
Hollow Earth Expeditions 

Island of Suun 

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 165 
While enjoying the company of Dr. 

Wilson and his assistants, we were treated 
to a local delicacy, turtle eggs.  But as with 
anything within this Hollow World, these 
were not normal, they were large, no giant, 
turtle eggs.  The one placed in front of me 
was as big around as the fine china my 
grandmother used to serve us on during our 
holiday visits.  Boiled and spiced, with the 
top third cut off, several of us ate from one 
egg, which was quite filling and very 
delicious.  My curiosity being what it is, I 

was able to learn that the eggs come from 
the Village of Walter, on the island of 
Suun, several miles away.  Tra’si 
recognized my “wonderings,” as she called 
it, and offered to boat me there for a day. 

The next morning Tra’si and I departed 
in their small sailing boat, accompanied by 
Dr. Connor and the American Carolyn.  I 
found the voyage calm, and the view 
exceptional, especially as to how crystal 
clear the waters were, but it was Dr. Connor 
who really enjoyed the trip, taking to the 
sails like a youth to a new climbing tree.  It 
turns out our good doctor is something of a 
sailing enthusiast and, having crewed an 
America’s Cup yacht, the “Our Lady’s 
Spirit” out of Boston, he was thrilled to be on 
free waters again.  Fascinating. 

In a short time we arrived at the village of 
Walter, found on the edge of a beautiful 
green island, covered in rolling hills.  
Small and charming, with white stucco 
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houses dotting the shoreline.  It reminded 
me of the fishing villages along the Greek 
coast.  Quite lovely. 

After signing in at the island’s “Visitors 
Lodge,” where we were given permission to 
stay for one day and a rest, we took to the 
streets.  The walk from the docks to the 
fields outside Walter was only about an 
hour.  Everywhere we looked we could see 
grape vines and orchards, covered with 
beautiful white blooms.  Tra’si told us the 
locals are known for fresh grapes and wines 
(I picked up a bottle, need to try out the local 
vintage after all).  The trees appear to be a 
form of Fig.  I was able to purchase a bag to 
share with our companions. 

Beyond the orchards we came to an open 
field dotted with huge moss covered boulders 
as far as the eye could see.  There, Tra’si told 
us, were the turtles.  I did not see one until 
one of the boulders moved.  Slowly and 
gracefully it glided across the valley.  
Huge, perhaps as big as a carriage house.  
Given what we know of tortoises and turtles 
on the surface, Dr. Connor guessed that 
these giants must be thousands of years 
old.  Fascinating. 

For the better part of two hours we walked 
among these steam-engine sized gentile 
giants, even going so far as to climb up on 
the back of a few, though they didn’t seem 
to mind. 

I am told by a local vintner that there are 
no large predators on the island, and only a 
few small ones, so these beasts have been 
able to grow unchecked since their arrival on 
the island.  The danger of this ancient 
species over populating was kept in check by 
their reproductive habits.  It seems that they  
lay their eggs in the sands, and plesiosaurs 

would come up onto the beaches and dig up 
the nests.  Of the thousands of eggs laid 
every year, only a few would survive to 
adulthood, thus keeping the population low.   

Now with the plesiosaur threat all but 
removed, the locals are free to collect the eggs 
for their own use.  Every year spotters mark 
where the eggs are laid, then the entire 
island gets together for a great Egg Hunt.  
Everyone who helps gets a fair share of the 
recovery, or an equal value in trade. They 
incubate some of the eggs to keep the 
population steady, keeping about ten percent 
of the hunt in a hatchery.  Quite ingenious.  

The rich volcanic soils, warm temperate 
climate and good rains here seem ideal for 
plant growth, so these massive vegetarians 
always have an ample supply of food.  It is 
this climate that also brought the farmers 
here, and why their Wines are the best in the 
lands.  With no large predators on the 
island, working the fields offer almost no 
danger.  And thankfully, so I am told, the 
beasts do not care for the taste of the grape 
vines.  Fortunate as I do not believe there is 
fence that could keep then out if they did. 

Although I consider myself something of 
a connoisseur of fine wines, I must admit 
that I was more interested in the Tortoises.  
Fascinatingly gentile beasts, they are a 
wonderful respite in a land of savage 
monsters. 

The Giants Of Suun 
Hatching at almost the size of a basketball, 

and growing at a rate of about 1-inch each year, 
these gentile giants are a true wonder to behold.  
Averaging an adult size of about 30 to 40 feet 
across, and upwards of 12 foot high, they have 
no equal on the island, or perhaps anywhere in 
the Hollow Earth... 


