bell stopped just feet from the 
bottom, and perhaps 50 feet from the statue.  
Tra’si then slipped into the water and busied 
herself about the oysters, while Dr. Wilson 
and I studied the local animal life and the 
statue.  Bright reef fish were to be seen 
everywhere.  The water pressure, he explained, 
was also about half that should be normally 
found at this depth, and the light from the Page 2 



crystal seemed to promote the growth of reef 
life.  Fascinating. 

As we watched Tra’si and discussed the 
life and statue, a predator suddenly 
appeared out of nowhere.  A Straight-Shelled 
Nautiloid, perhaps 6 feet long, lunged from 
between several oysters and grabbed at 
Tra’si.  Having no weapons on me, and 
having fought such creatures at the salt 
springs, I feared for her safety, but Dr. 
Wilson assured me that all would be well, 
and he was correct.  Within a matter of 
moments the creature was bleeding from a 
dozen knife wounds, and quickly it 
retreated in a cloud of black ink.  Dr. 
Wilson explained that only Nautiloids 
venture into the light of the crystal sphere, 
sharks and plesiosaurs seem to avoid it. 

When Tra’si returned to the bell, she 
calmly held her hand out to me, and placed 
within my hand a half-dozen marbles, 
about the size of a large musketball.  I 
realized that they were Pearls, large and 
flawless.  Astounding.  “Gift” she said to 
me.  On the surface, each would be worth a 
fortune!  

After our return to the surface, several of 
my companions went down with Dr. Wilson 
and Tra’si  in the bell to experience, each 
getting to enjy the wonderful view (and a 
few pearl musketballs).  It was an enjoyable 
experience for everyone. 

It is now the night of my visit to the 
oyster bed and as I scribe this journal entry, 
my companions are engaged in a heated 
debate of which I do not know how to vote.  
Do we continue our journey through this 
Hollow Earth, searching for a way to return 
to the Surface, or do we choose to settle in 

Brian’s wing, staring a new life and giving 
up all hope of ever seeing our loved ones on 
the surface again?  I know I could spend a 
lifetime studying in this city alone, but the 
prospect of what’s beyond the next mountain 
is equally intriguing.  Go or Stay, I do not 
know, and that in itself is fascinating. 

Poseidon’s Garden 
What is the mystery of the statue and oyster 

bed under the “floating island?”  Is it an ancient 
garden, where oysters were grown and 
cultivated or is it just coincidence that they grow 
so beautifully in the light of the statues crystal 
sphere? 

Is the statue that of the ancient Greek god 
Poseidon?  What powers does his glowing 
sphere hold and why are Nautiloids the only 
predators to approach what should be a rich 
feeding ground?  Why is the water pressure 
within the islands “shadow” so much lighter 
then elsewhere?   

As for the Giant Oysters, searching a bed, 
such as those found under the floating island, 
would require a successful (Tough 3) 
Investigation Search, with every two successes 
above that producing an additional pearl.  But 
take care, on a Critical Failure during the search, 
the Oyster being searched has suddenly closed, 
clamping down on the persons arm.  A (Hard 4) 
Feat of Strength is required to pry it back open. 

But take care and be aware when diving such 
beds as the area will likely be rich in ocean life, 
and that means rich in predators as well.  Sharks, 
squid, as well as Ichthyosaurs and Plesiosaurs 
will be hunting under the surface, and 
Pterosaurs may be hunting the skies above. 

As for the size and value, each pearl would 
likely be sized from between a musketball to a 
golf ball, with values possibly ranging into the 
thousands of dollars on the surface-locally they 
would be common and their value extremely 
diminished. 
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