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The Rotling was photographed entirely on virtual location in The Rot, which is a part of The
Wastelands in second LiPe®. Consent to vse these locations specifically and only Por this
project has been graciously extended by the creator of The Rot, Angharad Greggan, and by
the owner and game administrator of The Wastelands, NeoBokrug Elytis.

50 big thank you Peels at Catherine DeWitt, NeoBokrug Elutis, Aposiopesis Fullstop, Dan
seawwconds, spiderspite, NickCitrus, Cliban Callow, Nia Sage, ITAR, Gnawbert, Tralala
Loordes, Pandorah Ashdene, Briel the Fallen, sandusky kayvon, The Mutant Witch of the
Wastes, Jedidiah stone, kawanite, Marko, PanPot, and Por their inspiration and many
contributions. You all rule.

special thanks to my desigh consultant and stuntman, Nick Herzog, and my amazing editor,
Angela Jones. Both of you are invaluable to this project and continve to improve it, and I'm
lucky to have Yous guys. And to Angharad Greggan, who built the whole world and lots of
really great stuPP to put in it.

Renderings and/or photographs of Virtual Kennel Club (VKC®) animals are vsed with the
express permission of VKC owner, Enrico Genosse. Big barks of thanks to Blu sparkle and
Chiva Vavoom and everyone at V¢!

The character of sam Wyx and the content of her story is the exclusive dang ol’ property of
WYX PRESS WORLDWIDE and Jason DeWitt, copyright 2014, unless otherwise noted. No part
of this work may be reproduced without the explicit consent of the creator or a Pirst
generation clone. Do not run with onions. Do not attempt to bite undead ¢reatures at home.
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I eat one bite of my onion but then I
get the danger Peel. I turn around
and in my look was so Pear be true.

My hand got dumb Prom be aPraid and 1 let go my onion.
1 hope Por Grammy not be mad about the drop oF it and I
get s0 sorry Peels Por leave My only Pood in some sand.



P

b My whole selP still was all hurts Prom wake Up in a hole bu .
Pears of a monster make Porget of them pains and I just ron. |

I was not have a know of
Where am I ron to I just ron.

n MY think I yell at my brains about Pind a
hide place or else be some monster Pood. Bub
there was no smart do thing in my brains.




I have the ¢lose behind hear of him horror sound
like angry bug wings hum in him gurgle throat.

I wisht Por them big clouds take me vp in bhey 0Pt sky and no Ploppy mean thing is never reach me there.
Bub bhem clouds are never listen what I ask at them just Ploat around watch me be monster Pood I guess.




IP some Wrong thing is happen now a mean monster will
put Me in him LgIY Mouth. I was not even know the why
oP him want to eat me I am not Much meat or bones.
Maube is him make a soup of me Por last longer.

But the true is not matter how I
get cooked because of be dead.



How was I be s0 dumb and drop My only ohion Pood I don't know. I
¢ry Prom the think of it and wisht Por go back and get it but how.

‘: ~ q\\ .
| All o my own self was so tired and broke
- |Peel and my brains yell at me abovt why is

|You even try Sam You run away is never
work and you be chew Lp anywaus.

I have a side look under some broke house
and I seen the sweet Pace dog I seen
around. Him just hide still Por 05 ron by.
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I am not: understand the how of My run Paster then. Was like some Pire start |
in My inside meats and it was burn make me run Por save the life of me.




Then I seen Where was the ahead road turn some and Por a blink I maybe ¢an be out of him look.
I jump behind some wall then and hide so still like the dog but I got no sweet Pace just the Pear.

I get the worry of My drom heart sound make he Pind
Mme. Maybe him monster nose smell my be afraid.
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Him hungry sound was in my hear and them Peets slap so close
on the road. I try Por make my selP unvisible by just wisht Por it. B

Then I have the
hear of him
steps go away
I was s0 relieve
and now go
back Por get My
good onion.




I wait Por him dead meat smells go away and then ron like them
rabbits run but him monster nose was smell me too I guess.

I run so hard so long was like stabs in my chest but then I seen my
ohion still wait Por me in some sand I get the 50 hungry want of it. |

———— —

I make the Past run grab of it Prom the ?r’ound and not Pall
down I was s0 amaze Peel at my own selP Por the do of it.

I hold My onion 5o bight in my hand Por |
not: lose my so good Pood never again. |



Why is a dead mean P!applfj thing try Por kill me I don't know. I wonder if my
Porget him monster Pace is chase me all my liPe.

Mmember it got broke and




| Then I have
the look of

| some junk was

| a old metal
barrel the size
of me hide in
there. I have
the Peel oPiP I
ron more all
MY parts is
break apart.

8 I don't know if was brains
or Peet:s decide the do next
but I s0 Past climb inside
the barrel Por hide there.

Inside I have a Punny
sad think of Ploppy vse
the barrel Por him soup
pot because a onion and
a girl was already in it.

What am I even have brains Por if
that is what they are think about.



Then was him nose shifPs in
MY hear and I seen him horror
hands and I have the know of
I pick the dumb hide place.

i s r
Him mean arms hold
Me stronger than my ||
hurt tired arms and |

| the monster [iFt me
Op oLt Prom MY dumb

| hide place. I have

¥l the think of oh well
50 I be dead now and
still not have the

o know of who am I.

The most Pear
ever happen at
Me was him old

| meat hands grab
Me and not let go.

I have the so

H close smell oF him
nasty breathe on
Me and him rot
body stink too.

Grammy was tell about every thing be '
dead some time but never was she say
about them chase Polks around after.



I bhink maybe my inside monster decide

Por the do next becauvse I open mi

teeths and bite at him so nasty Pingers.
. — —

Them dead Pingers was so bad rot
Meats. I get the taste of dead in
MY mouth Pop the long time aPter.

Floppy monster was surprise Peel Por a blink and then was get
him Mean Pace again. I was Peel throwup then I ron more.




I try and try Por get away
but them dead Plappy Peetis
chase and chase like them
dogs want them rabbits.

But @ 50 worse happen then My think it
¢rack Prom headpains come so Past. It
was the 50 bad time Por broke brains.

My look éqet
s0Pt an

them colors
oF things go
away and my
nose cry
sSoMe bloods.
All them so
many Peels
erack the
insides of my
brains it so
hurts.
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M My headpains is the
nother monster chase
Me around all the times.
Why am I get all the
monsters[ don't know.




Then in My think it the monster was gone and me was in some noth

er place. I have a look of bePoretimes

like yesterday come through them brain cracks. I smelt some smoke and hide in a dark box of onion.

I member my Grammy say at me Sam You hide in them
onions Por be saPe but I was not have the safe Peel.

50fod

ells
ive
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Fire burn vp
every thing in My
look and smoke
Make me cough

N so I hide in my

sleeve Por the
Mmake quiet of it.




I seen them Pires burn the kitchen where me and Grammy make
all them Platbreads and sovps. I member cry at the so sad.

<4
Them mens was not care abouvt
Pires I guess just want Por kill
each other. Why is kill some

body the imporEant more than
not get burnt vp I don't khow.
= «
All them mens got dark lines on
they Paces over they eyes and
nose. Some got metal rings on
they necks and Peets. I smellt;
them onion roast and me too.

3

- 2

J

Wh¥ is the world got 50 Much mean and sad I wonder about
it. I was ¢ry more and them bloods spillt out MY nose.




hen the bef-‘arebumes go awag andI am r*un Prom a monster agam Mg stumbte Peebs trip
on some rubble and my whole self Paﬂ down a hill with them headpains still 50 hurt me.
—

I crash down and down get scrape Pace
and so bruise on every parts of me. I
guess the [Ucky was My land in a bi
sticker bush grow so thick Por catch me
but also was thorns poke my every where.

I don't know why the Ploppy
Mean thing was not come
get me in them sticker bush
&ust walk around like angrg.
hide in them thorns an
never let go My ohion.




The headpains get worse Prom scared hide there and I hold my skoll Por keep them
bits of brains inside. The only do about it was wait Por pains and monsters go away.

When them headpains stop was moon time so dark. I decide Por stay

in my safe bush until sun come back. I look at them stars so glamour
light and think of rest my broke head in the lap of My Grammy.

I have a nother bite of
onion then save it all
Por maybe I am alive
later. Then was I go
asleep in them thorns.




I wake vp in the bush and have a look oP all around be morning bright..
I have the Par see of bridge got broke in the middle like me and
watch them waters shine them sun colors on all of every things.
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Then I seen down by My Peets was a
bird basket and the bird leave she
two eggs inside. My mouth was want
them eggs in My belly and even was
sMile Pof get the Peel of maybe be ok
how 8o I carePul climb ovt the bush.

But then was him 5iapp:‘¢VPeebe on the road and him horror

smell in my nose again. Why is a monster wait all night just
Por chase me I guess him got only mean in him dead heart.




My robe got them
sticker thorns in
bhelra threads and
Mplj legs get scrape
oF them and poke in
My scabs.

I hear him Peets
chase closer at me
and get the Peel of
be dead soon. In
MY think it T get
g[r*oss %?1 Ibhep

0 ing Por
bobphpegr Mme gu day
and have the want
oP punch him ogly
Pace about it.

But them angers at a monster was all Porget about it when I have the look of My
run ahead. My brains get the Peel of give Op Por the no way of me stay alive now.




My run away take me to the bridge and the broke part was
More bigger here than the look of it Prom the Par away.

I wonder about
what is better be
Ploppy monster
Pood or Pall in some
Par down waters.

The bad of it is both \
still are me be dead but
I have the small thank .
You Peel Por get a pick .

oP one or the nother.

o 'C:l ¥ But the true is there was
- ‘ no pick anything about it.




In a monster mouth is maybe take the long time Por
be dead of it and Pall in s6me waters is a Fast do.

5o I done a jump.

I am not member iP I ever was Ply in the bePoretimes but
MY think is mavbe not. For a blink was I 4am the bird and
in'the middle I'have a Pear of maube be Sam the rock too.

I was so0 amaze Peel When I crash on the nother side oF the broke bridlge. My see it was Puzzy and
every part of me yell about it hurts. My Poot was twist around when I crash and it yell the most lovd.

But iP I am Peel the hurt of things I guess is also mean I am still alive Por now.




Then in My hear

was words Prom

horror mouth give

Me sick Peels. Him

talk sound was like

scratceh in him

throat and them

breathes come out

somewhere not him

Mouth. Him stink Come back
was in them winds here girl...
too even Prom the

Par away.

You're all
busted up... I'll just
run arouvnd...

Take You
time is ok...

I make my arms crawl my own self on
the ground to where is the edge of
the bridge. Them Winds blow on my
scrape Face and make my head cold.

R
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The monster make him
horror sound and run back
around Por the kill of me.

I was not know what was I do. Mﬂ 50 hurt Poot was not walk or run and a monster come eat Me soon. Them clovds

getb so dark and my brains have the cold sad Peel of give up. Maybe is just not a good world Por Sam I don't know.

I put My hurt Poots on the edge of bridge and A
climb over. I have no nother do about it. === =3
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Then was I slide down to a dead tree Y |
body stick out there Prom some cliff.

e

I was so sad and amaze then Por some

rain drop in My eye make it burn. Why [
i5 the rain on me now I just cry.




My Pingers
torn the
Plour color
Prom hold a
dead tree 50
tight and
them rains
make slip my
Peets some.

I have the hear
oFf him horror yell
at me Por Pind
me. I wisht the
Mmonster go away
but wisht Por it is
not: it be true.

Then was I learnt the so
important true of run away.

You climb vp is
Mmore hard than
you slide down.
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Hang on Por The Rotling, Episode 4: The Make of Soup




