C U R I O   B A Z A A R

By

Skaldi & Makdi

Featuring : Skovtrolde the Bold

Greetings and Farewell from the Great Wild North!

Every week, from now until our citadel is overrun by fierce nomadic Beastmen, we'll be presenting you, the discriminating barbarian, with an awesome selection of Talislanta's finest tools of doom, death, and destruction, as well as the items needed to defend yourself from all three unpleasant sensations...
Please stay with us, as every week a fresh and confident weapons expert or master-at arms explains the intricacies of close-quarter conniving, long-range  lunging and other combat techniques. Unfortunately, the demands of desperate infighting for morsels of food and water while the siege lasts prevent even   us from lasting long in this profession.  And since we don't have long till the gates are smashed down, this will be a brief column indeed.

Nevertheless, enterprising Sindarans that we are, every week we'll be featuring a newly-discovered or forged item of great power which may soon tip the scales of warfare (on your side, if you act quickly), as well as fiendish new combat survival tactics (we could use some new ones about now).

                                        Skaldi & Makdi

                                        Procurers, Smithsonian Collection

                                        Reporting from the Wilderlands

                                        outpost of Los Alamo.

-----------

This week's daring weapon master is the renowned troll, Skovtrolde the Bold, who will now demonstrate the strategic manoeuvre of Intimidation: 

"Often a fight can be won through sheer willpower, or focusing of /ni/ (as we trolls call it in our gnarled tongue [literally] ) at the opponent's ego. Being tall and imposing certainly doesn't hurt. One must appear as nonchalant as possible, exuding an aura of relaxation, slow confidence and supreme boredom at having to face an obviously inferior foe. It is important not to appear confident and macho, as this quickly exposes a novice attempting a bluff. Displaying a tightly-controlled amount of irritation at being disturbed by the offending challenger will often unnerve an opponent at the outset. Preferably, one should then prepare to enter combat in a lightning-quick manner, to allay any suspicions.  It is at this point of quick attack that a swift retreat must be attempted, if one is weaker or less skilled than the enemy. Even if the enemy has deduced thine ruse, thou shalt be quickly away, as he is expecting an attack from a foolhardy amateur. Don't give him the satisfaction." 

A bold (indeed, foolhardy) example of this tactic was displayed by Skovtrolde moments later when a fully-armoured Saurud managed to breach our defences by being hurled across the walls from a catapult, landing conveniently at our bold friend's feet.  Displaying a surety of purpose unmatched by yours truly, the troll dusted himself off, straightened his helmet in an irritated manner, and was promptly skewered by half a tonne of charging reptilian death. More on this later as events progress...

-----------

This week's Curio Bazaar presents artifacts from the exotic and dangerous Kang Greylands, as well as the collected wisdom of the Mandalan Ancients:

POWTUSK

Appearing as a bizarre amalgam of polished blue steel, traditional Kang war feathers and lizard claws, the Powtusk is wielded much like a bastard sword, but with much more impressive capabilities. The sword is heavy, unbalanced and very difficult to manoeuvre, but this disadvantage is outweighed by it astounding ability to hurl its attached claws at supersonic speed at a nearby enemy. Several razor-sharp claws detach from the hilt, handle and blade areas and imbed themselves deeply into any nearby flesh as if they had been thrown daggers. This magical ability can be restored if additional claws are found and attached once again.

Primitive Kang Artifact.  Price: 7,600+ gold lumens.

[Bastard Sword +2, Flings 1d6 Claws +1 doing 1d4 +1 damage on command ]

SWEET

Appearing as a beautiful jewel-encrusted long-sword, Sweet seems like a warrior's perfect weapon. Unfortunately, as our Thrall Captain found out to his great discomfort, the weapon is cursed by the Black Savants with a fiendish enchantment. This forged spell entices any onlooker (warriors especially) to pick it up, and has a horrible tendency to cause combat mishaps at the worst possible moment. Spells of /object lore/ reveal that the blade was made from the melted bones of fifteen hundred damned souls who had failed pathetically at everything while alive. Among these were thrall accountants, Bodor assassins, Sauran dancers, Quan long-distance runners, and even a Raknid painter!

[Bitter-Sweet : Long sword +1. Random Mishap at worst moment.]

MOLDER

Never having quite understood the queer Mandalan penchant for pacifism, we were nonetheless pleasantly surprised by the unusual device employed by one of our tireless defenders, the Mandalan Monk named Rehlaks. In the heat of a fierce battle, a lone Beastman had managed to jump the front line and hurl himself at the peaceful savant, when all of a sudden the golden monk pulled out and threw a strange looking device at him. The slavering beast twisted and writhed in horrible agony as a small octopedal creature/device pulled on his limbs, tugged his fur, and contorted his body into shapes unimaginable. Within seconds, the fierce killer lay before the Mandalan, twitching and occasionally whimpering with what appeared to be pleasure. The gold-and-silver device had pulled in its many arms and disappeared in Rehlaks' backpack. It took the Beastman seven hours to return to its senses from its completely relaxed state, by which time we had it quite neatly trussed up.

[Mandalan Massager: Magical Artifact, eight legs, gold and silver trimming, Massage Skill 6, DEX +6, SPD +6, Hits 5. Price: 11,230+ G.L.]

Drohem (10/25/2010): this article by Skaldi and Makdi was posted to the archived Talislanta Central website.

