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I looked at the skeleton tending bar. “So, you’re the result of a                         
Mad Necromancer Rampage?” Yes, my people italicize that. 
 
The skeleton nodded. The amulet around his ‘neck’ continued on:                   
“Yup. Guy came through, animated the entire graveyard. Wanted an                   
Undead army. Messed up the summoning, though, so he got                   
whoever had died recently and hadn’t Moved On.” 
 
“So you didn’t serve him?” 
 
“Depends how you define that. Anyway, after that was over, we                     
didn’t have anything to do, so… we set up this trading post.” 
 
“No attacking the living, then?” 
 
The skeleton cocked his skull. “Why would we?” 
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