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Where It All Began
A chat with Rogue Historian, Humbleburt Dinghopper

Humbleburt was an excitable 
fellow, pacing his study as he 
spoke, hands flailing as if he were 
conducting some infernal orchestra. 
He seemed ready to explode, his 
face reddening as his voice rose 
louder and louder. He was certainly 
passionate about his work. 

“Ah, and what would be that 
spark? The War of Crumbhaven vs 
The Dark Lord! See, at the time, 
Rotbottom was a rather prosperous 
city. This was an era of some of 
our greatest architectural feats. 
Oh, to bask in the infrastructure of 
yesteryear! But I digress.

“It’d be a mistake to attribute the rise of the Rogues to a singular event. In truth, a complex mesh of cultural movements, 
economic issues, and policy-making swirled together to create the disgusting primordial stew that the Rogues crawled 
from, so to speak. That said, every match has the event that sparks it, yes?”

When word of the conflict reached Rotbottom, the current headmeister, Grannis Prouderhall, sent out a call far and wide for 
mercenaries. The city would not be caught unaware! And the response was great. What soldier wouldn’t want to fight for the 
shining jewel of civilization? 

The fact that Grannis promised almost double the standard wage certainly helped motivate them, and he quickly raised one 
of the largest armies ever seen. 

Unfortunately, having a standing army meant having to supply a standing army. The tenements of today were the newly 
constructed barracks of yore. They were not meant to be in use this long, and for those who lived in them, it showed.  As we 
know now, the fighting never actually made it to Rotbottom, but Grannis was paranoid and kept the army for a long time. It 
was a great drain on the city’s treasury—one that we still feel today. 

For the soldiers lived like kings! They had an excess of money and time, as there was no fighting to do. This led to the 
construction of a great many taverns and gambling houses, and the proprietors of such establishments saw great profit, as the 
fighting men’s coin funneled into their hands. The common citizens of the city were not immune to the charms of such places 
either. Drinking ale became our official pastime.

This all changed when Grannis died, however. It was at least a week before his death was made public, while his daughter, 
Headmeister Brunna, figured out what to do. Grannis had emptied the treasury almost to the last coin. As such, Brunna 
immediately disbanded the army of mercenaries. Many were no longer in fighting shape, having aged since they’d come to 
the city. With their savings, they settled down, planning to live out the rest of their lives in Rotbottom’s taverns.  Many of 
their fellows made the same decisions, however, and inflation hit the local economy. Their savings suddenly weren’t going 
as far as they had planned. 

Fast forward a generation, and the children of these former soldiers were living in a large city without enough industry to 
support itself. Many turned to the work of their parents, but on a smaller scale, forming bands of Rogues willing to take on 
odd, dangerous jobs for money. Ale was still in abundance and cheap, and clearing out a cave of goblins was a good (cont)


