
Agri-Counterculture 

Introduction 
It’s a given that this vile earth will produce nothing but foul harvest and worse. Yet there are still 
many who try and spread seeds on their fields with false hope. Soon they learn that all one may 
reap is misfortune and death.  
 
Collected here are products of a soil that has had enough, that would rather shake its body 
seven times to rid itself of the stinking parasites that we living creatures are. 
Beware the products of agriculture.  
Note : Almost every beast leaves behind seeds. PCs can use them to build their own orchard.  

Bestiary 

1. Cowardly Fruit of Knowledge: 
Highly sought after, these Apples are not only delicious but provide the consumer with vitamins 
enough to rest and ease the mind. Eating one alive heals 1d6 HP and reduces DR for Spells 
down to 8 for the next hour, heals dizziness too. Well, it would if it didn’t run away so quickly.  
They know people want them so they are quick on the take and careful in their steps. Without a 
contraption or quick feet, you won’t get them so easily.  
Its soul is what gives you Power. Dead it’s worth no more than a ration.  
 
Hitpoints: 2  
Armor: None 
Morale: 3 
Attack: 1, they won’t fight. 
Special: They will flee as soon as they can. Trying to grab a hold of one requires a test of Agility 
DR14.  
 
Selling Price: 
Alive: 60s 
Dead: 5s, nothing but a snack. 
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Holding metaphysical discussion in applespeech. 
2. Scouting for hiding places. 
3. Looking among the roots of trees for companions.  
4. They heard you! The Apples are hiding in the bushes. 



2. Corn-Cavalry 
The largest in number when it comes to agricultural products. This got to their head. Their 
culture was afraid of overpopulation and abuse from other species. Nobody can push us around 
so easily! Only we can do that!  
Through arrogance their yellow, thin, barely thinking, delicious bodies set up a highly complex 
and militant culture consisting of a fighting population entirely made of Corn-cob-Soldiers. 
Corn-cob-cops. The defenders of the orchard. Nobody asked them for it but it’s what they do.  
 
Hitpoints: 6 (appear in a squad of four)  
Armor: -1d4 
Morale: 10 
Attack: Roll a 1d6 on the weapons table.  
Special: Their corn is explosive. When in contact with acid or fire it will pop and deal 1 damage 
for every 100 kernels (1d8. One corn cob has an average of about 800 kernels. Triggering acids 
includes stomach acids.) 
With a bottle and some paper one can make corn-bombs.  
 
Selling Price: 
Alive: 30s 
Dead: 18s 
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Trying to remember orders their leader gave this morning. 
2. Guarding the next gate/door in the area.  
3. Scolding one other random agricultural-product for stepping over a pedantic law only 

they know of (roll 1d10 or choose) 
4. Skinning a fallen companion and gathering their kernels to use for bomb-building. A few 

cobs are crying after them even though emotions are not allowed in the field.  

 
 

  



3. Sour Cow 
A massive vehicle of an animal. An incoming car crash. Why wouldn’t animals have the privilege 
or growing deranged as well in our times? This Cow has all the reasons to be as sour as it is: 
Mistreatment. Neglection. Metaphysics. The Economy. You can’t call it “irrational anger”. 
There is not a world of difference between you and this Cow. 
 
Hitpoints: 38 
Armor: None 
Morale: 10 
Attack: Bite d6 / Charge d8 / Sour Milk d4 
Special: The aggressive Sour Cow will charge into combat when visual contact with the enemy 
is made. DR12 Agility to dodge the cow. It will run past its target for a large enough distance to 
charge again. It will do so until its opponent is near or hit.  
It will focus on one foe and not stop until they are dead.  
 
It can aim its udder (1d4 charges lol) and shoot a target with sour milk for 1d4 damage.  
The acid will reduce the armor tier by one. The foul smell will attract other creatures on a 1 in 6.  
 
Selling Price: 
Alive: 80s 
Dead: 50s 
Udder: 20s  
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Chasing another creature they spotted in the distance. 
2. Lying in obvious hiding, waiting for the next target to get close. 
3. Feeding on the carcass of another creature. It’s not enough. 
4. Faking an injury so other creatures come closer. Overdone painful moos.  

  



4. Dung 
Shit speaks! Sure wish it didn’t! In guttural sounds it lamentates its existence as a literal piece of 
filth, self-pitying and depressed. It complains about its situation and insults itself. 
Talking to it is a mistake, this is how they bind you to it. Encouraging words will only fuel its 
destructive cycle of misery and manipulation. 
They have no intention of bettering themselves, saying they’re too weak. They’d rather continue 
to complain and bother everyone. They don’t care about you obviously. They only want to talk 
about their painful existence. Not popular at parties or with fairly-adjusted people. 
 
Hitpoints: Can’t die through weapons, will split into multiple pieces which keep on complaining.  
For spells, treat as if they had 1 HP.  
Armor: None 
Morale: 4 
Attack: Nasal penetration 1d4 per turn (foul smell hurts when exposed to for a long time) 
Special: They hug the feet of a creature close by and begin to dry, the creature forever bound to 
hear the Dung bash itself in mean shit-talk.  
Can be dodged (Agility DR8) but this will fuel the Dung with even more anxiety and self-hatred.  
A creature bound can be freed with a bit of digging and hard work. 
 
Selling Price: 
Nobody is going to buy your shit 
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Lying in mud.  
2. Crying at the feet of a creature, not realizing it’s long dead.  
3. Having a breakdown (loud and mean insults against itself) 
4. Trying to manipulate an intelligent creature into staying  

(Are you going to leave me like everyone else? It’s no surprise! I am literal shit after all! I 
can’t do anything right! I thought you were my only friend. I am disgusted and gross, why 
would anyone want to be with me?!)  

  



5. Gross Grapes 
The Gross Grapes are a round, pudgy mistake. Its body soft and squishy, torn apart with scars 
and wrinkles, reminds of mutated raisins. A perpetual smile sticks on their face.  
They mean not to harm you, the torment they cause is only a byproduct in their search for 
nourishment. They devour each other if they have no other means of food. 
 
They know you’re coming, they heard it through the grapevine.  
 
Hitpoints: 9 
Armor: -1d6 
Morale: 7 
Attack: Acidic Teeth d6 
Special: When bitten they cannot roll for Armor but they will scream for help to call other 
Grapes. 1d4-1 appear.  
 
Selling Price: 
Captured: 60s 
Dead: 30s 
Pieces of Grape: 6s (can be harvested for 1d4 per corpse) 
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Standing in an Ouroboros-cycle where every Grape scratches off and eats a piece from 
the one to their right.  

2. Laugh incessantly caused by squeezing one of their fallen. The purple soup surging from 
the Gross-Grape-Corpse amuses them.  

3. Eating weird things in the area. 
4. Old, pregnant Grape in labor. Two new Baby-Grabes burst out of her. Every Grabe 

assembled feels touched and in awe.  
 

  



6. Hen and Her Horrible Offspring 
A foul animal twisted into birthing cursed offsprings. They prefer a peaceful domain, 
undisturbed, with no one stealing their children away or causing pain. They sit in their nests 
which are located near houses or huts, alarming the residents with a shrill scream. 
  
Hitpoints: 16 
Armor: None 
Morale: 9 
Attack: Beak 1d4  
Special:  
War-Siren: Warns all other creatures in the area. Chance for random encounters doubled. 
Random creature appears (roll 1d10) 
Lays a new egg every round not moving or attacking. Will send them into the fight.  
 
Selling Price: 
Alive: 35s 
Dead: 16s 
Eyes: 12s 
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Brooding on a nest, sleeping and warming its children. 
2. Sorting out their eggs, classifying the good and the bad ones.  
3. Fighting with another Hen for territory.  
4. Pecking the kernels of a Corn-Cavalry. 

7. Hen’s Eggs 
Black eggs with legs. Explode on impact. Can be used as ammunition or grenade.  
 
Hitpoints: 6 (treat as swarm with 6 Eggs) 
Armor: None 
Morale: 6 
Attack: Explode! 1d2 damage per Egg in swarm 
Special: 
 
Selling Price: 
Alive: 6s 
Dead: Useless 



8. Lettuce run, quick! 
A gigantic ball of lettuce. Two eyes that close themselves when it starts rolling after you.  
It doesn’t need you as food or as sacrifice or anything like that. It will kill you because it’s fun to 
chase and roll over people. Every car-owner has had to deal with these urges and this Lettuce 
embraces them.  
Non unpopular as traps. 
 
Hitpoints: 24 
Armor: None 
Morale: 12 
Attack: Roll over creature 1d12 (falling dice-size) 
Special: Shrinks in size when a fourth of its health is lost. Damage dice reduced to the next 
dice-size (1d12>1d10>1d8>1d6).  
 
Selling Price: 
Size of the Lettuce-ball matters when selling it. 
Alive: 48s multiplied with its current HP divided by total HP (e.g: 48 * (12/24) = 24) 
Dead: 18s multiplied with its current HP divided by total HP 
Salad Eyes: 16s  
  
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Charging against an obstacle as part of training. 
2. Bouncing in excitement. 
3. Sleeping. 
4. Rolling through the next linear hallway. 

  



9. Probably Psychedelic Pears 
These pears grew up next to Uncle Fester’s lil mushroom colony. While they ripened on the 
outside, they did so on the inside also. They’ve reached abilities and understanding you will 
never experience and have only heard about from a hippie who said something about humans 
only using a small part of the brain and something something psionics at 100% usage.  
Tim Leary was right but he was talking about the wrong species: It’s the Pears!  
 
They have only legs and a big, juicy body. Their insides are filled with weird brain matter. 
Communication, with you and with each other, is done telepathically. 
 
Hitpoints: 6 
Armor: None 
Morale: They know when to flee and when to fight.  
Attack: Psionic blast 1d8 (roll Presence for Defense). 
Special:  
Telekinesis: They are able to levitate normal-sized objects which they will use for defense so 
you don’t get too close.  
Teleport: After concentrating for 2 rounds they can teleport to any spot in a 12 mile radius.  
 
When consumed test Presence DR12. On a success you gain the ability of Telekinesis & 
Teleport for the next hour. On a failure, you still learn Telekinesis but you talk hippie-bullshit too.  
On a fumble, you only talk hippie-bullshit.  
 
Selling Price: 
Alive: 38s 
Dead: 20s 
Brain: 12s 
 
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Astrally travelling through the 4th wall and appearing in front of you (GM should prepare 
pears and put them on the table now.) Might or might not try to communicate with the 
players. Might or might not be the last straw before your friends think you’re a lunatic. 

2. The pears openly talk of manipulating the GM psychically. If they are not stopped, the 
GM will lose their impartiality and root for the pears over the players. Play dirty.  

3. They test their abilities on a Sour Cow. They will stand in front of one and stare until it 
falls over. Success on a 4 in 6.  

4. Attempting to construct a dimensional gate to a plane not befallen by the apocalypse. 
There is none and they know it but they have nothing better to pass the time with. 



10. Thirsty Tomatoes 
Their small size, red colour and fanged mouth is rather cute when you ignore their bloodsucking 
nature. Be careful when trotting through bushes for Tomatoes that await you there! They jump 
on a creature, bite right in and suck their blood. The wounds left behind heal slower, bleed 
harsher than when the Tomato sucked on it still.  
Comparable to when a knife in an accident gets stuck in your gut. Don’t pull it out! That will only 
make it worse. 
 
Hitpoints: 1 
Armor: None 
Morale: 4  
Attack: Suck Blood 1d2  
Special: Hide in a secret spot and jump on a creature. A sudden sharp ding when they bite in 
like a tick. 1d3 damage for every 10-minute-turn the Tomato sticks to the body. They let off after 
sucking a total of 8 points of health, having grown in thrice the size.  
Needs to be removed surgically. Brute-force leads to harsh bleeding (Infection or 1d6 per turn).  
 
Selling Price: 
Alive (normal): 8s 
Dead (normal): 3s 
Alive (sucked a lot of blood): 20s 
Dead (filled with a lot of blood): 10s 
 
What are they doing (1d4)? 

1. Sucking away at a Sour Cow. Many vomit the blood back up, indigestible. 
2. Disguise themselves among the bed of roses here.  
3. A nest of tomatoes builds an abode out of the corpse of a human.  
4. Lying in wait at the next gate out of this area, hoping the party comes close enough. 

 


