Art and I have played a lot of campaigns, including one extremely long one with the same group of friends, and we've got all sorts of great memories of those sessions. This page will attempt to compile our favorite gaming moments over the past few years. All of them that I can think of are funny (some in a sad way), but we hope you enjoy them.

Players involved: Heath Wheeler as "Kurt", Josh Richardson as "Trent", Chris Oswald as "Chris", and GM Justin Flynn.
Context of event: Chris had been a real asshole ever since he first joined the party by dragon kicking Jeiralius (played by Jeremil Pajel), following that up by stealing money from Kurt (to attempt to prove his thiefly skill, and overtake Kurt, as Chris put it, as the "thief of the party"), and then much later ensnaring Trent with a Sphere of Binding, and finally causing Trent to run for his life by using a Wand of Fear. The character of Chris was also a munchkin, which displeased Justin. Josh and I plotted with Justin to make Chris pay for his crimes.
Memorable Moment: Chris awakes to a pile of broken and twisted metal by his pillow (the remains of his beloved "bindy sphere") with a note that says, "Meet us in the nearby clearing." Trent and Kurt are not in the camp. Chris then wakes everyone else up, hollering and screaming, demanding the party go on a bloodhunt. When the others turn him down, he strikes out alone. Upon entering the clearing, pain explodes in his lower back, and he goes black. When he awakes, he can't move, and Kurt is standing over him. As expected, Chris starts screaming bloody murder, but Kurt tells him to shut up. Kurt berates him, saying things like, "Who's the thief of the party again?" and "Your kung-fu shit didn't get you very far, did it?" while Trent snaps Chris's bo staff, breaks his nunchuks and other wooden weaponry and throws the pieces in the river. Chris blacks out, and when he wakes up, Kurt and Trent are gone. He begins running as fast as he can to catch up with them (for they have already moved out with the rest of the party). At this point, Justin makes a saving throw. Josh, in his infinite wisdom, asks, "Is he gonna have an asthma attack?" (Chris had asthma in order to get some really cool skill, the munchkin idiot). Luckily, Chris doesn't catch on to this bit of double-cross by the GM, and when he collapses from the attack, Chris the person begins yelling and screaming at no one in particular. Just then, what should come out of the forest? That's right, giant spiders (which Chris was deathly afraid of, another munchkin tactic)! Chris was paralyzed with fear, and then just plain paralyzed, as the spiders wrapped him tightly in webbing, and carried him off for later consumption. Whoops, too bad, Chris. Maybe you shouldn't have fucked with someone smarter than you.

Players involved: Heath Wheeler as "Kurt", Chris Oswald as "Dale", NPC "Gorof", and GM Justin Flynn.
Context of event: Chris was absent from this session. None of the players especially liked Dale, so I came up with a great idea to get rid of him. Gorof was a huge hippopotamus-man that was friends with Trent. For some reason, I always saw Gorof in my minds eye as having purplish skin. When Justin informed me that he actually had grey skin, I determined that Kurt should rectify this matter.
Memorable Moment: One night, while everyone is sleeping, Kurt gets up and paints Gorof purple. He is very careful not to wake Gorof up, since that would be bad. After he finishes, he goes over to Dale's bed, paints his hands purple, and puts the brush and paint can next to him. Kurt then sneaks back to bed and goes to sleep. When Gorof wakes up, and discovers his new coat of paint, he becomes extremely angry. He spots Dale, snoozing peacefully with purple paint next to him, and does the only thing a 9 foot tall hippo-man would do in this situation: he crushes Dale's head like a watermelon. For those of you counting at home, that's two of Chris's characters that have been brutally murdered by no idle roll of the dice. And, in case you're wondering, we told Chris that Dale died valiantly holding off a group of storm giants while the party fled to safety.

Players involved: Heath Wheeler as "Kurt", Josh Richardson as "Trent", Chris Oswald as "Alec", and GM Justin Flynn.
Context of event: By this time, which was very late in the campaign, Chris had left our gaming group. By left, I mean that Justin and I finally got tired of his bullshit, and ditched his ass. Josh had left as well, but only because he had moved away. Alec was an alchemist of sorts, with a specialty in explosives. I bet you know where this is going.
Memorable Moment: The party is flying along on their magic carpet, high above the forest. Alec is fiddling with one of his newly crafted explosive devices. Kurt asks him if he can see it. Alec happily agrees, and even shows him how to arm it. Kurt does so, and then jams the device down Alec's pants. Trent gives Alec a hard shove in the chest, pushing him backwards off the magic carpet. Alec hurtles through the empty air, and explodes halfway down. Gore rains down on the forest below. By the way, that's 3 dead characters for Chris, and he only had 5.

Players involved: Jeremil Pajel as "Peter", NPC "Alice", NPC Ice Dragon, and GM Justin Flynn.
Context of event: This took place just a few sessions before I joined the campaign as Kurt, and just a few days after I met Justin and the group. Peter was a bard (gaaay), and Alice was his henchwoman/girlfriend (yeah, right). For some reason, the party ran into an Ice Dragon, near a very high, steep cliff's edge. I don't remember why, maybe Justin just wanted to see somebody get killed.
Memorable Moment: The party is fighting for their lives against a vicious Ice Dragon. They seem to be making some headway in the fight, when the dragon spins around suddenly, sweeping it's great tail at the party. Everyone has the presence of mind to duck the attack, except for Alice, who is hit squarely in the chest. She flies backward off the edge of the cliff, and is dashed on the rocks below. Peter, seeing this, loses control and charges the dragon. As he comes within reach, the dragon bites Peter clean in two with a mighty snap of its jaws. The dragon swallows Peter's torso, and then goes back for the rest. After that travesty, Jeremil had to roll up a new character, Jeiralius, who will be dealt with next.

Players involved: Jeremil Pajel as "Jeiralius".
Context of event: We were nearing the end of the very first campaign I was a part of, and this was when the shit had really hit the fan, and there were demons, and a big bad dude (I think it was called a Glabrazu) was going to summon more from the Abyss, I think, and we had to stop him. But first, we had to deal with his hench-demons, one of which was a gargoyle-type demon called a Nabasu. I think that Jeremil wasn't at this session, but then again, maybe he was. It's a lot funnier if he was, because this wasn't planned. On a side note, one of Chris' characters was a half-ogre named Toby. Since Chris played him as being developmentally disabled (apparently), he had a habit of calling this particular demon a "Nabisco." God, I hate Chris.
Memorable Moment: The party was fighting the Nabasu, and I'm not sure what Jeiralius did, but it turned its attention to him at some point, and with a mighty swing of its claws, sliced Jeiralius' arms clean off. At this point, he went into shock, and the Nabasu picked him up and carried him off to eat later, I suppose.

Players involved: Justin Flynn as "Unknown", and GM Heath Wheeler.
Context of event: Ahh, the beginning of the so-called "POotA" games, or Pulled Out of the Ass, as we affectionately call them. Some background on these types of games: the story and characters are more or less forgettable, and there is no die-rolling. Everything is thought up on the spot, since the game only lasts for a short while. They span anywhere from 15 minutes to a few hours, but once they're over, they're over; no revisiting the setting or characters, ever. A lot of crazy shit usually happens in these types of games, since the PCs aren't so attached to their characters to get pissed about them dying or being dismembered. Justin and I have played many of these together, and on occasion we've played them with Josh and others. This particular game took place at a high school football game. Lord knows why we were there (watching the Stagg football team play just about anybody, for those of you who don't know, is akin to watching a homeless man get beaten to death by professional wrestlers), but as our team was losing terribly, we quickly lost interest in the game, and started playing some POotA. I don't remember the name or profession of Justin's character, but that's not important. He found himself in a forest, and after some walking, came upon a clearing, in which a stone church-like building stood.
Memorable Moment: Justin's character opens the door, and it's completely dark inside except for a single shaft of light from a high window. The light is shining on an open book resting on a pedestal. The book is glowing slightly. Sounds important, right? Well, Justin's character decides to walk over to the book and starts ripping pages out at random. Such is the course of the POotA games.

Players involved: Heath Wheeler as "Gargoyle", and GM Justin Flynn.
Context of event: I remember that we played this game during a period of Mrs. Baker's Pre-Calc class. This was definitely the best part of that class. Anyway, my character was a gargoyle. He had just been thrown out of a bar because they didn't serve "freaks". As he was walking down the road, a pair of bright lights quickly approached.
Memorable Moment: The lights belonged to a speeding van (this game was set in medieval times). The van screeched to a stop near the gargoyle, and a number of ogres in lab coats poured out, surrounding him. They then jabbed a syringe into his arm, and he went night-night. When the gargoyle woke up, he was sitting in a tree. He climbed down, and was greeted by a flashlight in the face, blinding him. He heard a man yell, "Drop the weapon or I'll shoot!" The gargoyle stumbled around, trying to get away from the light. "Freeze! Don't move, you son of a bitch!" The gargoyle continued to stagger about, waving his arms wildly in front of him. Shots rang out, and the gargoyle took a few slugs in the chest and head, killing him. The bell had just rung in real life, and we needed to get the hell out of the classroom. Heh.

Players involved: Heath Wheeler as "Darkshade", NPC Vampire.
Context of event: This campaign was fairly recent (as of late 2003). My character, known only by the alias Darkshade, was a member of a secret organization of assassins. The story, as I remember it, was about a clan of vampires who were seeking an artifact. If they found it and used it, they would essentially rule the world. Since that would be bad, I was enlisted by the city leadership (a group of powerful wizards) to stop them. So one night, one of the vampires broke into my apartment and offered me a deal.
Memorable Moment: The vampire asked me some questions, which I answered vaguely, but apparently to his satisfaction, for he then held out a dagger. He said that it was capable of penetrating any defense, natural or magical, and would allow me to kill the head wizard. With him gone, the others would be easy pickings. The dagger rested in his outstretched hand, the hilt pointed towards me. I eyed it for a moment, then took the dagger. With the other hand, I grabbed the vampire by the wrist, and pulled him towards me, plunging the dagger into his chest. He gurgled, and "died". Before he could come back, I cut his head off and burned the body. When I asked Justin about it later, he said he thought that I was going to accept the vampire's offer, and turn on the wizards. I told him that I had seriously considered it, but since the vamp was holding the dagger that way, I couldn't resist the opportunity. Darkshade was a real bastard.

