
Wouldn't it be cool if there was a crawl that followed a typical story arc?  That way if you're stuck 
and can't figure out what should happen next you can use the crawl not only as motivation to 
get words on paper but also as a source of direction/inspiration.  This was written out as a 
generic Adventure genre crawl.

The journey begins...

 

A MESSENGER ARRIVES

The door of the tavern slams open.  You look up from your game of cards, thankful for the 
distraction because you were losing.  A man trips inside, bleeding profusely from an arrow 
wound in his side.  His left hand is trying to stem the blood, ineffectively.  His right is tightly 
clutching a roll of parchment.

“Please,” he croaks.  “I need someone to take this message to the king.”

What do you do?

    Volunteer! This message seems important.
        Do a fifteen minute sprint to the castle.
    Try to help the man! His wounds look critical; he needs help right away.
        Write 500 words as fast as you can.
            If you can do it in under ten minutes, you are able to bind the wound, apply a healing 
salve, and get him comfortable. You’re certain he will live.
            If it takes longer than ten minutes, you fumble with the bandage, rip the arrow out too 
hastily, and apply the wrong salve. He bleeds out in your arms.
            Either way, in the midst of your care, the messenger presses the roll of parchment 
urgently into your hand, imploring you over and over to finish his mission for him. You agree to 
do so.
        Nothing! There are a lot of people in this tavern.  Someone else will handle it.
            You may not be cut out for adventure, my friend. Delete the last two hundred words you 
wrote.  DELETE THEM.  And then re-write them and do it better this time.
                The tavern is in chaos. No one knows anything about medicine.  No one reaches for 
the message.  Everyone is just screaming and crying and generally useless.  Finally, with a 
heavy sigh, you toss your cards down and grab the message yourself.  It’s soaked in blood and 
a lot of it gets on your clothing.  You’ll have to wash the whole outfit now.  AND you’ll have to go 
to the castle to pass this off.  There goes your whole afternoon.

THE PROBLEM IS PRESENTED

You approach the castle warily.  You’ve never been inside, and from the attitude the guard gives 
you when you say you need to see the king, that’s blatantly obvious.  But when he catches sight 
of the silver seal on the parchment in your hand, the guard’s attitude changes completely.  You 
are hurried inside and shoved before the king immediately.  His Majesty doesn’t even give you 
time to speak before he grabs the message from your hand and unfurls it.  There is a tense 
silence.  Then the king lowers the message with a weary sigh.



“So it has begun.  The mythical beasts of old have risen.  And they are coming for us all.”  He 
looks to you, as if for answers.

What do you say?

    “Buck up, chap! You’ll beat them!”
        Roll a die (or use random.org).
            If the result is 1-3, the king glares at you angrily, not appreciating your glibness.
            If the result is 4-6, the king seems mildly cheered.
            Either way, multiply your result by 100 and write that many words.
        “Sorry, what? What beasts?  I’d really like to know specifically what beasts we are talking 
about.”
            Oh, it’s a backstory you seek! Pick one of your characters and write a paragraph about 
something in their backstory that hasn’t come up yet.
                The king shuffles around in his cloak and withdraws another scroll, this one smaller 
and older than the last. He holds it out to you solemnly, telling you that only it can answer your 
questions.  You take it and pocket it for later.
            “I’m going to leave now. Good luck!”
                You’ve got a lot of nerve, turning your back on the king like that. Write 1,000 words.
                    You turn to stroll out of the castle, but the guard who escorted you in is not having 
it. He grabs you and hurls you against the wall, your head slamming against it with a resounding 
smack.  “You’ve not been dismissed, messenger,” he growls.  You now have a headache. 

IDENTIFYING THE SOLUTION

“The prophecy!” the queen cries, bustling into the room, her enormous skirts swishing as she 
walks.  “The prophecy is our only hope now.  Bring forth the prophet!”  A haggard old man is 
dragged into the room.  He is in chains and clearly malnourished.  You suspect that he has been 
imprisoned in the dungeons below the castle floor for quite some time.

“I warned you,” he hisses in a bitter tone.  “I warned you all, but you did not listen.  Now you will 
pay the price!”

The queen wrings her hands as the king begins to pace.

“We were wrong,” the queen admits.  “Please, just tell us what to do!”

“It’s as I said before,” the old man coughs, pausing dramatically to take a long, rattling breath.  
“The one who bears the message shall be the one to bear deliverance.  No one else will 
succeed.”

How do you react?

    “Hmm… How do we figure out who that is?”
        I don’t know! The suspense!  Put a question into your novel that you don’t know the answer 
to yet.
    “Oh! I see where this is going!”
        Great job! You’re very clever.  Write to the nearest 1,000 words.
    “Well then we’re screwed because that guy is bleeding out back at the tavern.”



        You are dumb and also very insensitive. Sprint for 20 minutes.

A CHALLENGE IS ISSUED

“It’s you!” the king declared, gripping you solidly by both shoulders.  “You brought the message 
to us.  You will be the hero of our land, just as it was foretold!  Will you do it?”

You look around at the people waiting for your answer.  The king is staring you down 
expectantly.  The queen is nervous.  The prophet looks at you like you are the manifestation of 
his long held hopes made solid and real for the first time ever.  Even the guard looks at you with 
begrudging respect.  You look at them all and you open your mouth to answer.

“No.  I won’t,” you say.

Why not?

    “I am not worthy. I’m just a lowly townsperson!”
        Give your hero a new flaw, however small, and write a paragraph about it.
    “I’m actually a pacifist. I think we should try talking to the beasts.  Maybe we don’t have to 
fight!  If we just learned more about each other…”
        Give your villain a sympathetic trait, however small, and write a paragraph about it.
    “I really just can’t be bothered.”
        Write a paragraph about a character getting punched in the face. I don’t even care if you 
put it in your novel.  It’s just that you deserve to be punched in the face and this is as close as I 
can get.

 JUST KIDDING, THE CHALLENGE IS ACCEPTED

“Nonsense!” the king bellows, waving off your concern.  “It must be you!  The life of everyone in 
the kingdom, including yours, depends on your acceptance of this quest!  You won’t leave us all 
to perish, will you?”

“I guess not,” you relent.

“Excellent.  Of course, I wouldn’t send you out alone.  Guard, fetch our sacred weapons!”

The guard jogs away and returns carrying a large silver mace, a wooden bow that shimmers 
softly, and a sword that looks ancient.  He lays them at your feet.

Which do you choose?

    The mace!
        As soon as you touch the cold metal, your mind fills with images of the bloody battles it has 
seen before. Do a 20 minute sprint to clear your head.
    The bow!
        As soon as you touch the rough, twisted wood, your heart starts racing and you feel a 
buzz. Use the energy to do a 20 minute sprint.
    The sword!



        As soon as you touch the ornately decorated hilt, your gut surges with a sense of destiny. 
You feel like you can handle anything now.  You can definitely handle a 20 minute sprint.

LEAVING THE FAMILIAR

Now armed with your magical weapon, there is no time to waste.  The king orders his finest 
carriage to give you a ride to the edge of the kingdom.  It’s the most luxurious ride you’ve ever 
experienced.  The seats are plush and the carriage doesn’t bounce when it glides over tough 
terrain.  It’s like a dream.  When the outer walls loom over you, however, the horses startle and 
refuse to go any further.  Looks like you’ll be on foot from here on out.

You step across the threshold of the kingdom.  This is already the farthest you’ve ever been 
from home.  Before you stretches an enormous forest that the villagers whisper about in the 
dark of night, telling cautionary tales of its evils to children and adults alike.  You walk forward 
with trepidation.  As soon as you are fully below the boughs of the trees, the gateway to the 
kingdom slams shut behind you.  You hear a giant bolt lock.

Now you are truly on your own.

What do you do?

    Run courageously into the forest, ready to face the danger head on!
        Do a fifteen minute sprint
    Walk forward with deliberate, careful steps.
        Write 500 words at your own pace.
    Curl up in a ball and cry.
        Look, just be in another story altogether, ok? Adventure isn’t for you.  Take a paragraph 
you’ve written and rewrite it as if it were an entirely different genre.  Take an element, any 
element, from that new paragraph and add it into your actual story.

HELPERS MATERIALIZE

After only a few minutes, you suddenly stop what you are doing.  It occurs to you that you have 
no idea what you’re supposed to accomplish right now.  Slay the beasts, sure.  But where are 
they?  What are they?  Why didn’t anyone give you any instruction at all?  Aren’t quests 
supposed to be a little more goal-oriented?

    If you saved the life of the man in the tavern, he now jumps down from a nearby tree, 
evidently in perfect health now. He knows exactly where to go and what to do, seeing as he’s 
been training to be the hero his whole life.  He’s not bitter it’s you or anything.  But just so you 
know, it was supposed to be him.
        Write 400 words as you try to soothe his “not hurt” feelings.
    If you took the parchment from the king, you now unfurl it. It contains a detailed map to the 
beast’s lair, as well as pictures of what is waiting within.  Your eyes widen as you read.  To your 
astonishment, when you are done, the map erases itself and a message scrawls across its 
surface iN gorgeous calligraphy.  “You are not alone,” it reads.  “I will help you all I can.”
        Write 400 words as you ingest the information.



    If you didn’t help anyone and didn’t ask any follow-up questions then a nymph pops up in 
front of you and agrees to be your guide, but she’s really annoying and the kicks you in the shin 
periodically.
        Write 400 words and then stop. You cannot write any further until you get someone to kick 
you in the shin.  If there’s no one around then you can kick a wall or something, I guess.  After 
that, channel the pain and write another 400 words, you selfish, uninquisitive punk.

SETBACKS OCCUR

So now your journey has truly begun.  This is the time that people will talk about for generations.  
And it will be all about you.  Because you’re the chosen one.  You have the backing of a 
prophecy, the blessing of a king, the strength of a magical weapon, and the help of a 
companion.  You should be able to knock this beast-slaying thing out before noon and get back 
in time to finish your game of cards.  Right?

Wrong.  You thought this would be easy!?  You’re on a quest, you fool!  There’s a reason that 
not just anyone can complete these things!  YOU GET LOST (do a fifty-headed hydra), YOU 
GET HURT (do another fifty-headed hydra), YOU GET ON THE BAD SIDE OF A GRUMPY 
WIZARD WHO TURNS YOUR ARMS AND LEGS INTO CATS (fifty-headed hydra!), YOU GET 
DISCOURAGED (you know the drill!  another one!), YOUR COMPANION IS PUT IN PERIL 
AND YOU MUST DROP EVERYTHING TO SAVE THEM (once again, my friend!  And if you 
have the nymph as a companion, kick yourself in the shin again afterwards!).  This is a trial by 
fire, my friend.  And it burns.

    If you failed all five of the hydras, continue onto the next section.
    If you managed to succeed at one, congratulations! You may skip the next section.  Expect 
ballads to be written about you when all this is over, you valiant hero, you.

THE HERO REGROUPS

Panting, bleeding, demoralized, and ready to quit, you crawl into a nearby cave to recover.  
Maybe the prophecy was wrong after all.  Maybe you aren’t the one.  You can’t be.  You lean 
your head back against the wall and close your eyes, letting the discouragement wash over you 
in sick waves.

    If the messenger is with you, he leans against the wall next to you and finally admits that 
maybe it’s a good thing he wasn’t chosen. He sees the toll your quest is taking on you and he 
doesn’t envy you.  He admires you.  And he just wants you to know that he’s got your back no 
matter what comes next.  You are cheered.  Write 500 words at your own pace.
    If you have the map, it etches for you pictures of your homeland. All the things you’re fighting 
for.  All the people you want to save.  It makes you horribly homesick, but it strengthens your 
resolve also.  Write 500 words at your own pace.
    If you have the nymph, she kicks you in the shin. She is seriously the worst.  You decide to 
just leave her right there in the cave.  Sprint to 500 words.
        If it takes you more than 10 minutes, she chases you down and bullies you into continuing, 
and also makes you carry her from now on.
        If it takes you less than 10 minutes, you successfully lose her. Nothing seems so bad 
anymore!  You continue the quest with a spring in your step.



 

THE FOE IS VANQUISHED

All too soon, the lair of the beasts is before you.  From here you must go alone.  Just as your 
companion(s) instructed you, you skirt around the raging waterfall and dive into the deep pool 
hidden in the cave behind it.  You swim and swim, down and down, feeling the surface of the 
underground cave until you finally feel it curve upwards again.  Lungs burning, you push hard 
until your head breaks the surface and you breathe sweet, sweet air.  The beasts turn at your 
gasps.  They are enormous, scaly dragons with talons as large as your arm and teeth that could 
snap you in half effortlessly.

Nothing to do but… ATTACK!

    If you have the mace, you step out of the water swinging it and grow rapidly in size, until you 
are the one towering over them. From there it is easy to take them out one by one.  Write two of 
your characters switching roles.
    If you have the bow, each arrow you fire puts its target to sleep instantly. Once they are all 
slumber, you can slay them swiftly.  Write a dream sequence.
    If you have the sword, there is no clear advantage granted, but every move you make seems 
to be the right one. You dodge deftly, slash skillfully, and fight as if you’ve been doing it for 
years.  Write about something going right.

 

THE HERO RETURNS

The beasts lay dead.  Vanquished.  You take a scale off of one and throw it to the ground, 
instantly teleporting you back to the king’s chambers.  Everyone is there, the whole town it 
seems, waiting for news.  With a heroic smile, you announce your victory.  Cheers explode 
around you, and you party late into the night. 

But it’s the next morning that is even more meaningful for you.  As you look at the town, sleepy 
and undisturbed, you think about how easily the beasts could have destroyed it, ripping away 
everything you’ve ever known.  But you saved it.  Everyone is safe.  And now you can go back 
to the tavern and waste the day away in satisfying leisure once more.

    You’re all done. Write for ten minutes at your own pace about anything you please.  Your time 
is all your own now.


