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Game On!

Are we on? Is the sound okay with all 
the noise? All right never mind, I’ll just 
yell. Let’s do this.

This is Adelaide Baxter live at Gothic 
Stadium, where two of the proudest 
teams in Kaosball history will be 
fighting for one last chance at post-
season survival in just under one 
hour. Only one playoff spot is left 
for the taking, and only the winner 
of this game will have a shot at the 
Kaosball Cup. For the other, and their 
legions of dedicated fans, all hope of a 
championship berth dies tonight.

For the visiting Mount Clobberton 
Ogres, raw power has always been the 
first and last resort. You can already 
hear their cheering section chanting: 
“Might makes right! Might makes 
right!” But after a disappointing 
season for the usually dominant Ogres 

this year, they’re now in a do-or-die 
situation. This team’s confidence is 
nothing short of legendary, but what 
can you do when your whole world 
revolves around the idea that strength 
is all you need in life... and then your 
strength fails?

The hometown Götterdämmerung 
Fangs had the strongest start in the 
league this year. No-one doubted the 
graceful and deadly vampire team 
would be a top contender for the Cup. 
Then, fans watched in horror as their 
commanding lead in the standings 
deteriorated week after week. Was 
it vanity? Politics? Infighting? At this 
point it just doesn’t matter anymore, 
because tonight they face the possibility 
of elimination against a team that 
represents everything they despise. For 
the Fangs be knocked out of contention 
by the Ogres would be a humiliating, 
brutal blow against their pride, that 
could take years to recover from.
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Now, both of these teams have earned 
tonight’s chance at the playoffs 
because it can be just about impossible 
to mount any kind of sustained assault 
against them. Charge the Ogres’ line 
and they’ll stomp you all the way 
out into the stands. Fight the Fangs 
and they’ll drain your blood to heal 
themselves. But there’s a lot of blood 
in an Ogre, and they won’t go down 
as easy as the usual prey. The Fangs’ 
unearthly speed and agility will give 
them an advantage in controlling the 
field, but will they be able to stop the 
Ogres from simply throwing them 
away from the scoring mounds and 
denying them any chance to get on the 
scoreboard? It’s nearly impossible to 
get any kills against these teams, but 
victory might just come down to who 
gets the most. Even a single kill could 
make the difference.

They’re just about to announce 
tonight’s Ringers! There will be three 
of them up for bids tonight, and hiring 
one of these mercenary superstars 
could be the key to breaking a 

defensive deadlock for both teams... 
Macho Libre is up; he could be crucial 
for the Fangs. If they can’t score often, 
they’d better score big. He’s died early 
in a few games this year, but with the 
power of blood to heal him he could... 
There’s Panda Monium, who might 
make a big difference if any other 
matchup were playing tonight and... 
The Butcher! Listen to that crowd! The 
Butcher is up for bids, the deadliest 
killer in the game today! This might 
be it, folks! Blood regeneration and 
massive size won’t save anybody 
from that man! But the real question 
isn’t which team will hire him, but how 
much will they have to pay? Without 
money for bribes or upgrades, things 
could get ugly if anyone overspends! 
This crowd is now absolutely wild as 
the teams take to their dugouts and 
all eyes  turn to the coaches who will 
make the choices that spell victory or 
defeat in the next four short periods! 
Ladies and gentlemen, IT! IS! ON!

3
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ThE TEAmS 
OF KAOSBAll

“Ladies and gentlemen, boys and 
girls from around the globe and 
beyond, I’m George Valentine 
coming to you from the one and only 
Kaosball Network, bringing you the 
finest coverage, the most incisive 
analysis, and the hottest interviews 
with the players, ringers and coaches 
both on and off the crossfield.”
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“This is George 
Valentine 
for KBN 
just outside 
the locker 
rooms here 
in Templeton, 
and speaking 
with Amazon 

head coach Maya. Ma’am, with the 
Amazons’ victory this afternoon, 
they have secured the best record 
in the league for the second year 
running, and yet there seems to 
be very little noise coming from 
the locker room area. Is everything 
all right with the team?”

“Everything’s exactly as it ought 
to be, Valentine. One season 
ends, another begins.”

“No celebration?”

“Oh hell yeah, we’re gonna be 
celebrating. But not here at the 
field. Here, it’s all business.”

“Are there any issues with morale?”

“Look, Valentine. We’re not eight 
feet tall here. We don’t suck 
blood and we don’t fart fire. We 
didn’t get to be the best in this 
game by celebrating. We got to 

Contrary to popular belief, the Ama-
zons did not lead way in integrating 
the league . The first mixed teams 
actually played in Samaria, but the 
Amazons were the first to play at the 
highest level with an all-female team . 
They get a lot of praise and catch a 
lot of heat for this, but the players 
actually reflect the demographics of 
Templeton quite closely .

“There’s always been a gender im-
balance in Templeton, for a lot of 
reasons,” Maya, the Amazon’s head 
coach says . “It only made sense to fill 

out the team with women. And why 
not? We’ve got a great focus on the 
fundamentals, and we play every bit 
as hard as the other teams. I don’t 
see why we’re still making a big deal 
of this. We’re more than competitive 
and have been for years.”

Indeed they have . The Amazons are 
the reigning KBL Champions, last 
year they managed to win the Cup 
while maintaining the best overall 
record in the league . Moreover, the 
Amazon’s physicality has forced a 
number of other teams to change 
their tactics . They have not only 
proven themselves, they’ve stamped 
their distinctive style on the game 
itself .

TEMPLETO
N
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be the best through hard work, 
training, discipline and guts. You 
know what’s good for morale 
when you put everything you’ve 
got into the game? Victory.”

“The Amazons’ reflexes and 
versatility have certainly brought 
them a great many victories, 
and a great many fans as well, 
both male and female.”

“Well, you don’t have to be a 
woman to live like a warrior.”

“Is it a political statement to-”

“Valentine, seriously. Keep your 
politics out of my game. Yeah, we’re 
women, but that’s not the point. 
The point is we’re the best, and 
we’re going to fight like [CENSORED] 
to stay on top. That’s all anyone 
needs to know. Interview’s over.”

“We run fast and hit hard,” captain 
Anaea happily says . “If other teams 
don’t like that, maybe they should 
take up a less physical pastime. Like 
embroidery.” Verbal jabs aside, the 
Amazon’s skillful physical punches 
have made them a dangerous team 
to play against and often landed 
them in hot water with the league’s 
disciplinary committee .

“They can do what they like,” outside 
runner Melousa says . “As long as we 
stay within the rules—and we do—all 
they can do is wag their fingers at us 
and say, ‘bad girl.’ [Laughs] Let ‘em. 
This is how you win Kaosball!”
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“Who the HELL do you 
think you are!?”

“Aah! I’m here for an interview with –”

“So the man in the suit thinks 
he can just waltz right in 
wherever he pleases, eh?”

“What? No! I – ”

“Wait, wait, 
you’re the man 
on the TV. How 
much did the 
MAN pay you 
to spy on us?”

“Nothing! I 
mean – ”

“You don’t get paid to be on TV?”

“Of course I – ”

Some claim that Kaosball originated 
in Samaria . The Barbarians don’t dis-
pute that, and indeed, their rough and 
violent style of play has defined the 
sport for generations . Only in the last 
few decades have other approaches 
significantly altered the style of play, 
but amid all these shifts, the Barbar-
ians’ straightforward approach has 
kept them entertaining to watch and 
perennial contenders for the Chalice .

“We’re not afraid to get in and mix it 
up,” former captain Vortigern, now 
Director of Player Affairs at the club, 
has said . “This is how most of us grew 
up playing Kaosball, how it’s played in 
the parks and back alleys of  Samaria, 

and that’s how we’re going to play it 
on the professional pitch. It’s a pun-
ishing game, and that’s how we play 
it. The old way; the right way.”
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“I knew it! How much did 
you sell out for? What was 
your price, little man?”

“I... I’m just an employee of the – ”

“You mean slave! You’re a slave 
is what you are! A slave to the 
system! You’re no different from 
us, don’t you get it? This world is 
run by corrupt powers, worshipping 
their gods of money and power and 
conformity! Do you want the world 
to be like that? I said DO YOU!?”

“Uh... no?”

“No! Because you have a soul, 
damn it! And when you see the 
decadence wrought by the lords 
of the Earth, there can be only 
one answer: DESTROY! Let your 
blood and rage be the fuel that 
burns them to the ground!

“Oh I see, so you want to 
destroy... what, exactly?”

“The best thing in life is to 
smash their puny machinations, 
see them driven before you, 
and hear the lamentations of 
their corrupt masters! That’s 
when you know you’re alive!

Punishing indeed . The Barbarians 
consistently have the highest num-
ber of players on the injured and 
disabled lists (and one of the best 
sports  medicine staff in the world, 

consequently), but they have a well- 
deserved reputation of giving as good 
as they get or better . Since Kaosball’s 
physical nature supports their style, 
they rarely have discipline problems . 
The way they play often carries its 
own consequences .

“Other teams target us I think.,” out-
side runner Theoderic says . “I think 
they want to see if we’re as tough, or 
as good as they heard. I’ve had three 
or four guys come at me all at once, 
even when I didn’t have a ball, and 
I swear they were looking to Prove 
a point. They got theirs, believe you 
me, they learned to believe what they 
heard”

Whatever the case, the Barbarians’ 
willingness to break heads as they 
pick up points has earned them few 
friends across the league . Injuries in 
Barbarian games average 37% high-
er than any games without them, and 
they like that . “Is that a problem,” 
current captain Odoacer asks . “It’s 
Kaosball. What do you expect?”
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“I’m speaking 
with Stalwart 
Jack, head 
coach of the 
Boomtown 
Cowboys, who 
are currently 
enjoying a 
brilliant season.”

“[CENSORED] yeah! …Haha, you’re 
totally going to censor that. I can 
see the sound guy squirming.”

“I have to ask; how much of your 
team’s success would you say is to 
do with the recent legalization of the 
use of firearms on the crossfield?”

“Well first off, it’s hardly legalized. 
We had to work our [CENSORED] 
off for the conceal and carry 
permits, and even then it only 
covers these lame regulation 
short-range nerf toys.”

[SOUND OF REVOLVER 
BEING COCKED]

“I’m just countin’ the days until 
the gutless fools in the KRC* 
appeal the whole damn ruling.”

“Indeed. But how do you respond 
to the allegations that you’d be far 
less successful without the guns?”

“This stadium ain’t big enough for 
all of us.” These famous words, first 
spoken over eighty years ago when 
the Cowboys hosted their first top-
level Kaosball game, ring as true now 
as they ever did . The Cowboys live 
this idea, on and off the field . Their di-
rect approach to playing the game is 
often frustrating to opposing teams, 
especially the more finesse-oriented 
squads . The Cowboys think of this as 
refreshing, however .

“How often have you seen sneaky, 
tricky varmints try to hornswoggle 
some greenhorn out of a game? That 
ain’t right, and we won’t stand for it 
around these parts,” the Cowboy’s 
coach, “Handlebar” Bob is fond of 
saying . “We’re straight shooters—
literally—and we’re hear to win. We 
play the game. I don’t think it’s too 
much to ask for everybody else to do 
the same.”

B
O

OMTOW

N
 

(*Kaosball Regulatory Commission)
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“Ah, it’s typical. We had ourselves 
an almost perfect playoff last 
year, speared to death by them 
Amazons – and what’s the deal 
with them siege grade weapons 
bein’ completely ignored? Well 
now, we outplayed the [CENSORED] 
out of every team, even without 
taking kills into consideration. 
Tripled the Ogres in major scores 
in that second last game o’ the 
playoffs all by itself! But yeah, of 
course it’s all about the guns.”

“You don’t think it’s a 
fair assessment.”

“What do YOU think, Valentine? 
Our record speaks for itself. 

Doesn’t matter how many dumbass 
superhero dragon, archangel, troll or 
daemon teams you throw at us, we 
can match them score for score, foul 
for foul and play for play. And hell 
yeah we bring us some ordinance; 
it’s a great equalizer when you ain’t 
born with some kinda cockamamie 
magic power. We’ll take ‘em all on, 
pull up our own damned bootstraps 
and drive it home to the win.”

“The Cowboys’ record 
speaks loudly indeed.”

“First bit of sense you’ve made 
all evening. Don’t get sucked in 
by the propaganda, Valentine. 
The truth is on the scoreboard.”

Too many teams, however, don’t 
see it that way . The number of com-
plaints lodged against the Cowboys 
is exceeded only by the Warlocks, 
and though the Boomtown boys take 
it calmly and in stride .

“They’re just jawing,” says Bob with 
a dismissive wave . “They’ve got no 
good arguments, no real complaints, 
so they feel the need to moan. We 
ain’t breaking no rules, and we ain’t 
changing our ways. Kaosball ain’t a 
sport you can dress up. It ain’t chang-
ing and neither are we; over our dead 
bodies.” 
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 “This is George 
Valentine 
reporting for 
KBN in the 
locker room 
of the New 
Purgatory 
Daemons, 
where the 
scene is 

absolute bedlam – The entire team 
is roaring and bellowing as from 
the very depths of the Pit because 
word has just come down from 
the KBC* that the controversial 
tactic of setting fire to areas of the 
crossfield has been ruled legal for 

regulation league play – I’m here 
with head coach Mister Jinx, the 
only person in this room who is not 
on fire at the moment – Mister Jinx, 
how do you respond to the ruling?”

“It was a wise decision indeed.”

[INAUDIBLE DUE TO NOISE] “... 
another tremendous roar from the 
team at that – Mister Jinx, there have 
been accusations that this ruling was 
influenced by infernal powers...”

“HA HA HA HA HAAAAA!”

The motto over the gates of their 
home stadium reads, “Abandon all 
Hope,” but the slogan over the Dae-
mon’s locker room door says it better: 
“The baddest boys.” And indeed they 
are . Taken from a stray description 
by a commentator decades ago (and 
well before the sport became mixed 
gender), the Daemons have fully and 
gleefully embraced their roles as vil-
lains .

“No one likes us, and we like that,” 
their supporters chant at every game, 
and both they and the team mean it . 
“We’re the ones you love to hate,” 
team captain Abraxas has said . “And I 
love that. It’s good. I mean, everybody 
gets excited when you play that team 
that you really hate. And if we’re that 
team for everybody else, well, then 
people are always excited. I mean, 
they’re never happy to see us arrive, 
but we always draw a big crowd.”

They do, making the Daemons a 
sought-after team for exhibition 
matches and promotional initiatives; 
they have the highest percentage 
of players with large endorsement 
contracts of any team in the league . 

(*Kaosball Regulatory Commission)
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[INAUDIBLE DUE TO DEMONIC 
LAUGHTER] “...some who have 
suggested that this ruling will 
be of greater benefit to the 
Daemons than to other league 
teams, how do you respond?”

“What is good for the Daemons is 
good for Kaosball, Mister Valentine. 
We are the villains of the League. 
We are the visiting team every 
home town fan comes to see. 
They cannot bear to watch us 
burn their heroes to ashes, and 
they cannot look away. Did you 
see the inscription atop the gates 
of our arena as you came in?”

“Yes, the famous ‘abandon all hope’.”

“Did you suppose that was merely a 
marketing slogan, Mister Valentine?”

“I... No, certainly not.”

“Even in the hearts of the most 
sanctimonious is a simple truth: 
there can be no light without 
darkness. It is darkness that defines. 
Fire and villainy, that is what our 
fans and our foes expect of us. 
And we do  hate to disappoint.”

There’s evidence, too, that the emo-
tions they inspire in their audiences 
actually increase the potency of the 
kaos balls . “Everybody gets a charge, 
a bigger charge, out of playing us,” 
Daemon’s general manager Kroni says . 
“Good crowds, good energy, good 
 entertainment. What more do you 
want out of Kaosball? I mean besides 
bloodshed .”

The Daemons consistently skirt the 
edges of legal play, often exploiting 
the loose interpretations of Kaosball’s 
already loose rules, both to win and 
to increase the entertainment value 
of their games . Their latest tactic—
grudgingly ruled legal at the begin-
ning of last season—is the spreading 
of fires across the field . Their own 
innate or imbued resistance to flame 
makes this a hazardous only for 
 opponents, and the Daemons exploit 
this advantage ruthlessly .

“We’re not here to make friends. 
We’re not here hold hands and plant 
flowers,” according to inside runner 
Daeva, whose attitude nicely sums 
up her team . “We’re here to win; to 
take as points and dish out punish-
ment! And if you get burnt… . at least 
you got burnt on TV!”
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“George 
Valentine 
here at the... 
eh... boudoir 
of Fangs 
head coach 
Methusela...”

“Leave him be, 
my children.”

[VAMPIRES HISSING]

“We feed on our enemies, 
not our guests.”

“Good gracious!”

“Please do pardon the young ones’ 
enthusiasm, Mister Valentine. It has 
been several days since our last 
game, and they have grown hungry.”

“Indeed, indeed. I, uh, have a rather 
peculiar question for you sir, and I 
do hope I will not cause offense.”

The Fangs claim a longer history than 
their current team represents . Origi-
nally founded almost a century ago 
as the Dark Hunters, the club that 
would become the Fangs suffered 
from financial and management dif-
ficulties, poor on-field performance, 
and went dormant off and on for long 
periods . Some new blood breathed 
life back into the team’s corpse just 
over a decade ago, as part of Got-
terdamerung’s general revival, and 
the reinvigorated club has crept from 
the shadows to become a terror on 
modern Kaosball fields .

“No one saw it coming,” Zandor said, 
the just retired manager who or-
chestrated the Fang’s gradual rise to 
dominance on the field . 

“Gotterdamerung hadn’t had a real, 
pro team for so long that, when we 
first appeared on the scene, nobody 
knew anything about us. We caught 
everyone off guard.”
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“We are ancient. The words 
of mere mortals can neither 
please us nor offend us.”

“The Fangs are known and feared 
through the KBL for their habit of... 
feeding upon opposing players 
to heal their own injuries. My 
question, sir, is whether there 
is a particular team you most 
enjoy... playing against.”

“Ahhh. So many flavours. The 
delicious self-righteousness of 
the Paragons, the fiery passion 
of the Daemons, the purity and 
cleanliness of the Amazons, the 
lusty fullness of the Ogres... No, 
I’m afraid I could never choose a 
single favourite. They are all quite 
delectable, and there are none we 
would wish to go without. Oh, except 
the goblins. Eugh, gross me out.”

That aura of mystery still haunts 
the Fangs . One of the few teams to 
exclusively field local players, their 
opponents are continually surprised 
by what the Fangs can do . Their 
controversial tactic of “recruiting” 
opponents to their team contributes 
greatly to this . “No one knows us. 

No one understands us,” current 
manager Kravic often says with a 
dangerous edge to her voice . “Some 
few of them, the worthy ones, we’re 
willing to educate through pleas-
ant methods. The rest must learn 
through pain.”

What most people have learned, 
though, is that the Fangs are a force 
to be reckoned with. Two time Chal-
ice winners, they have changed the 
face of league in subtle but unques-
tionably dramatic fashion . “Nobody 
wants to play us,” switch runner 
Orarc said after their last match . “But 
everyone we want joins. In the end.”
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“This is (cough) 
George 
Valentine in the 
locker room 
of (cough-
wheeze)”

“Wossa matter 
Valentine? Not 
so comfy, eh?”

“Fine, fine thank you.”

“Oh, dat’s noice. You don’t 
mind de smell, den?”

“Eh, quite all right, I’m sure.”

“Dat’s funny, we all fink it 
[CENSORED] stinks in ‘ere.”

[RAUCOUS LAUGHTER]

“Guess you ain’t used to nice 
smellin’ air, eh mister posh 
[CENSORED] Valentine?”

The Goblins approach Kaosball with 
much the same attitude they ap-
proach life: we don’t care what you 
think of us, and we’ll do things our 
own way . Worstshire’s reputation as 
a rough and rowdy town with little 
to recommend it stems from the fact 
that a wide variety of the dejected, 
destitute, and disenfranchised made 
their homes there . The hard scrabble 
nature of Worstshire has eased only a 
little as the citizens got their feet un-
der them, and its reputation remains, 
but the inhabitants have turned both 
into virtues .

The Goblins epitomize this spirit . 
Though made up exclusively of the 
diminutive, green creatures, every 
citizen of Worstshire who packs their 
stadium or spills out of the hundreds 
of establishments that show each 
game, screams like a maniac to see 
“their” team swamp their opponents .
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“Eh, so I’m here with head coach Dru 
of the Worstshire Goblins, a team 
that clearly marches to its own drum 
and no other. Ma’am, has life here 
in Worstshire had an influence on 
your team’s... unique style of play?”

“You mean ‘ow we can’t hit 
worth a damn or tackle worth 
a [CENSORED] and we can still 
mosh the ever-loving [CENSORED] 
out o’ the lot of ‘em?”

“Well, yes. In fact, I was wondering if 
you could tell me precisely where in 
Afghanistan Worstshire is located-”

“Ey, boys! I do believe Mister 
Valentine ‘ere was lookin’ for a 
tour of the stadium! Da special 
tour! Includin’ the old lavatories!”

“Oh! Unhand me at once! 
Ruffians! Help!”

“Nobody plays like us,” says Grimnak, 
the Goblins’ manager . “Most teams 
would never even think to try. We 
don’t need no captain, no plan. They 
all know what to do; heh, try telling 
them otherwise. No matter how it 
looks to anyone else, we understand 
this game. We don’t care what any-
one thinks, and we keep winning.”

The Goblins have perhaps the high-
est turnover rate among their players 
of any team in the league, but they 
rarely seem to suffer for it . Never 
short of new recruits, the team can 
always throw runners onto the field . 
Their size makes it possible for them 
to pack in tightly and move Kaosballs 
among themselves very effectively . 
More than one opponent has de-
scribed playing against the Goblins 
as like groping blind through a fog: 
you never quite get what you’re after, 
and there’s always something lurking 
to stab you in the knee .
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“George Valentine here in 
the basement locker room of 
the Hellcats. It has rather the 
feel of a war museum.”

“The only reason you’re alive 
right now, reporter, is the no-kill 
amendment to our season contract.”

“I’ve been told you’re no 
friend of the press.”

“Kaosball is war. Everybody 
knows that. And the last thing 
you need when you’re in the 
zone is some pansy embedded 
journalist getting you tagged 
out of retarded curiosity.”

“Coach … Master, is it?”

“The Master. Tick tock!”

“Yes, yes! It’s just so rare to get the 
opportunity to speak with you on 
air, and the fans are so very hungry 
for the chance to hear from you. 
What can you tell us about your 
scoring game? Your tackles are so 
dominating that you’re able to score 
by standing atop your fallen enemies.

“There you go. Sounds like you 
know everything already.

“But how is it done? I’ve reviewed 
hours of playback, and I still can’t…”

Likely the enduring image of the 
Hellcats, for good or ill, is the end 
of the KBL Championship finals two 
years ago, when Hellcat standout 
Peachy Fuzz, covered in grime and 
blood, stood atop the remains of the 
last Trolls’ bruiser and popped her 
bubblegum . The take-no-crap, give-
no-damn attitude the Hellcats dis-
play is a pure outgrowth of Felinia’s 
blue collar, industrial past .

““My girls love to fight,”” says Hellcat 
coach The Master . “We scratch, claw, 
and bite our way to victory, because 
we’re warriors, but that doesn’t mean 
we’re not cute. So we show it off. Some 
people ask if our uniform is a tactic. 
My lips are sealed.” This combination 
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“Classified. Next?”

“Erm…do you have a general 
strategy against the tougher 
teams? The ones that can’t easily 
be tackled into submission?”

“It’s no big deal. I’m sure their 
playbook looks all solid on paper, 

but you bring 
that ivory 
tower thinking 
to the field, 
and it falls 
apart quick 
as a misstep 
through a 
landmine 

field. I can see all your moves 
from ten mikes away. I love how 
everyone thinks there are all 
these subtle rules to the game. 
The rules are simple: there are 
no rules. Follow your instinct, 
trust the team, watch your six.”

“Coach Master, thank you so 
much for your time. Do you—“

“Okay, girls, playtime over! 
Form rank, move out. HIKE!”

of rough attitude and slick style has 
brought the Hellcats a legion of fans 
from across the league and more than 
their share of detractors as well .

Few of the latter can question the 
Hellcat’s performance, though . The 
team has posted a winning record 
for the last six years—narrowly losing 
the Chalice championship game four 
years ago and winning it two years 
back . Most of the complaints seem 
to center around how the Hellcats do 
what they do .

“Meh, whatever,” The Master says, 
shrugging off the topic whenever it 
comes up . “They can say what they 
want. Kaosball’s a competition, like 
everything else. When we’re out 
there, we’re going to make sure we’re 
playing our best and looking our best. 
That’s how it’s done.” 



K a o s  B a l l  l e a g u e

“George Valentine here at the 
New Victoria gasworks, where 
the inventors of the famous...”

[EXPLOSION]

“No need to panic, chaps, just call 
the lads at the fire department 
again! Good gracious me, is that the 
saintly George Valentine there?”

“Why yes sir, and you would be the 
gentleman they call The Surgeon.”

“Indeed my good sir. I would 
be very pleased to answer any 
questions you may have.”

“Thank you very kindly. Now, the 
Klockwerks are relative newcomers 
to the Kaosball League. You bring 
with you a remarkable ingenuity 
and a refusal to participate in any 
corporate endorsement contracts.”

“Quite so, sir. We build all of our 
equipment from scratch.”

“But with even a modicum of 
corporate funding, you could 
afford to use proper firearms 
instead of your makeshift Tesla-coil 
weapons. You could attack from 
a distance, and there would be 
far less danger of... explosions.”

Kaosball, as New Victoria fans will 
be quick to point out, is a game that 
requires players to balance skill with 
power and planning with improvisa-
tion . It thus requires exactly the 
right mix of daring, intelligence, 
and  cunning . No one, they maintain, 
epitomizes this like the Klockwerks .

“We’re on a different level,” Ham-
mersmit, leader of the Kaos Klocks 
supporters’ group, says . “The 
amount of preparation, the level of 
planning, the degree of skill, every-
thing. Other teams just don’t un-
derstand us, they can’t understand, 
because we’re operating on a totally 
different plane. It’s much too intri-
cate to try and explain.”

Many within the Klockwerks’s or-
ganization might agree . No team in 
the league has a more extensive or 
advanced training and medical crew, 
better scouting personnel, or spends 
nearly as much money on the finer 
details of preparation and recruit-
ment .
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“Yes yes yes, 
my good man, 
but there 
would also be 
ever so much 
less FUN! The 
courage to go it 
your own way 
carries through 

into many endeavours, and the 
pleasure of a thing made by your 
own hands far exceeds any bruises 
or blackened faces along the way.”

“Some of your opposition have found 
themselves rather red-faced following 
their matches with the Klockwerks.”

“Indeed sir, playing for the sheer 
sport of it affords us a degree 
of enjoyment that few others 
in the league can claim.”

“We’re looking for smart and savvy 
players, people who can think on 
their feet and synch with their team-
mates in an almost intuitive way,” 
says Klaud Vigors, the Klockwerk’s 
head of Player Affairs . “We have very 
high standards and stringent require-
ments, but I think it’s obvious that the 
result shows on the field. We have a 
quality, a consistency, and a level of 
play that you just don’t find at most 
other clubs.”

The Klockwerks’ combination of 
frenetic pace and controlled energy 
makes for a unique game to watch 
and play against, but it’s their willing-
ness to bring incredible force to bear 
that most of their opponents always 
come back to . “They’re just jealous,” 
long-time Klockwerk manager Peter 
Kobbles said in a candid interview . “If 
they understood what we were do-
ing, that would be one thing. But they 
don’t get it. All they see is the flash 
and the bang. They get distracted by 
the explosions and miss the finesse 
that goes into using them properly. 
It’s telling, I think, that so many teams 
and managers are hung up on the 
form and totally miss the substance.” 
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The Lycanthropes are the new kids on 
the Kaosball block, founded only three 
years ago and beginning only their 
second season in the league . The motto 
over their locker room sums up their 
attitude toward the significant chal-
lenges ahead of them: “Adapt or die .” 
Few teams are better equipped to do 
that than these shapeshifters .

The Lycanthropes are the brainchild of 
Moonshire millionaire Doctor Wes Her-
bertson . For years, he pursued every 
avenue possible to bring top-level Ka-
osball to his home city, but the league 
always denied his claim, saying that 
he had nothing new to contribute . Dr . 
Herbertson never accepted that, and 
with the perfection of the team’s secret 
formula in his laboratories, he finally 
had something new . The Lycanthropes 

“Professor! 
Professor! 
George 
Valentine, 
Kaosball 
Network.”

“Yes, I know 
who you are.”

“Professor, the KRC* is conducting 
an investigation into the effects of 
various performance-enhancing 
drugs, and among the drugs under 
investigation is the Moon Serum used 
by the Moonshire Lycanthropes to – ”

“All right, first of all, it’s not a 
drug. Got it? Not a drug. It’s an 
organic extract overlaid with a 
nerve growth factor tonic and 
lycanthropoid DNA enhancement 
amino matrix. Not a drug.”

“Well, its effects are certainly 
dramatic, and considering the 
massive change in size and 
strength, there are concerns 
that this may constitute an 
unfair advantage in play.”

“Unfair? You know what’s unfair? 
It’s unfair that by some stupid, 
random genetic lottery, one person 
is stronger or dumber or fatter 

(*Kaosball Regulatory Commission)
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played several exhibition matches and 
dominated even professional teams . 
This time, when the league came to 
him, Dr . Herbertson drove a hard bar-
gain, but finally had his franchise .

“We’re unlike most teams…obviously,” 
says Lycanthropes coach Professor . 
“We’ve got attitude, sure, and a good 
game plan. But we’ve got something 
more, something hidden. With so many 
teams, what you see is what you get, but 

not with us. They didn’t like what they saw 
when they looked at us, but we proved 
we’re more than that. We’ve got the raw 
strength to back up our attitude, and the 
pure brains to carry out our plan. Stick 
with us,” he adds with a smile . “We’re go-
ing places.”

That certainly seems true . Their first 
season proved a wild success, with the 
Lycanthropes reaching the first round 
of the playoffs on the back of one of 
the league’s better season records . 
The city has embraced them, and long-
time Kaosball fans have taken up the 
Lycanthropes’ banner with gusto . The 
turnover rate among players is fairly 
high, both from the nature of the game 
and from the formula they use, but they 
have no lack of new talent waiting for 
their chance .

“We’re still learning, still figuring out a 
lot of things,” Professor says . “But we 
learn fast. We adapt. It’s a whole new 
league with us in it. This game is never 
going to be the same.”

or hairier or better-looking than 
somebody else. It’s a crock. Our fans 
know what it’s like to be marginalized 
because of our bodies, but science 
has given us the gift of the one thing 
those privileged, genetic snobs 
can’t stand: a level playing field.”

“I’m not sure how level it is for 
your opponents, knowing that 
any one of your runners could 
suddenly transform into an 
enormous beast at any moment.”

“They could use Moon Serum 
too. The only thing stopping 
them is they’re not smart enough 
to figure out the formula.”

“And do your fans worry 
about the long-term effects 
of this radical procedure on 
their heroes in the field?”

“I know they do. But this is our 
choice to make. Life is risk, and 
Kaosball is not a vocation for 
those who are looking for safety. 
The KRC will uphold our right 
to control our own bodies.”

“Even if it comes at the 
cost of your lives?”

“They let people play 
Kaosball, don’t they?”
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“Hello? Is anyone here?”

“Welcome, Valentine-san.”

“Oh! Coach Odoroki, I’m afraid 
I didn’t see you come in.”

“Please, have a seat, Valentine-san.”

“But there are no chai... Oh, 
when did that get here?”

“Would you care for some 
tea, honoured guest?”

“That’s very kind sir, but we have 
no table here and I wouldn’t want 
to be any trouble... I say! Did that 
tea set just appear from out of... ”

“…it looks exactly like my mother’s!”

“A remarkable co-incidence, I am 
sure. That will be all, Nanami.”

“What? Who? Nanami?”

“One of my hostesses. She is 
responsible for the tea. I hope 
you find her work satisfactory.”

“But I didn’t see anyone... ”

“Naturally. She is a ninja.”

“Indeed. But is invisibility the 
true secret of the Shadowvale 
Ninjas? They seem perfectly 
visible on the crossfield.”

Long a cultured city with money, 
intrigues, and plenty to hide, the resi-
dents of Shadowvale understand that 
appearances are deceiving, and they 
bring that deception to the field . Out 
of the arena, on the street, the team 
member might be anyone; picking 
them from out of a crowd is nearly 
impossible . When they suit up, how-
ever, the pride of Shadowvale reveal 
themselves as nearly superhuman 
mistresses of stealth, speed, and skill .

The Ninjas are one of the “new-style” 
Kaosball teams, relying far more on 
finesse than brute force . While some 
teams are tricky, skilled, or lucky, 
most teams claim that the Ninjas are 
downright sneaky . The Ninjas and 

their fans, as a point of pride, embrace 
this . “What’s wrong with sneaky?” 
asks Yoo Odoku, a spokesmen for 
one of the Ninja’s lead supporters’ 
groups . “Sneaky wins games . Sneaky 
brings in power and points . As long 
as we’re the ones sneaking, sneaky’s 
okay with me .”
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“You see clearly, honoured guest. 
And yet, our warriors see not only 
the form of the enemy, but also 
into their very souls. To know 
an enemy is to be able to defeat 
them utterly, regardless of any 
strength they may possess.”

“Quite so, sir. We have seen massive 
ogres, rampaging barbarians, and 
even mighty incarnations of holy 
power, filled with divine light... 
all of them have fallen to the 
sudden, inscrutable movements 
of your ninja warriors.”

“You do me too much 
honour Valentine-san.”

“Well, honour does seem to be 
something of a sticking point. Some, 
in particular the fans of the New 
Edo Samurai have accused... Coach 
Odoroki? Sir? Where did he go?”

Like teams with similar styles, the 
Ninjas constantly walk the fine line of 
violating even Kaos Ball’s loose rules . 
They seem to remain one step ahead 
of their opponents and the officials, 
however, and have suffered 
relatively few sanctions as 
a result . “We’re not dirty 
players,” captain Megumi 
has said more than once . 
“We’re skilled players . 
We’re careful to do our 
homework . Just because I 
can tell you where every 
official in the KBL lives, 
when they’re home and 
where their kids go to 
school doesn’t mean I’m a 
dirty player . It just means 
I’m more prepared than 
anyone else .”

This kind of inside information has 
allowed the Ninjas to accumulate 

an impressive record, knocking 
off more established and expe-
rienced teams on almost any 
given night . What they have not 
yet done is win a Championship, 
but fans, players, and team 
leaders are  quietly  confident 
that such an honor is com-
ing . “I’m not concerned,” 
Hayato, the Ninjas’ manager 
declared a few weeks ago . 
“We know who we need to 
knock off to win . I doubt 
they’ll even see it coming .”
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“...said I don’t 
want to bloody 
have to go in... 
what? We’re 
live? Ugh! 
This is George 
Valentine 
at what is 
hopefully a safe 
distance from –”

“GRAAAAH! GET INTERVIEW 
MAN! BRING INSIDE!”

“Waaaauuugh!”

[SOUND OF HOLE BEING 
SMASHED IN WALL]

“HERE COACH! TALK TO 
GREAT COACH!”

“Gracious... Uh, coach Finn?”

“Yeah, yeah. That’s me.”

“Uh, George Valentine, KBN. I would 
like to ask about Clobberton’s 
strategic plans for – ”

“SMASH! STOMP! SMASH! STOMP!”

“Did you get all that, Valentine?”

The banners and logos emblazoned 
all over the Ogres’s traveling equip-
ment and vehicles says it all: “We 
bring the thunder!” They certainly 
do . The noise and vibrations caused 
by this team when they come running 
as a group have cracked the walls 
at more than one stadium . No other 
team represents the raw force of Ka-
osball like the Ogres .
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“Uh... fairly straightforward, sir. 
But I was wondering if perhaps 
the Ogres also had some 
more nuanced tactical – ”

“CRUSH! STOMP! CRUSH! STOMP!”

“It’s just so fulfilling being the 
coach for these guys. Really.”

“COACH GREAT! COACH 
SMART! WE LOVE COACH!”

“I, uh, well, you’re very fortunate, sir.”

“Please kill me.”

Manager Gormac, “Sure, you need 
preparation. It helps to be clever, or 
quick. Understanding how to play 
the game properly is good too, but in 
the end, you know, if you’re big and 
strong enough, you’ll still win.” The 
Ogres’ record backs up this claim . 
Though they have not won a Cup for 
over a decade, they have consistently 
posted one of the better records in 
the league and have made the play-
offs every year .

As the game has changed in recent 
years, the Ogres have shown both 
the strengths and weaknesses of 
what some commentators call the 
“direct” style . The Ogres have man-
aged to hold their own against more 
purely finesse-oriented teams that 
have frustrated many other “di-
rect” teams . Against the new style 
teams that mix both agility and 
strength, however, the Ogres have 
done less well .

“We’ve struggled at times, it’s true,” 
Eddie Crusher, a life-long fan, admits . 
“But it’s a learning curve. As some of 
the shadier teams skirt the edges of 
the rules, we just need to figure out 
how to workaround that. It’s about 
intelligently applying force, because 
the Ogres have lots of it!”

More than one source close to the 
team agrees with this assessment, 
pointing to better recent results 
against teams that had seriously 
challenged the Ogres . They make 
the point that the players’ sheer 
resilience and tenacity make them a 
difficult team to rout . In theory, given 
enough time on the pitch they should 
figure out how to bring their massive 
strength to bear in an unstoppable 
wave . The truth of this has yet to be 
fully proven though, but early games 
are encouraging . “I think we’re con-
tenders this year,” Eddie continues . 
“We’re not subtle, but I still think that 
nobody sees us coming.”
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“Welcome, 
George 
Valentine, who 
is called ‘Saint’. 
I am Zed, and 
I have the 
honour of being 
the Paragons’ 
newest spiritual 
adjutant.”

“Thank you sir, you’re very 
kind. It’s quite a change here 
from visiting other teams.”

“...”

“Well, you’re the first person I’ve 
seen since entering the Celestial 
Dome. No security of any kind here.”

“The best way to deter thieves is 
to possess nothing of value.”

“Do you not worry about 
other security threats?”

“You are referring to 
assassins and saboteurs.”

“Among other things.”

Noted for its hard-working people 
and lofty ideals, the city of St . Cloud 
has produced a premier Kaosball 
team that reflects these ideals . They 
play hard, they play clean, they play 
for each other, and they often win 
because of it .

“Team spirit, that’s what it is,” accord-
ing to former captain Ambriel .   “The 
boys and girls in that arena spend the 
whole match pulling for each other, 
helping each other. They’re a family 
out there, and it shows.”

“It’s a different style than I was used 
to, that’s for sure,” said outside run-
ner Raziel, who came to St . Cloud 
from a lower division team in Inferno 
Reach . “The idea that you’d step in 
and take someone else’s licks…that 
took some getting used to, no ques-
tion. But now? Well, I don’t want to 
play the game any other way.”

St . Cloud hasn’t won a KBL Champi-
onship in six years, and haven’t even 
made a deep playoff run in the last 
three, but manager and former cap-
tain Zephon isn’t concerned . 
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“Not at all. Fear and doubt are 
foreign to our minds here, and 
death holds no terror for us. 
Any assassin or other intruder 
would learn some very interesting 
lessons about the value of peace 
and serenity, should they attempt 
to cause harm in this place.”

“Sir, the KBL is no stranger to 
controversy, so it is ironic indeed 
that a team dedicated to peace 
and the greater good would elicit 
such a storm of commentary.”

“Indeed, and this pleases us greatly.”

“I suppose the question is, to what 
lengths are the Paragons willing to 
go in order to achieve victory? Are 
they willing to commit the same sort 
of heinous acts as the others, or 
are there lines you will not cross?”

“Resorting to dishonourable 
tactics may carry short-term 
benefits, but in the end, it is the 
team which gives the most of itself 
that will triumph. Every one of 
the Paragons is prepared to make 
the final sacrifice for every other, 
you see. Faced with such unity of 
purpose, how can any opposition 
hope to stand against us?”

“We’ve been rebuilding; everybody 
knows that. It’s a more competitive, 
more international sport than it was ten 
years ago, and getting the right group 
of players together and on the same 
page is tough. I’m pleased, though, 
with what we have this year. I’m opti-
mistic. If we can keep our heads, play 
our game instead of the opponents’ 
game, we’ll do well. Play hard, play fair; 
we do that, we’ll be fine.”

Play hard, play fair; those words 
characterize St . Cloud’s distinctive 
style, but it also leads many oppo-
nents to dismiss or underestimate 
them . Kaosball has few rules, and the 
violent nature of the game has many 
shaking their heads at what they 
see as the Paragons’ naiveté . The 
Paragons know this isn’t true . After 

all, it’s not hard to following the rules 
when there are so few, and anyone 
who confuses “play fair” with “not hit 
people” is in for a bad game and a trip 
to the hospital .
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“Mister Freeman – ”

“Captain Freeman, if you please.”

“Of course, my apologies. Captain, 
I’m sure you’ve heard that the 
KRC* is currently investigating the 
question of whether cheating in 
regulation games is getting out of 
hand. Have you any comment?”

“Arr! Of all the lily-livered landlubber 
lamentations, this be the worst 
of the lot! And with not a whit o’ 
substance to it either, I say!”

“So you’re not at all troubled, 
for example, by recent use 
of high-voltage stun devices 
in regulation play?”

“Not in the slightest, noble sir! 
Of all the games in all the world, 
only Kaosball embraces the prime 
virtue of the pirate: freedom! 
Freedom to play as you please, 
and never mind the nattering 
nonsense of no-fun ninnies trying 
to ruin all our good fun, tell us 
how to think and how to play!”

Kaosball is more than just hits and 
holding the ball as long as players 
can stand it . It’s also a game of luck, 
of skillful risk management, and of 
controlling the odds . No team epito-
mizes this kind of gamesmanship like 
the Port Royale Pirates . Port Royale 
is an open, raucous town where 
everyone’s working an angle . The 
Pirates reflect this spirit and, in many 
ways, are emblematic of the kind of 
finesse style that has entered the 
modern Kaosball game .

“You always got to have a bruiser, 
someone who can give and take his 
lumps,” says Hangar Cambridge, the 
Pirates’ current manager . “But some-
times you got to have something a 
little more. Sometimes you got to tilt 
the odds in your favor. It isn’t all about 
hurting other players, it’s about win-
ning, but sometimes you got to hurt 
them to win!”

(*Kaosball Regulatory Commission)
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“And I suppose Port Royale’s 
remarkable talent for procuring 
the funds to bribe referees has 
nothing particularly to do with 
your stance on this issue?”

(gasp) “Why my good sir! If I 
didn’t know better, I’d say ye 
had a less than favourable 
opinion of pirates’ honour!”

(laughs) “Well, that certainly 
wouldn’t do, would it, Captain? 
Thank you for your time, sir.”

“Oh, and Mister 
Valentine?”

“Yes, Captain?”

“You nearly 
forgot this.”

“But... that’s not 
my wallet.”

“No? Arr. Well would ye kindly pass 
it on to the next referee ye meet?”

This kind of opportunism—called un-
sportsmanlike by many—has earned 
the Pirates their reputation as under-
handed players and wily opponents . 
“People say we’re cheaters,” captain 
Petey Swarth has said, “’cause we 
seem to know what they’re a’ doing 
before they do. Yarrr! It ain’t cheating 
to play the odds, to watch and learn 
and figure. If they want to play the 
game so simple that we can see it 
before they start, that’s their lookout. 
We’ll play our way and let them try to 
keep up.”

Many haven’t kept up . The Pirates 
have the best overall record season-
to-season of any team for the last 
eight years . And though they’ve not 
lifted a Chalice in that time, they have 
gone to the finals three times and 
only missed the playoffs once over 
the last decade .

“I’ve a good feeling for this year,” 
inside runner Mel Bristleback says . 
“If I were a betting woman—and I 
am—I’d lay odds on us for the Chalice. 
Many’ve gotten wise to us, but none 
have ever played our style better.”



K a o s  B a l l  l e a g u e

“Coach Shoujiki! Beg pardon sir. 
It’s George Valentine, here to—“

“You are six minutes late.”

“Yes, terribly sorry sir. I’m afraid I 
was detained for quite some time 
by the security just ouside.”

“Men of their word make 
appointments. Others 
make excuses.”

“Indeed, my apologies. Just a 
few questions then. How do—“

“I will not continue with you, 
oathbreaker. Tawami-san! I 
take leave; answer this one’s 
question in my absence!”

“Mr. Valentine. You are to 
direct your inquiries to me.”

“Oh, I see. Considering the 
rather... zealous security 
procedures here, is it altogether 
uncommon for your meetings to 
be delayed by tardy arrivals?”

“Ask your questions, oathbreaker, 
and be done! We will answer only 
one, as judgement for your misdeed.”

“Oh, dear. Well then. Mister Tawami, 
you are a bruiser. Your opponents 
watch your interviews with very close 
attention because of your tendency 
to declare your entire playbook on 
the air before a game. What is the 
reasoning behind this strategem?”

The city of New Edo has supported a 
top-level Kaosball team, in one form 
or another, for generations . The city’s 
strong culture of duty and reputation, 
however, has led to a great amount of 
behind-the-scenes turmoil in each of 
the eleven different franchises that 
have called New Edo home . The cur-
rent team, however, has survived a 
number of poor recent seasons, and 
though their personnel have turned 
over, the organization has remained 
strong, dedicated, and focused .

“We have struggled, it is so,” says the 
Samurai’s coach, Sensei Sama. “Yet, 
we have remained true to our ways, 
and we have emerged stronger for it.”
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“We speak the word. The word is 
truth. Eddies in the stream, around 
the rocks and into the sea.”

“Yes, that is in fact your motto 
-“Truth and the Word”; some 
might say your truth presents 
something of a … moving target?”

“We do not fear the word. We do 
not fear the truth. Our opponents 
fear both, and thus they view our 
words and deeds through their own 
perfidious lens, become confused, 
and thus defeat themselves. Such 
the way. And we are true to the way.”

“Well, that is certainly one way to 
look at it. You’ve taken this as a 
voluntary handicap, however – extra 
score as compensation for disclosing 

your playbook to your opponents. 
And yet, your plays quite frequently 
do not follow your declarations, 
which has led some to declare this 
to be a particularly insidious form 
of cheating. Your response?”

“Your questions are a sea of 
chaos. I will answer only the 
question you truly mean to ask.”

“Which would be...?”

“Yes, our locker 
room clocks are 
set six minutes 
fast. Meditate on 
this, Mr. Valentine. 
And you may 
understand how 
and why we win.”

Not everyone agrees . A number 
of fans and commentators in New 
Edo have expressed displeasure at 
some of the team’s recent behavior . 
“Winning is necessary, and we are 
pleased to see that the Samuari turn-
ing their performance around,” local 
sportscaster Daisuki Moto says . “But 
winning without honor, or with ques-
tionable honor, that is something that 
New Edo doesn’t need, especially in 
this economy.”

“We do not fail, not our fans or our-
selves,” Sama has maintained on 
numerous occasions . “We can look 
ourselves in the mirror and our fans 
in the face, hold our heads up high, as 
we walk, because we are skilled and 
honorable and willing to do whatever 
is necessary to win.” The apparent 
oxymoron will be what fans will be 
trying to figure out this season .
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“George Valentine here, at the 
… I suppose this is technically 
a locker. With me is the Trolls’ 
coach, The Man. Where are we?”

“Let me guess, it’s not 
fancy enough for you.”

“It’s fine, quite all ri—is that 
an open drainpipe running 
through the showers there?”

“Look, the oil wrestling semifinals 
are on in a few minutes. 
Can we hurry this up?”

“Right. So, tell me about yesterday’s 
game. I believe there was an incident 
where you bit off the ear of the 
rival coach for his earlier comments 
regarding your fourth wife?”

“Third wife. Would you take that 
[CENSORED]? Nobody talks that 

way about my women! Besides, his 
highness had it coming for months.”

[Mumbling]

“No, you’re right. Fourth wife. 
Anyways, yeah these princesses 
think the silver spoon up their 
[CENSORED] don’t stink of their 
[CENSORED]. Who they fooling? 
And he’s gonna talk [CENSORED] 
about my extracurricular doings?

[Mumbling]

“Fifth wife, actually. Forgot 
about Loretta.”

“The KBL has recently been criticized 
for the state of the arena after a 
Trolls game. Any comment?”

“Heh. Boys, what do we say about 
the KBL Sanitary Commission?”

Some people simply aren’t happy 
unless they’re making other people 
unhappy . The Trolls embody this 
physically on the Kaosball field, and 
they have embraced it as their role in 
the league and life .

“People don’t love to hate us, they 
just hate us,” says the Troll’s coach, 
an enigmatic man known only as the 
Notorious L .O .L . “Nothing feels better 
than getting a rise out of some uppity 
better than thou.”



A l m A n A c 35

“WUT?”

“I said, what 
do we say 
about the white 
hats over in 
Sanitary?”

[CHORUS OF 
BELCHING]

“It seems you’ve found a recipe 
for success. Many teams are quite 
reluctant to share the crossfield 
with the Trolls, and the—detritus—
they leave out there only seems to 
slow them down. How do you – ”

“Heh. We’re just like you, and you—“

[Momentary pause while the 
cameraman recovers from ear-
splitting belch into the mic]

“Regular dudes doing our thing. 
It’s telling that these trust fund 
baby teams can’t play unless 
the field is desensitized.”

“Disinfected?”

“Yeah, okay professor. Whatever. 
See, that’s what I’m talking about, 
right there. Whatever happened 
to good game, good brew, and 
dudes being just dudes? We’re 
gonna keep it real. Remind you 
[CENSORED] about the true 
character of the sport.”

“Any words for your many 
fans out there?”

“Damnit. It is the third wife. 
The dead ones don’t count 
anymore. Arg! Haha, guess 
that’s what I get for doing these 
interviews completely blitzed.”

The general behavior of the Trolls’s 
players and fans does little to endear 
them to their opponents or the league . 
Consistently and creatively crude, 
persistently foul, and unrepentantly 
insulting, the Trolls revel in their repu-
tation as rednecks . “We’er just honest,” 
says the head of their largest support-
ers’ group, the SlashBros. “We are who 
we are, and we’re not trying to be dif-
ferent. It’s everyone else that needs to 
stop putting on airs and admit they’re 
not better than us. That’s the problem.”

Naturally the other teams and fans 
disagree, but the Trolls’ consistent suc-
cess on the field doesn’t help matters . 
Generally, it only leads to greater and 
greater frustration at their gloating 
and greater glee from their fans . “It’s 
good to know we can still get under 
their skins,” Notorious often says . 
“Sometimes, it’s really work trying to 
rile people up. Totally worth it, though.” 
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“George Valentine 
here in the locker of … 
goodness, it’s colder 
than Ireland in here!”

“Not for those of 
us who are active 
and vital!”

“Ehm, yes. I’m here with Coach 
Nena of the Valkyries. Could you 
tell us about your game plan 
for the upcoming season?”

“As always, we shall descend 
from the heights and bathe 
the field in Vanir’s glory!”

“There are some who say the 
Valkyries’ use of lightning strikes 
is either extremely gratuitous, or 
outside the established parameters 
of the game. How do you respond?”

“We are guided by the spirit of 
Vanir, the true warrior. It is his will, 
it is our will, to reclaim the valor of 
Kaosball from the clutches of the 
weak, the tricksters and the addled.”

“And calling lightning from the 
– the sky, I suppose? That is the 
spirit of which you speak?”

The city of Asgard rises in a wild 
region, sporting majectic views and 
immense natural resources in every 
direction . The people are a strange 
combination of easy going and hard 
working, “relaxed and ready” as they 
often say . The city’s unique mixture 
of the outdoorsy and urbane, of 
religious conviction and open accep-
tance, comes through clearly in their 
Kaosball team . The Valkyries are a 
family affair; majority-owned by lo-
cal software multimillionaire Wodin 
Walse, his daughter Sieglinde Walse 
Dotter is the general manager, and 
the coach is her husband Siegmund 
Notting . If anything, this connection 
has only strengthen the organization 
and the play on the field .

“We’re more than just a team,” Sieg-
mund is fond of saying . “We’re pulling 
for each other on a lot of levels, and 
that’s the sort of edge that can make 
all the difference.”
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“Bah! Heaven’s judgement is but 
a symbol. Representatives of 
the press continually neglect to 
mention that our own warriors 
are always struck first by Vanir’s 
embrace. And we stand tall through 
the electric fire while it cleanses 
the feeble of their impurity.”

“I must say, quite apart from 
the light show, your game is 
extraordinarily well-rounded. You 
really are the complete package.”

“The game is life for us. To you, it 
may look like stats on a scoreboard, 
but for us it is the making of legend.”

“One more thing, Nena. I’m 
not ordinarily one for popular 
music, but I must confess I find 
your team’s theme song quite 
maddeningly catchy! Who is it?”

“I mean no offense sir, but some 
things are not meant to be known 
by mortals. The music of battle 
is meant to be rapturous.”

“It rather reminds me of that Swedish 
pop star, what was her name – ”

“Done! We’re done here!”

The Valkyries have other advantages 
too, arguably more important than 
the familial closeness they may 
feel . The calm, quiet piety the play-
ers display is often compared to the 
Paragons but with far more dramatic 
elements . Heartfelt entreaties to the 
gods rarely produce anything, but 
in the case of Valkyries, bursts of 
strength, skill, and even freak light-
ning strikes seem to happen with un-
nerving frequency .

“The gods don’t bring you victory,” 
Siegmund has said . “You do that 
yourself. They do sometimes help you 
along, though .” 
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“Would you say 
that the study 
of magic and 
the occult has 
had a great deal 
of influence on 
the way the 
Salem Warlocks 
play Kaosball?”

“I would say that a team called the 
Warlocks would likely be somewhat 
influenced by magic, yes.”

“In what way?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“In what way has the study 
of occultism had – ”

“I heard you.”

“Then why did you ask me 
to repeat the question?”

“I had some difficulty believing 
anyone could be so bereft 
of intellect they would need 
to ask such a question.”

Magic is often a double edged sword, 
but the power it grants to skilled users 
is tremendous . On the Kaosball field, 
this power translates into a devastat-
ingly effective team . The Salem War-
locks have won the KBL seven times in 
the last fifteen years, a record no other 
team even approaches . Recent financial 
troubles and personnel difficulties have 
limited their performance, but officials 
and team members are all claiming that 
the worst is now behind them .

“There’s still some wrinkles to iron out,” 
manager Maxwell Grimm admitted . 
“But that’s usual for every team at the 
beginning of the season. I don’t think 
we’re any different from anyone else in 
that regard this year.”
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Repeated run-ins with league officials 
and the subsequent sanctions against 
the team and suspensions of individual 
players characterized the previous 
few seasons . The definition of magic’s 
proper application on the field lay at 
the core of the disputes, and the league 
took a harder line with the Warlocks 
than they had in the past, or even that 
they have with some other teams, ac-
cording to some Warlocks fans .

“It’s all a load of crap,” says Barry 
Hornsby, a seventeen-year season 
ticket holder . “Just crap. Stuff the team 
could do five years ago they can’t now, 
and for no other reason than to keep 
us from another Cup. They’re trying 
to make the league more competitive. 
Well, I say, make the other teams step 
up, rather than trying to squash us.”

The Warlocks continue to bring arcane 
might to the field in a highly effective 
manner . “You can’t argue with success,” 
Wilt Waxler says . Other teams, evident-
ly, disagree . Three separate complaints 
have been lodged against the Warlocks 
after only four games . Even though 
undisclosed settlements—rumored to 
include free transformation of players 
from toads back to whatever they were 
before—have largely resolved these is-
sues, most feel that’s it’s just a matter 
of time before the Warlocks finally go 
too far .

“Indeed sir. Could you be very 
kind and humour me?”

(sigh) “Very well. Through the study, 
understanding and mastery of 
ancient arcane magics, we have 
gained the power to curse our 
enemies, turing them into – ”

“Frogs, yes, we’ve all 
seen the footage.”

“Why then did you feel the need 
to ask a question with such a 
plainly self-evident answer?”

“Well, if you are indeed masters 
of the arcane arts as you say, 
why is that you are never seen to 
cast any other spells? Surely there 
must be more fantastic powers 
at your command than this?”

“Of course there are!”

“And those would be...?”

“Here’s a question for you: 
would you like to know what 
it feels like to be a frog?”

“No thank you, no thank you thank 
you very much for your time sir!”
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“Coach Kevorka, 
how would you 
characterize 
Malltown’s 
style of play?”

“We are the 
wall of flesh. 
Unstoppable 

and uncaring. You cannot kill 
that which is already dead.”

“Yes, this is a thing the fans of 
the Götterdämmerung Fangs 
are equally proud to – ”

“Zombies and vampires are 

NOT the same thing! God, 
I am so sick of this...”

“Well, I’m sure you can understand 
the confusion for some – ”

“For some who are idiots! Look. 
Vampires are just whiners 
complaining about how 
misunderstood they are. Zombies 
don’t give a [CENSORED]. You 
think you got problems? You 
think it’s a problem that the girl 
or guy down in sales doesn’t 
know you exist? Well guess what, 
[CENSORED], BRAAAIIINS!!!”

No one denies that Kaosball is a 
deadly game . Teams are expensive 
to build, train, and maintain, and 
the wear-and-tear on participants 
is shockingly high . No team has em-
braced these facts like the Zombies, 
who have spent their money in a 
different direction and consequently 
made a virtue of necessity . All of their 
players are dead .

The Zombies’ manager points to eco-
nomic reasons for the direction of the 
team . “It was the only thing that made 
sense from a cost/benefit standpoint,” 
Darkon Wraithly said. “We’re not the 
richest team out there, nor the most 
populated city.” Indeed, Malltown’s 
remote location and limited resources 
long ago made it attractive to only a 
few industries, and one of them was 
prisons . “Hate to say it, but we’ve got 
a lot people on the work gangs,” Dar-
kon went on, “and a lot of them don’t 
last long. They may as well serve soci-
ety another way, being already dead, 
so we thought, why not?”
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[BRAAAIIINS]

“Well, I’ll certainly agree the 
appeal has a different – ”

“Some relative giving you 
[CENSORED] about the fact 
you don’t have any kids 
yet? BRAAAIIINS!!!”

[BRAAAIIINS]

“We’re all in this together 
here, and we’re all equal!”

“Indeed, indeed. But with the 
plague continuing to spread, 

some have expressed concerns 
about the continually growing 
zombie population. Is it good for 
the game to have so many – ”

“What do we want!

[BRAAAIIINS]

“But is it wise to – ”

When do we want it?

[BRAAAIIINS]

“Oh no, no no no, Run! The cages! 
The cages are falling apart! Run!”

As distasteful as many find this 
practice, however, the league ruled 
it legal several decades ago . The fact 
that no other cash-conscious team 
or city has embraced the practice 
(preferring to interpret the leagues 

“resurrection clause” to mean re-
turning selected players to life rather 
than unlife) shows just how strong 
the taboos against these shambling 
sportsmen remain . That said, the 
wall of animate, if lifeless, bodies the 
Zombies field remain a formidable 
team, and an inspiration to their fans .

Zombies’ fans are renowned for their 
colorful displays, garish clothing, and 
melodramatic displays . “We’re the 
team’s colors!” Gary Higgins declares . 
“We bring the life to the stadium that 
the players lack. What else could we 
do? So many other teams and fans 
are dead and don’t know it. We’re 
alive, and we’re going to show it.”
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Ringers are a time honored part of Kaosball – 
Unscrupulous and disloyal, these players sell 

their considerable talents to the highest bidder .  
It’s a rare team indeed that can keep a ringer 
on retainer for an entire season, no matter 

how stridently the coaches demand it or how 
much money the owners pour into hiring .

You’d need to be really something special 
to make it as a ringer – here’s a short list 

of the most notable stars of the field .

(from the Personalities page of WonderfulKaos.
com, a NKF fan website not officially affiliated 

with the National Kaosball Federation)
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ThE RIngERS 
OF KAOSBAll

“Hardman Jury here, the hard man 
who tells it like it is. I know what it’s 
like down on the crossfield because 
I’ve been there. And that’s why 
I’m the man to go down into the 
dugouts at halftime and get the real 
story from the ringers. You love ‘em 
when they’re with your team and 
you hate ‘em when they’re not, but 
the one thing you can’t do is deny 
the pulse-pounding excitement 
they bring to the game. Let’s go!”
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“Panther, you’ve spent the first half 
of this game sliding right past some 
of the most dangerous bruisers 
in the game like they weren’t 
even there. How do you do it?”

“Well it’s like I said to my ex: you 
can look, you can ask, but this just 
ain’t your game to call, sugar.”

“Over at the visitor’s dugout, word is 
they’re done  dancing with you and 
they’ll be looking to take you down – ”

“Oh, they think they done dancin’, 
do they? Well they be dancin’ their 
way into an early grave if they 
try to get they dirty little paws 
on this! NO-body touches this 
unless I tell ‘em to! You feel me?”

 PAnThER
“You did not just say that. You did 
NOT. You have any idea who you’re 
messing with? No? Well you about to 
find out.”

It’s a wonder Panther plays Kaosball 
at all, which is after all, a team sport .  
She doesn’t mix well with her adopt-
ed teams, and if it were not for her 
amazing skills no coach would hire 
her .  What most people don’t know, if 
they only know her by media reputa-
tion, is that she’s a smart and very 
savvy operator who long ago figured 
this game out and wrapped it around 
her little finger .

Panther has been a ringer for quite 
a long time, and speculation on how 
she retains her youthful good looks 
gets almost as much press as how 
well she plays . Resurrection clauses 
are standard in all ringer contracts, 
but Panther’s mandates a very, very 
specific version of that expensive and 
difficult magic . Some say that spell 
restores a measure of her youth, but 
most people think that’s crap . 

Whatever her secret, Panther’s ripped 
up fields all across the continent and 
shows no signs of stopping or even 
slowing down . She’s got her pick of 
endorsements and sponsorships and 
is the definition of “hard to get” .
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“Butcher, you’ve been held to just 
two kills so far this game! What 
the hell is going on out there?”

“Jury, I’ve always known you to be 
a man of honour, and worthy of 
respect. I’d hoped you would return 
that sentiment in dealings with me.”

“There is no disrespect here, Butcher, 
just confusion. The best killer in the 
game with only two by halftime? 
How are they keeping you off them 
and what’s the plan to fix this?”

“They are keeping me away by 
keeping away from me. It’s a 
good way to keep yourself from 
dying, but it’s not such a good 
way to win, as you can plainly 
see on the scoreboard.”

“But, but the kills!”

“I know, son. I know.”

 ThE BuTchER
“Look ref, you don’t wanna know how 
he got all those holes.”

The Butcher’s background is sketchy, 
at best, but only officially . Unofficial-
ly, everybody knows that he “used” 
to work in organized crime . Note the 
quotation marks . There’s just too 
much money in and around Kaosball 
to leave the whole thing up to chance . 
That’s where the Outfit steps in . 
From smalltime book makers to big 
time match fixers, everybody’s got 
an angle and everybody’s looking for 
an advantage . The Butcher provides 
that .

Directly influencing a Kaosball match 
through coercion is like trying to dam 
a river by screaming at it . The biggest 
money isn’t on who wins or loses any-
way, it’s on the point spread, which 
players survive and for how long, who 
scores more points in which period, 
that kind of thing . The little nuances 
of the game can make a good book-
ie—or a well connected individual—a 
lot of money pretty quickly . For what-
ever reason, teams that employ The 
Butcher tend to make good on a lot of 
their side bets . We’re not saying the 
two are connected, but the numbers 
often speak for themselves .

Now, that said, The Butcher’s good 
at what he does . And what he does 
sneak guns onto the pitch . And use 
them . On the other team . There’s re-
ally no whitewashing or apologizing 
for it, which is refreshing, when taken 
in context . He undeniably helps his 
teams, and they often win, and that 
alone makes him worth hiring . (245)



K a o s  B a l l  l e a g u e

“Ladies and gentlemen, it is a 
major coup for this network! 
Are you ready for this? Are you 
ready to meet... THE DRAGON!”

“Uh, hi.”

“In a league full of astounding 
freaks of natural and supernatural 
power, how does it feel to be 
the most incredible, fantastic 
creature of them all?”

“It feels, uh... I guess it 
feels... pretty good.”

“Ever since your hatching, the first 
dragon to be seen in thousands 
of years, Kaosball fans the world 
over have been anticipating your 
inevitable domination of the 
crossfield as a top ringer!”

(sigh) “Yeah, that’s nice.”

“So what is the game plan for 
the magnificent Dragon in the 
upcoming second half?”

“Well y’know, I’m basically going to 
try to pretty much win the game. 
If I can. If we can, I mean. It’s, you 
know, a team effort and stuff.”

 ThE DRAgOn

There really is no good personal 
quote for The Dragon; He’s a quiet 
man, usually straight to the point . In 
fact, his lack of hubris and dry per-
sonality stands in stark contrast to 
his outward appearance .

The Dragon is literally just that . No 
one is sure where he comes from, 
knows anything about his species, 
understands how his physiology 
works, or really, anything specific at 
all . He’s never even said why he plays 
Kaosball, despite a lot of reporters 
asking . The fact is that he plays, and 
he plays quite well . Teams that have 
the chance to hire him usually do 

and rarely have cause to regret the 
expense .

He’s not the most entertaining ringer 
to watch, it must be said . There’s 
something cool about seeing an 
actual honest-to-gods dragon on 
the field burning other players, but 
after a while, you want to see some 
ball-handling skills . That said, The 
Dragon is fast—very fast—and makes 
excellent use of his wings . While this 
doesn’t replace technical excellence, 
it goes a long way, and he’s infamous 
for winning games at the last minute 
with desperate bursts of flight and 
flame .
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“Spectre, you’ve spent most of this 
game hanging back from the front 
lines, and if I didn’t know better I’d 
say you were afraid to get killed.”

“It’s all about timing, my friend. 
Hang back now, slip-slide 
through later. Mmmm, yeah.”

“You mean slip-slide right through 
the bodies of the other team’s line.”

“Hey, you got any idea how 
much less cool it is to go around 
somebody when you can just 
gliiiiide right through?”

“Not to mention how much less fast.”

[FINGER SNAPS]“You 
got it, daddy-o.”

 SPEcTRE
“I never let being dead slow me down. 
I’ve still got all the moves. Aooo!”

No one is sure how Spectre died, how 
long he’s been dead, why he’s having 
such an active afterlife, or why he’s 
spending it playing Kaosball . For the 
most part, no one cares . Spectre is 
among the more outgoing, person-
able, funny, and engaging ringers 
ever to play the game . He’s a fan 
favorite, even when he’s playing 

against your team, and an amazing 
ambassador of the sport . The fact 
that he’s more than passingly good 
at the game helps a great deal, we 
should mention .

Since Spectre no longer needs to 
breathe, he can keep up a near con-
stant stream of banter and instruc-
tions throughout the game . Not 
needing any rest, he can keep the 
action up without pause . His ability 
to slip through obstacles, including 
other players, with ease is valuable, 
but his long experience and keen 
understanding of the game is what 
makes him really great . He can direct 
friendly players to best advantage 
and change tactics to match the ebb 
and flow of the game .

Spectre is, hands down, one of the 
most fun ringers to watch . He dances 
and scores with charm and panache . 
His teams don’t always win, but they 
often play above their level and al-
ways put on a good show . That, alone, 
is worth the price of admission . 
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“Cretin, you’ve had six kills 
already this half, tying the League 
record! How does it feel?”

“Only six? SIX? What the 
[CENSORED] is this?”

“Shut up! I got four of ‘em 
and you only got two!”

“What are you talkin’ about!? 
It was three and three! I was 
holding that one guy’s torso and 
you were just holding his legs!”

“Yeah, and then I ripped 
those legs right off!”

“No, I ripped his torso off!”

“That doesn’t even matter, 
because that other guy wasn’t 
a kill, that was a tackle! Tackles 
are for wusses, right Jury?”

“That’s one school of thought. 
But many veteran ringers do 
say that tackles are– ”

“So what if it was a tackle? I 
clotheslined him and  broke 
his [CENSORED] neck!”

“Still a tackle!”

“I got more kills!”

“No, I got more!”

“I hate you!”

“Not as much as I hate you!”

 cRETIn ThE ETTIn
“I am the greatest player the game as 
ever seen.” “Except for me.” “Except 
for no one.” “Except me!” ad nauseam 

Ettin, as a species, are strong, athlet-
ic, and isolationist . They don’t like to 
deal with outsiders, and for the most 
part, they don’t have anything that 
would make anyone press the issue . 
A few do come in from the badlands 
to make their way in civilization, with 
mixed (and often highly publicized) 
results . Unfortunately, the most 

 personally and professionally success-
ful of these immigrants is the Kaosball 
ringer known as Cretin the Ettin .

Cretin is a nickname, and insulting as 
a generalization for his species, but 
sadly, he’s earned it . This ettin’s two 
distinct personalities are fairly antago-
nistic, only really cooperating against 
an external problem, and genuinely 
stupid . His only  redeeming quality is 
that both of them are outstanding 
natural Kaosball talents . They are have 
an instinctive understanding of the 
game that lets them perform intricate 
maneuvers and surprising stunts even 
as they bicker about every move . The 
fact that they both feel this success 
excuses their bad behavior is one of 
the few points they agree on .

They’re loud, rude, arrogant, smelly 
and incredibly skilled . More than 
that, though, they’re fun to watch, 
especially if one or both of them get 
really wound up . 
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“Macho Libre, your team is down by 
ten points at halftime, and they’ll be 
looking to you to even the score.”

“Let me tell you something, 
hombre. It is in the times when 
all hope seems lost that Macho 
Libre fights hardest.”

“We have a live feed from your 
mother’s orphanage orphanage 
in Mexico City, where... can you 
see? God, I had no idea kids could 
have eyes that big. Do you... Libre? 
Can you hear me? You, uh, got 
something in your eye there?”

“There will be... no failure. No defeat. 
No tears. This one is for you, Jose 
Rico Luis Estaban Ramirez!”

 mAchO lIBRE
“Macho Libre is the man to fulfill your 
dreams. Macho Libre is the one you 
have awaited. Macho Libre is here, at 
last. You may applaud.”

The man called Macho Libre brings 
the spectacle element of Kaosball 
firmly to the fore . He’s a one-man 
circus—lion tamer, acrobat, clown, 
and ringmaster all in one . The last 
is most important, though, because 
he knows it’s an act . Like Panther, 
Macho Libre is one smart operator . 
He’s found a niche in a very difficult 
market and made the most of it . With 
a bigger than life persona in a cos-
tume to match, and he uses this as a 
distraction to win games and secure 
(very) lucrative contracts .

For all his bluster and showmanship, 
Macho Libre is probably the most 
skilled Kaosball player among the 

regular cast of ringers (except possi-
bly Cretin) . His understanding of the 
game and what it takes to win goes 
well beyond the, “hit ‘em till they stop 
moving, then score, I guess” mental-
ity so common in many teams . He’s 
not afraid to take people on, but he 
prefers finesse over force . Since most 
players can’t see past his over-the-
top image, they rarely understand 
how he outscores them .

The job of ringers is to help teams 
win matches, and most specialize in 
one or two ways of doing that . Macho 
Libre’s is scoring with flair . He’s very 
good at it .
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“Panda, the score is – ”

“‘Scuse me a moment. Ladies, 
hello there! Who wants a hug 
and a photo? Here we are 
then, say ‘squee!’ There you 
go, say hi to the nice man from 
security. You were saying?”

 “This game is well on its way to – ”

“Pardon a sec. Why hello! I didn’t 
realize they had an open-door policy 
for beautiful young ladies on the 
field! Oh, hug time! Oh, that’s nice. 
You want a picture too? Here we go, 
say ‘squee!’ Enjoy the rest of the 
game! Be nice to them, officer.”

“Look, I’m just trying to understand 
how it is that in this violent sport, 
almost every team that attacks you 
seems to suffer in the fan ratings!”

“You’ve got a lot to learn about 
demographics, my man.”

 PAnDA mOnIum
“Your mum reminds me of the girls back 
home – big, fat and bad in bed! Ha!”

Panda Monium is another one of 
those enigmas inexplicably drawn 
to Kaosball . Rumors circulate ever 
so often of sentient pandas living in 
peaceful isolation deep in the interior 
of Asia . There’s no proof, of course, 
but Panda Monium offers some 
compelling evidence that maybe we 
aren’t looking hard enough . 

Ancient traditions hold that pandas are 
sacred animals, and touching them is a 
big no-no . Panda Monium has managed 
to prove this literally true and make a 
good living with it on the Kaosball field . 
His ability to literally drain points away 
from opposing teams who dare to lay a 
hand on him has made him one of the 
most sought after players in the game 
today . Though he’s only been on the 
scene for three years, he already com-
mands steep fees and serious perks . 
Most teams think it’s worth it, and as 
fans, we agree wholeheartedly!

Off the field, let’s just say he’s a bit 
of a ladies man, and does not exhibit 
the shyness one would expect from a 
regular panda . And the ladies love him 
too, oddly enough . Or perhaps not .

To his credit, Panda Monium knows 
his business . He doesn’t just wander 
around trying to get players to touch 
him . He puts himself in harms way, 
sure, but he does it as an honest, 
contributing member of his team . He 
moves the ball, makes tackles, and 
steps up to whack opponents when 
needed . Just bumping into him doesn’t 
cost points—you have to intend to 
cause harm . Panda knows this, and 
he’s made a lot of money pushing oth-
ers to take a swing at him . 
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“T-Bone, your team is down twelve 
points and up five fouls. What’s 
the plan for the second half?”

“The plan? T-Bone is gonna do 
what T-Bone does, Jury. Kick. 
Ass. Points can’t save ‘em when 
there’s none of ‘em left standing.”

“Solid plan, but they’ve gotta know 
that’s what you’ll be trying for, so 
what are they gonna do about it 
and how are you gonna stop ‘em?”

“They’re gonna pile on, gonna 
throw on everything they got, 
hopin’ they can just bury the T-Bone 
under the bodies. But that ain’t the 
same as burying T-Bone under the 
ground! And they’ll all go flying, 
flying straight to the resurrection 
shrine, but not till after they lose!”

 T-BOnE
“I am, most definitely, better than ev-
eryone else. Because I play Kaosball.”

T-Bone has his flaws, his logic among 
them, but the fact of the matter is 
that he is one of the best athletes to 
ever play the game . Or rather, he was 
when he was alive . As a living player, 
T-Bone (Then playing under his birth 
name of Thaddeus Bonafield) lived 
and breathed the sport, playing pro-
fessionally at the highest level for a 
full three years with the Samaria Bar-
barians . He entered free agency at 
the end of that contract and played 
for another year before he was killed .

Something went wrong with the 
resurrection magic, so the lawsuit 
claimed, and Thaddeus was not 
returned to life, but reanimated 
as a walking, talking skeleton . The 
league settled out of court, and 
Thaddeus embraced his new “life” . 
He changed his name to T-Bone, re-
places the resurrection clause with 
a revivification clause, and kept on 
being the tough, arrogant SOB he 
had always been .

Kaosball has always been the begin-
ning and ending of T-Bone’s world; if 
you don’t play, you’re nobody, and if 
you’re not involved on the business 
end, you’re less than nobody . He’s 
great with the fans, but it’s in the 
same way that people are kind to 
calves destined to become steaks . 
He doesn’t mean to be condescend-
ing . He just doesn’t understand that 
some people see the world differ-
ently . Fortunately this hasn’t hurt 
his game, and it makes him a hoot 
to watch .
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“...swear to you, if my [CENSORED] 
contract actually DOES cover this... 
can’t believe I have to interview a 
mutant pink stuffed rabit toy... All 
right. I’m here with... (sigh) Biru Biru.”

“Biru!”

“Well... actually yeah, I was kinda 
thinking the same thing. What about 
that hand-off in the second quarter, 
good play or fatal mistake?”

“Biru Biru!”

“But they’ve already taken three 
fouls! Nobody can come back from – ” 

“Biru, Biru Biru!”

“Can’t argue with that. Some 
great analysis there.”

“Biru!”

“Well, maybe when you’re older 
we can start a club for retired 
ringers doing colour commentary. 
But I’m the president!”

“Biruuuuu?”

“I... aww heck, you win. Damn it, 
that is a teachable moment. Never 
underestimate the power of the cute.”

 BIRu BIRu
“Biru. Biru Biru!” 

If Panda Monium is a mystery, Biru is 
an enigma potentially undermining 
all space and time; if for no other rea-
son than his quantum-level cuteness . 
Seriously, this guy is adorable . What 
he is—never mind why he’s playing 
Kaosball—remains a topic of hot de-
bate among biologists, theologians, 
and fans .

Biru first appeared on the scene seven 
seasons ago, playing for the Amazons 
during their memorable run at the 
Chalice that year (ultimately knocked 

out by the Goblins in the semis) . Too 
many didn’t know what to make of him 
and assumed the Amazons had “ad-
opted” him because he was cute . They 
spent so much time trying to figure out 
what to do with him that they ended up 
losing fights, points, and games .

Since then, Biru has bounced around 
the league, playing for every team 
at least twice in every season . He’s 
become the unofficial mascot for the 
Premier League itself, and while ev-
erybody knows him well, they never 
seem to be able to handle him on 
the field . He’s an effective, if unintel-
ligible, player who can change the 
course of a game all on his own . It’s 
a mystery what he spends his fees on 
though, although it does appear he 
has a weakness for beer .
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“All right, I’ve heard some kind 
of nonsense about how it’s not a 
good idea to say your name out 
loud, but I’m a professional, so let’s 
talk here, Kutulu. Now... uh...”

[INDISCERNABLE]

“I... was that... Ah, never mind. 
Now, this league is no stranger to 
magic. The Warlocks, the Daemons, 

the Paragons, they all bring their 
own weird powers to the game, 
and they’ve been frank about 
where that power comes from 
and what it does. But you’ve been 
tight-lipped about it and I want to 
know why. Where does this...”

[INDISCERNABLE]

“Red towers... beneath a sky of 
crimson teeth, squamous forms pale 
against the shores of the Void... Uh... ”

[INDISCERNABLE]

“IaFtaghnWaglNagl...”

 KuTulu
When KUTULU speaks, no sounds 
emit from his mouth fronds . Some-
how, meaning arrives in the recipi-
ent’s mind, reportedly together with 
a feeling of gibbering madness . Any-
one who gets too close to KUTULU for 
too long start questioning the nature 
of reality, and not in a good way . Most 
people get over this after a few min-
utes, but just about every game sees 
at least one opponent institutional-
ized for life .

For fans, KUTULU is a troubling player . 
He’s undoubtedly talented and useful . 
If for no other reason than he stands 
nearly nine feet tall and almost five 
feet across the shoulders, he’s a valu-
able asset to virtually every team . 
Driving other players insane is really 
just a bonus at that point (sort of) .

For mortals, though, KUTULU is a good 
deal more disturbing in a general 
sense . He’s made it clear (well, as clear 
as he can) that he’s an incarnation of 
an unknowably ancient power beyond 
even the gods . So why’s he playing Ka-
osball? Why is he so clearly interested 
in winning? He doesn’t need or (as far 
as anyone knows) spend the money he 
earns, so what’s he in this for?

Nobody except KUTULU has any good 
answers to these questions; he’s not 
exactly chatty and no reporter has 
been able to stay in the same room 
long enough to finish an interview . 
In any case, it’s probably better to 
just sit back, watch him play, and not 
think too hard about the details .
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“Mister Awesome, you’ve come close 
to ending this game by blowout, and 
that possibility is still within reach.”

“Arigato.”

“You’re welcome. Now, with a 
commanding lead in the score, the 
main threat is elimination, and I want 
to know how you... Hey, you’re in the 
wrong dugout, pal. Your team’s over 
on the other side of the crossfield! 

…

“The enemy bruiser just walked 
halfway across the field to hand you 
the ball! And the game isn’t even on...”

“Arigato.”

[bewildered] “You’re... welcome.”

“All right now get out of here! If 
you get lost again, your dugout 
is on THAT SIDE OF THE FIELD! I 
can’t believe this. Mr. Awesome, 
does that happen to you a lot?” 

“All of the time.”

 mR. AwESOmE
“Arigatō. Dōmo arigatō gozaimasu.”

Mr . Awesome is every bit as, ah, 
awesome as advertised . Seriously . 
If watching him on the field isn’t 
enough, any interview you watch 
shows a humble, insightful, and help-
ful individual happy to address every 
question (even if he doesn’t answer 
certain ones) and sign autographs till 
his hand falls off . That’s actually part 
of the problem . Every interview goes 
essentially the same way . He says 
little, almost never reveals any new 
details, and continues to play superb 
Kaosball . Oh, and be, well, awesome .

Rumors surround Mr . Awesome . The 
most popular include the idea that he 
is all that remains of a super-secret 
project to engineer the ultimate hu-
man Kaosball player . Some claim to 
have evidence that he’s still part of 
shadowy order of monks who have 
altered their physical disciplines to 
apply to Kaosball . 

Whatever the case, he’s a skilled 
and very generous player . He assists 
in grand style, and has a knack for 
stealing possession . A few opponents 
have accused him of using some sort 
of influence as if they were “com-
pelled” to hand him the ball, whence 
he’d thank them (in Japanese) and 
promptly take off .  More than one of 
these players even admit to thanking 
him back, instinctively, because he 
was just that awesome .
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“Zorra, I’ve gotta hand it to you, 
I’ve never seen an ogre fight, dodge 
and spin like that! You are a true 
inspiration on the crossfield!”

“Ha-HA! Even the most bulbous and 
ungainly can become virtuosos with 
the right leader to guide them!”

“What’s your secret, Zorra? 
How do you turn these hulking 
beasts into classical dancers?”

“With style and panache, of course! 
Everyone is embarrassed at first to 
try such things, but with me at their 
side, they drop the shame, drop the 
pretense, and make with the flash!”

 ZORRA
“Hah! You like that? Don’t pretend 
you’re not impressed.”

Zorra is, more than any other ringer 
(except Macho Libre, maybe) play-
ing a role . A relative newcomer, 
this “reject from a bad production 
of  Carmen,” as one pundit unkindly 
described her, burst onto the scene 
in the grand style that has charac-
terized her career ever since . She 
turned heads in her first two games, 
for obvious reasons . Her third outing, 
however, with the Goblins, made her 
name . She actually got that mob of 
maniacs to cooperate, at least in her 
immediate vicinity, and ran an orga-
nized game that literally destroyed a 
very promising Zombie squad . Zorra 
has never lacked for work since .

For all the importance of the out-
come, each Kaosball game is more 
than 3/5s spectacle . Showmanship 
brings in fans, gets sponsorships, 
makes reputations, and occasion-
ally wins games . That’s Zorra in a 

nutshell . She rarely gives interviews, 
but her keen intelligence and insight 
into the game shows up clearly on 
and off the field . This makes her ex-
tremely entertaining to watch (and 
her skimpy costume helps too!)

Zorra’s not happy unless she’s got 
her team standing beside her and the 
bodies of their opponents heaped 
around them . She made waves last 
season by playing exclusively for the 
Amazons . Many people give her no 
small part of the credit for their Chal-
ice win and league-wide best record 
that year .
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“Kongbad, I’ve got just one 
question for you.”

“Shoot, bro.”

“How the hell is your team winning?”

“Whoa, gettin’ some serious 
negative vibes there. You might 
wanna do something about that 
anger, man. Tension’s a killer.”

“Look, you’ve spent the first half of 
this game just stumbling randomly 
around the field tackling people with 
no regard for the ball or the game! 
How can you possibly be in the lead?”

“Okay seriously, dude. I know this 
great energy therapist who does 
the most awesome enemas. You’ve 
gotta... Hey, where you goin’ bro? 
Leave me hanging? Not cool.”

 KOngBAD
“It’s just a game, man. Chill out!”

Kongbad is one of the most memo-
rable ringers in the game today, and 
not simply because he’s a huge ape . 
He’s neither the fastest player on the 
field nor the most skilled . He’s good 
at the game, but he lacks the insight 
into it that so many of the other 
long-serving players display . He also 
doesn’t display the pizazz, personal-
ity, and fashion sense of so many of 
the game’s other great personages . 
Yet there’s something compelling 
about the big ape’s laidback and 
easygoing approach to life, love, and 
Kaosball .

Along with Panther and Macho Libre, 
Kongbad has been around the league 
longer than nearly any other ringer . 
Indeed, he’s got fans in every locker 
room in the Premier League who 
grew up watching him play . Quite 
a few champions have hoisted the 
Chalice and credited him with get-
ting them into the game in the first 
place . He’s a fixture and couldn’t be 

less impressed with the fact . He’s 
personable, generous, and best of all 
(as far as we’re concerned) extremely 
quotable . His musings on the game, 
the world surrounding it, and life in 
general could fill a several books – 
and they have .

The fact that he’s an excellent player 
doesn’t hurt his reputation . He’s 
made a long career out of manipulat-
ing play to cost opponents points in 
unusual ways . Scoring is one thing, 
but keeping points is a game in itself 
whenever Kongbad is on the field . It’s 
a game he’s been very good at win-
ning for a very long time .
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“So Scrag, they call you the ‘Ringer 
Assassin.’ Any comment?”

“Blarg. Hate.”

“Every time we see you called 
to scrimmage, the reason is 
pretty obvious; they want the 
other team’s Ringer gone.”

“Rarbl. Hack. Pfffft.”

“You know, the latest KRC* ad 
about The Perils of Cheating 
features you quite prominently. 
Some of my sources say you’ve got 
yourself tangled up in some pretty 

dark mojo. Is that your secret? Is 
that how you’re taking out enemy 
Ringers game after game?”

“Kack. Hiss, Ooooobl! Kr-
kahkarah-krrr!”

 “Interesting. And I think I 
agree. It’s a deadly game.”

“Die.”

“Um. Good interview – gotta run!”

 ScRAg
“Hate.”

Many speculate that when Biru Biru 
bounced into the KBL, this dark mir-
ror avatar spewed forth from the 
abyssal beyond, in some twisted ges-
ture of balance .

Rumor has it that Scrag made an in-
fernal pact with the powers control-
ling magic itself, to learn the secret of 
Kaosball’s ringers’ power . Not to am-
plify his own, but to twist their very 
passion and ambition against them . 

It’s possible that Scrag’s primary mo-
tivation is jealously . Biru is absolutely 
beloved across the entire spectrum 
of fandom, and this has actually 
translated into a field advantage for 
the little guy . The very mention of 
Biru and his fandom withers Scrag’s 
black little heart, and the hate is pal-
pable even outside the game .

Not much is known about this hor-
rifying little beast, but when he takes 
to the field, make no mistake: his dark 
gifts often make short work of enemy 
ringers . And for this assassin-like pow-
er, every team wants a piece of him .
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afterWorD: on fanDom

“I don’t care what you say, mom! If 
the Daemons win the Cup again this 
year, I’m going to burn Bobby’s house 
down!”

And yes folks, she’s still twelve .

The temperature in our house al-
ways goes up whenever there’s an 
Amazons-Daemons matchup . When 
the game in question is for the ulti-
mate prize in Kaosball, it can result in 
the kind of meltdown that ends with 
thrown furniture and slammed doors .

So as you can imagine, Cup season’s 
been pretty rough around here these 
past couple years .

I’ve been to the PTA meetings, and 
Bobby’s parents seem like perfectly 
decent folks . Oh, they wear their 
wealth to make sure you’ll know 
about it, and you might get the im-

pression they had to sign some kind 
of scary-looking contract to get 
those good looks . But they’re not 
psychos from hell . They’re just the 
kind of ruthlessly successful folks 
who know how much some people 
hate them for it . . . and they kind of like 
the hate . In some other world, they 
might have dedicated themselves to 
a political cause or social group . But 
in our world, they’re Daemons fans .

Can there ever really have been a 
time without Kaosball? Sometimes I 
think it doesn’t matter if there was . 
Fandoms and rivalries in other sports 
were always based on accidents of 
geography . If you were born in Brook-
lyn, you were a Dodgers fan . But 
there’s so much more to us than the 
just place we come from . Everybody in 
the world has something to say about 
how things are, or how they ought to 
be . That’s what makes us who we are . 
And that’s why being a Kaosball fan is 
never just local tribalism .
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Now, my daughter is the hardest-
working kid you’ll ever see . There is 
nothing she hates more than to see 
someone win something they didn’t 
earn . When she won a charity raffle, 
she insisted on giving the cash back 
to the organizers, since they were 
the ones who had done all the work . 
When they gently smiled and refused 
her charming offer, she got very upset 
with them, because it wasn’t fair that 
she should have the reward when, in 
her mind, she had done nothing wor-
thy of it . She was six years old .

Amazons fan, through and through .

This is why every game is a big deal . 
This is why Kaosball stands head and 
shoulders above every other profes-
sional sport in history . It’s why every 
death on the field matters, even 
though a quick trip to the resurrec-
tion shrine brings them back right 
after the final buzzer . Not everyone 
can play the game, but everyone has 
a stake in it .

It’s also the reason I wasn’t worried 
about her threatening to burn down 
Bobby’s house .

“Sweetheart, is that what an Ama-
zon would do?” She stopped, knit 
her brows, held her fist to her 
mouth, and struggled to find some 
rationalization .“No,” she admitted .

“And what do you think they would 
do?” After a few moments, she set 
her shoulders and stared hard into 
the horizon .“Train harder, learn from 
their mistakes, come back next year, 
and kick their butts all the way back 
to Hell .”

That’s my girl .
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