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Return of the Obra Dinn fol-
lows an insurance adjuster in 
1803, who boards a mysteri-
ously unmanned merchant 

ship that has sailed into port after five 
years’ disappearance at sea. It’s your 
job as the insurance adjuster to discov-
er the identity and cause of death for 
each of the sixty passengers and crew, 
through use of a magical timepiece that 
takes you back to each person’s exact 
moment of death.
  If you have not yet played Re-
turn of the Obra Dinn, stop reading 
now and do so. No other game on the 
market has the same ingenious com-
plexity and open-ended puzzle solving 
mechanics as the Obra Dinn, as unlike 
traditional murder mystery games, 
there aren’t a limited number of ques-
tions to ask of a limited number of sus-
pects. Instead, everything you see and 
hear in the Obra Dinn is a potential 
clue, and only through purely logical 
reasoning can you arrive at each solu-
tion. 
 This article discusses an event 
that occurs shortly after the tutorial – 
and one that is definitely worth experi-
encing on your own – so if you have not 
yet played Return of the Obra Dinn, I 
recommend returning after you have 
played the first half hour of the game. 
For those that continue, just how accu-
rate is the Obra Dinn? Aside from the 
more obviously fantastical elements, 
the answer is that the Obra Dinn is 
indeed quite accurate. The vessel’s 
crew and uniforms reflect real crew 
manifests of merchant vessels in the 

early 1800s, and the game’s creator 
Lucas Pope (Papers Please) has stated 
that the boat’s layout is based on the 
HMS Leopard, a 50-gun war ship of 
the English Royal Navy. And further, 
there truly have been several histori-
cal accounts of ships recorded missing, 
only for them to be rediscovered later 
with cargo completely intact but crew 
nowhere to be found. 
 Take, for example, the Mary 
Celeste, a merchant brigantine spot-
ted near the coast of the Azores Islands 
in 1872. Captain David Morehouse of 
the British Dei Gratia first sighted the 
vessel on the morning of December 
5th, sailing without a clear pattern and 
likely in distress. Upon sending a res-
cue boat to the Mary Celeste, his sail-
ors discovered a ship with six months’ 
worth of food and supplies, a fully 
stocked cargo of 1,701 barrels of alco-
hol, and crewmen’s clothes and per-
sonal belongings still in their quarters. 
What had happened, then, to the crew? 
And why was this ship sailing near the 
Azores, and not en route to Genoa, Ita-
ly, where it had been destined? 
 Theories regarding what hap-
pened aboard the Mary Celeste flour-
ished over the ensuing centuries – the-
ories of sea monsters, mutiny, pirates, 
waterspouts, and even underwater 
earthquakes that caused noxious fumes 
to be released from the cargo. Yet de-
spite the abundance of theories the 
mystery of the Mary Celeste has never 
been solved, with its legacy spurred on 
by the likes of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 
(1884), Bela Lugosi (1935), and Doctor 
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Who (1965). 
 The Mary Celeste, however, 
is not alone. As recently as 2018, an 
unmanned “ghost ship” ran aground 
off the coast of Myanmar, more than 9 
years and 5,000 miles from its last re-
corded location in Taiwan. Named the 
Sam Ratulangi PB 1600, the ship was a 
177-meter-long commercial freighter 
built in 2001 and active for eight years 
before its recorded disappearance in 
2009. In the intervening years since, it 
managed to sail south between Vietnam 
and the Philippines, navigate around 
the tip of Singapore, and then head 
north along the Malaysian and Myan-
mar coasts – by no means a straight and 
simple route. 
 Upon investigation by the My-
anmar Navy, the crew of an Indonesian 
tugboat called the Independence ad-
mitted to having found the ship a month 
before its official discovery. They 
found it sailing without crew or cargo, 
and had decided to tow the freighter up 
the Myanmar coast. They’d intended 
to dismantle and salvage the ship at a 
factory in Bangladesh, but had set it 
adrift after their towing cables had 
snapped rather than attempting to haul 
it again. While this explains the ship’s 
last month of activity and its final des-
tination, still nothing is known of what 
occurred to its crew or what happened 
during the Ratulangi’s final nine years. 
Stories like these of the Mary Celeste 
and the Sam Ratulangi PB 1600 have 
captured the collective imagination and 
joined extensive maritime lore on ghost 
crews, sunken treasure, and vengeful 

sea monsters. Return of the Obra Dinn 
draws heavily from these tropes, and 
particularly excels when it comes to 
mythical creatures of the deep. 
 Shortly after the in-game tu-
torial (warning: the spoiler), the player 
is thrown headlong into a scene of cha-
os as the Kraken attacks the Obra Dinn. 
Giant tentacles rise over the ship as the 
crew attempts to battle the creature 
from multiple decks. It’s a story that’s 
been told and retold numerous times; 
the angry sea monster hell-bent on 
destruction and tearing apart a ship’s 
crew. Though it’s now been fairly well 
established that the Kraken is not in 
fact real, its existence was considered 
scientific fact until as recently as the 
18th century, in which the father of 
modern taxonomy Carolus Linnaeus 
included the Kraken in his 1735 Syste-
ma Naturae. 
 Written accounts of the Krak-
en date at least as far back as 1180, 
when King Sverre of Norway wrote of 
the Kraken as one of many supposed 
sea monsters. Norwegian stories of the 
Kraken were joined by Icelandic tales 
of creatures such as the Hafgufa (“sea-
mist”) and the Lyngbakr (“heath-
er-back”), which closely resembled 
giant whales in appearance. The Krak-
en likely subsumed features from these 
stories into its own mythos as its noto-
riety grew, leading to tales of a monster 
with wide and varied signs. According 
to the earliest legends, the Kraken’s 
depictions ranged from a gargantuan 
crustacean, to a massive sea serpent, to 
even a gigantic humanoid sea monster; 

only in recent centuries has its image 
steadied around the tentacled cephalo-
pod we picture today. 
 However, many of the more 
outlandish signs attributed to the 
Kraken do in fact have a basis in real-
ity. Sightings of the Kraken were likely 
reactions to a combination of creatures 
and events, among which include unu-
sual humpback whale feeding patterns, 
sperm whale battle scars, underwater 
volcanoes, giant squid, and fossilized 
tree resin. 
 For example, the Kraken was 
supposedly accompanied by enormous 
shoals of fish that could provide a boun-
tiful catch for fishermen that dared 
to get close, and its arrival was signi-
fied by huge bursts of bubbles breaking 
the surface. This strongly evokes the 
bubble-net feeding strategy unique to 
humpback whales, in which a pod of 
whales release their bubbles in a rising 
spiral pattern to herd shoals of herring 
closer to the surface. The mouths of 
several whales then breach the surface 
as they consume the herring, and do so 
in such tight formation as could likely 
seem the mouths and arms of one giant 
animal to an uninformed onlooker. 
 Other tales tell of a vengeful 
Kraken that churns the water, attack-
ing and sinking ships that dare to sail 
too close. Several of these stories are 
likely inspired by the very real danger 
posed from underwater volcanoes, as a 
gaseous marine volcano can spew bub-
bles at a rate so strong that it tempo-
rarily decreases the water density above 
the volcano and can cause unlucky 

ships overhead to lose buoyancy and 
sink. This, in addition to the molten 
rocks and pumice that are also ex-
pelled, likely to strike the ship and rip 
holes in its keel in what could easily feel 
like an attack. Such volcanic activity is 
common in the North Atlantic Ocean 
along the Mid-Atlantic Ridge – where 
the Kraken supposedly lies – as well as 
in the Caribbean’s Bermuda Triangle, 
also infamous for mysteriously disap-
peared ships. 
 These and more form the like-
ly basis for the Kraken’s myths, and 
another article entirely could be dedi-
cated to its fascinating modern equiv-
alent, the giant squid. Though we will 
never truly know what ancient sailors 
witnessed or what happened aboard 
the Mary Celeste, if you yearn to solve 
such mysteries take a mosey around 
Return of the Obra Dinn. Let us know 
what you think, and if you’re curious 
about the science and history behind 
a different game, let us know that too. 
Until then, I leave you with this ageless 
Latin wisdom: 

In mari multa latent. 
In the ocean many things are hidden.
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After jumping after traces of my other selves in the hundreds of 

billions of unenlightened realities for near-on a decade of real 

time, I began to follow a pattern, falling back into simulations 

further out from the Sun, into a set of sims that had recreated 

alternate, younger histories of my hometown. Lurking and circling 

through facsimiles of places I knew, I was still nowhere to be 

found. But people talked about me, the other copies of me who 

stayed a season. The ghost returns, as if home for the holidays, 

and Jamie or Kylie or Leslie or Paul chat for a few minutes, or a 

couple of beers, or through a night of drinking or screwing, and 

say a polite goodbye before forgetting me again.

Travelling between realities feels like travelling through an 

anthology of funky history books. You learn to intuit the events 

fashioning their cultures, but accuracy is elusive without study. 

You may be lucky enough to recognize the faces on the coins, but 

you cannot prattle on—buzzed out of your head on a coked-up vodka 

tonic when you give the bartender two Lincolns instead of a Teddy 

when they look like JFK and FDR but lived during a nineteenth 

century without a Civil War—about how you mixed up his due because 

he’s a lucky bastard, how they’re all lucky bastards—yes Briana 

you too, you beautiful red-headed Ashley copy—because they live in 

a cloud of computer dust two AU out, and yeah, basically it’s the 

Matrix, but not like run by evil cishet crackers but truly queer 

pluriconscious human-based AI (because really human beings are 

*super* nonnormative, especially when you unchain them from these 

stupid fleshy bodies) and more technically we live in a womb for 

a new superintelligence we get to be a part of like a few hundred 

years after we die. Well, these comments will get you kicked out, 

punched in the gut, locked up and most definitely not laid.

Unless Brad’s around. He’s into that *Doors of Perception* stuff, 

but you don’t want to tip him into insanity. He’s already fragile 

enough as it is. Just a few PKD books, and a gentle reminder as he 

holds you that it’s all just a fun story. When I was younger, I 

paid less attention. I find it hard to forgive myself for forgoing 

kindness, as if my transience was excuse enough.

Slipping through realities turns me into a dancer. Stylistic trends 

and historical events permeate realities nearby, a trait which 

eases the computational load borne between simulations. I lean 

into the sim’s lead, mostly keeping me out of trouble. When an 

anachronism jumps into a new sim, people notice you’re different. 

Unless they know you. Then they’ll vouch for you, for a time. 

You’ve been gone too long, you see. The trust you’ve earned from 

others in these variable pasts is short-lived. All relationships 

exist in a network. Doesn’t matter how mysterious you play this new 

life. The cracks of reality’s breaking point will split you from 

even the closest of kin. Once the web’s threads start snapping, one 

lone spider cannot weave it together in time. The trap lives long 

enough to give you time to find the separation praxis.

Jump by jump, I’m getting closer to him, to the earlier me, to a 

hometown I know. The lake is called Gresley instead of Griffy, but 

at last, rattlesnake dens pulsate with fear in the northern side’s 

overgrown trails. Feeling the satisfaction of memory, the city 

replies through its buildings and permutations. The campus Calder 

statues aren’t smooth loop and a wide-finned herbivore I know, but 

the deep red paint of IU coats their metal hides. The town guides 

me to its deviations, its hands on my shoulders, and whispers to 

me, asking me to bridge the breaches. My home pulls me into its 

true heart that only I know, to the moment of my rupture from its 

breast, ready to clamp down on me and sob into my hair. And yet, 

I resist its power, circling a wide whirl in a terminal orbit, 

homeward.
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When the Covid-19 pandemic 
hit, life as we know it 
suffered seismic disruption. 
Schools, business, retail — 

everything changed. Anyone who is part 
of a hobby or club really felt the impact 
too, as meeting up with other humans 
was suddenly a big no-no. What then, 
for board gamers? People whose hobby 
revolves around games and interactions 
with other people, pushing pieces of wood 
and plastic back-and-forth across a table. 
Some temporarily hung up their dice 
towers, not content to make do. Others 
flocked to online games via offerings such 
as Tabletop Simulator, Board Game Arena, 
and Tabletopia. But for a lot of people—
yours truly included—it steered us in 
another direction: solo board gaming.

Those three words on their own—
“solo board gaming”—seem pretty 
paradoxical to some. The concept of 
taking a hobby that relies on people 
around a table and doing it on your own. 
How do you even do it? When I’ve told 
friends that I play these games on my 
own, their faces speak volumes. They look 
like I’ve just tried to explain why I think it’s 

a good idea to add smoked fish to a jam 
sandwich.

The most common response I heard 
was “Why not just play a video game?”, 
and in fairness, it’s a good question. There 
are thousands of video games out there 
designed to be played by yourself, so, why 
bother playing a board game alone?

The Security Blanket
I’ve had an on-off relationship with 

depression during my forty-something 
years. I’m lucky that I can spot the 
warning signs now, but for a lot of people, 
the mental health issues that lockdown 
brought with it were something new to 
contend with. Board games are really 
important to a lot of people, and losing 
that piece of recreation, the social 
interactions, and the simple joy that a 
game can give them, was a huge blow. 
There’s a lot to be said for the comfort 
that familiarity brings to people. For 
example, If I’m poorly, I’ll always watch 
the same three or four films that make me 
feel comforted. Familiarity makes us feel 
safe.

solo
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Is it worth it?
All of this gushing over what a 

wonderful thing it is, to manhandle a 
board game, is all well and good, but let’s 
talk about the most important thing. 
What is it like to play a board game by 
yourself? It’s not an easy question to 
answer, because it varies from game to 
game. The majority of games with a solo 
option use one of two methods to play. 
Some challenge you to beat your own 
best scores, with the mechanisms of the 
game remaining unchanged. My favourite 
way to play, however, is against an 
automa, or AI opponent.

To the uninitiated, the idea of an AI 
opponent—the equivalent of a CPU player 
in a video game—seems preposterous in 
a board game. How can a deck of cards 
make intelligent decisions? Surely it’s just 
random chance!? The truth, however, is 
often an experience which is streamlined 
and built on probability and simple 
decision hierarchies. What that means to 
you and I, is that you can easily mimic the 
experience of competing against another 
player, while you’re on you own.

The biggest problem with playing 
solo, and it’s one that’s insurmountable 
to some people, is still missing the human 
interaction. You aren’t laughing and 
joking, you’re not suspiciously eyeing-up 
your neighbour, and you’re not freaking-
out because someone’s eating a bag of 
cheese Doritos at the table. But you’re 
still playing a game you love, or a new 
game that you’re learning, and you can 
still engage with like-minded people online 
and feel like you’re a part of a connected 
community.

Saving Throws
It’s no exaggeration to say that board 

games have been instrumental in keeping 
my mental health in check over the last 
year or so. Although I’m not conscious 
of it at the time, when I finish playing a 
game, even a heavy euro game, I suddenly 
become aware of having not worried for 
the duration. That break from myself is like 
a miniature holiday. But playing games 
solo isn’t just about fighting depression, 
it’s about having fun, and playing 
games solo is fun. It’s not for everyone, 
I understand that, but it’s a far better 
option than you might imagine.

Video games have their place, and 
I continue to play them far more than 
I probably ought to. It’s just that now 
there’s another option for my recreation. 
The quiet peace of an evening sitting at 
a table with the noise of the day gone, 
and without a screen straining my eyes, is 
wonderful. Passive entertainment doesn’t 
fill the same gap for me, so reading a book 
or watching TV does very little to hold my 
attention.

Maybe playing solo board games 
will be a hit for you, and maybe it won’t. 
Realising it’s a viable option though, and 
one which more and more people are 
choosing, is the first step. 

If you’re looking for ideas of games 
that you can play by yourself, I’ve tagged 
up every solo-compatible game I’ve 
reviewed, and you can browse through 
them by heading here:

www.punchboard.co.uk/tag/solo

The physical interaction with a board 
game is such a tangible thing. Choosing 
a box on the shelf, sliding the lid off, 
and pulling out the baggies and boards. 
These simple actions can trigger almost 
Pavlovian responses in our brains. It puts 
you in that happy place, your worries and 
anxieties get shunted to the background 
to make room for wooden meeples on a 
cardboard landscape. Tackling depression 
(in my own experience) is about breaking 
cycles of thought. Playing a familiar 
game for a couple of hours can offer 
precious respite from your own brain, and 
sometimes that’s all you need.

Keeping Focus
I should mention that I’m not against 

playing video games. Far from it, I’ve 
played games almost daily for the last 
forty years. But when it comes to playing 
video games, my attention span is terrible. 
I’ll play quick-fix games like Rocket League, 
where I can play for ten minutes and walk 
away, or longer adventure games that 
end up in the tens of hours. The problem 
is there’s always something else on the 
periphery of my thoughts when I’m at the 
computer. Another screen showing me 
something to grab my attention, another 
of my backlog of hundreds of unplayed 
games to tempt me, calling me onto the 
rocks of distraction like digital Sirens.

If I take the time to clear the table, 
choose a game from my shelves, and set 
it up, then I’ve made a commitment. I’m 
invested. For the next couple of hours, 
the only thing that matters is the game 
developing in front of me. It has a start, 
and it has an end, and for some reason 
there are so few video games that fill that 
same space for me. Games that I can start 

and then play to completion in a two-
hour timeframe, games where I dictate 
the speed and flow of events. In those 
couple of hours, all I think about is my 
next move, my strategy, how I’m going to 
get those next few pieces of wood I need 
to build that house. As I mentioned above, 
that interruption to your own internal 
monologue is priceless sometimes.

Let’s Get Physical
I’m going to use that word again: 

tangible. There’s something special about 
the physical components when it comes 
to playing board games, and it’s not 
something I can easily explain. There’s 
a very personal connection that comes 
from laying the board, the cards, and the 
components out. It’s a similar story when 
it comes to actually playing the game. If I 
want to shuffle a deck of cards in Tabletop 
Simulator, I hover my pointer over it and 
press R on my keyboard. Guaranteed 
random shuffles in a fraction of a second. 
But picking the cards up and performing 
those shuffles—it’s engaging and tactile. 
It might take hundreds of times longer to 
do, but that doesn’t matter.

I defy anyone to not feel satisfaction 
when you place cubes into socketed 
double-layer player boards, or to play with 
your resource cubes, stack your meeples, 
or make neat little piles of currency. All of 
these superfluous actions add nothing to 
the game, but the experience of playing 
that game is fundamentally altered. Even 
drawing the box down off the shelf, to 
me, adds an amount of excitement and 
anticipation before I’ve got anywhere near 
the game. That’s a feeling I could never 
replicate by sitting at my computer and 
clicking Start on a game in Steam.
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Now approaching
Olympus

due to my ineptitude at figuring out what 
the hell I was supposed to be doing or how 
I was supposed to get out of Hades. 
 Despite my continuous failures, I kept 
playing. I found myself enraptured by 
the artwork and intrigued by the ever-
developing storyline. Generally, when 
I realized I was terrible at something, 
I’d just quit. I hate being bad at things, 
and often find it a waste of time to keep 
trying. I’ve never seen myself as a quitter. 
In fact, I’m rather persistent—when I 
know that persistence will allow me to 
get what I’m after. Hades and most other 
games, though, lack any external reward 
or praise. The only thing I’m getting if 
I do well is my own enjoyment, which 
sometimes isn’t enough for me. My 
lifelong tenacity has measured success in 
awards, publications, and awe. Even the 
video games I played prior to Hades were 
chosen for very specific reasons—I knew I 
could succeed, or rather, there was no way 
to be bad at the game. I don’t win or lose 
at The Sims. I just play. Hades kickstarted 
in me a need to succeed regardless of 
external factors. My only motivations to 
keep playing were that I spent $30 of my 
limited game money on Hades and I really 
wanted Zagreus to romance Thanatos.   


 When I started playing Hades, I 
was at a personal low. Perceived failures 
after failures compounded on each 

other until I believed that everything I 
had worked for my entire life suddenly 
didn’t matter. Even though I completed 
a Master’s degree with flying colors 
and showed promise in becoming a 
full-time climate communicator, I was 
unable to find a job upon graduating 
at the beginning of the pandemic. In 
need of money and health insurance 
(thanks America!), I turned to teaching 
seventh grade reading at a public school 
in my area. I hated it, despite receiving 
praise from administration and fellow 
educators. My apartment was my least 
favorite place on the planet, outfitted 
with a revolving cast of problems that the 
property managers could not or would 
not fix. My grandmother—the person in 
my life who I was closest to—had passed 
away just five days before Christmas. 
COVID cases were rising in the Southern 
state where I lived. I had no reprieve. 
 Alone in a shitty apartment after the 
holidays with a week left before I had 
to be back in the classroom, I set up my 
Switch and started the game. Normally 
when I feel this down, I turn to re-reading 
old favorites like the Percy Jackson series 
or marathoning trashy movies to keep my 
mind off of the creeping depression in the 
back of my mind. At the time, those two 
activities were not active enough. They 
didn’t require enough of my attention. 
Hades required everything I had. So, I 
learned to be okay with being bad. I’d 
read online about how other players beat 
the final boss for the first time on their 

I knew I had a problem when I left my house to buy a controller. After a couple 
of eight hour days, my hands were cramping from using the joy-con controller 
contraption that came with my Nintendo Switch, which I got for Christmas only a 
week earlier. I called my brother—a life-long gamer—who I knew could help me 
with my problem. He answered the phone, incredulous, as he expected me to say I 
was playing Animal Crossing or Breath of the Wild, something more my speed. No, I 
decided to play Supergiant Games’s Hades, a rogue-like featuring Greek mythology. 

“Have you ever 
played a rogue-like?”

“Are you even any good?”
“No,” I said. 

“On both counts.”
I had heard about Hades on the podcast 
Same Day Shipping, a month or so earlier 
when one of the hosts talked about 
the intense chemistry and budding 
relationship between two of the major 
characters. Then, I watched someone 
on Twitch play the game for all of 
10-minutes. Intrigued by the artwork 
and Greek mythology storyline, I bought 
it as soon as I got my Switch. I didn’t 
know what kind of game it was. Based on 
my limited information, I anticipated a 
dating/life simulation with some fighting 
mixed in here or there. I had played 
Legend of Zelda: A Link Between Worlds a 
few years earlier and did okay, despite my 
lacking combat skills. I can muddle my 
way through Super Smash Bros—never 
a winner, but definitely a contender. 
I thought it would be fine, that Hades 

would be easy for me to learn. 
 When Zagreus—the playable 
character—dies somewhere in the realm 
of Hades, he finds himself walking out 
of a pool of blood into the House of 
Hades, where his father (Hades) barely 
acknowledges his son’s fleeting attempts 
to escape. Zagreus also finds a host of 
Chthonic gods who hope to aid and assist 
him on his journey to the surface. Before 
each escape attempt, Zagreus chooses a 
weapon and heads out, fighting his way 
through chambers, hoping to reach the 
outside world. When he dies and finds 
himself back home, he can permanently 
upgrade his weapons and make himself 
stronger. The problem was, even when 
I died and came back, I barely grew 
stronger. My first two days of playing were 
full of near constant death and respawns 
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SNOWRUNNER
and the joy of TediumSam McNally

It’s five AM and the sun is beginning to breach the 
horizon of  the Alaskan wilderness. Ice, snow, and 
mud block the road I’ve been driving on all night 
now, and I take a moment to look at the beautiful 
scenery. I can almost smell the frost-covered pines 
from inside my 16-wheeler, and I wonder what it 
would be like to make a life out here in the—

shit. 

I've flipped it. 

30th attempt. On my 30th attempt, I was 
lucky to get past Megaera, the boss of 
Tartarus, with whom Zagreus seemed 
to have a complicated relationship. I 
forwent my button-mashing haze for 
careful attempts to understand what the 
buttons did and how. Back at the House 
of Hades, I built up my relationships 
with the other characters, strengthened 
Zagreus using the magical mirror in his 
bedroom, and started some redecorating. 
I realized that I didn’t have to be good at 
the game. It didn’t matter—not too much, 
anyway, because I was still progressing 
and getting better. I enjoyed the things 
that first intrigued me about the game—
the storytelling that featured a fresh 
take on Greek myth, the life simulation 
aspects. The fighting was still a major 
part, though, because for anything back 
home to progress, I had to clear chambers 
and make it to the surface. I had been 
making progress, getting further and 
further, making it to the surface only to 
get absolutely slaughtered by the final 
boss. Attempt after attempt I tried to get 
my first clear, but I had reached a plateau. 
 In my overwhelming desire to win, I 
got stuck in a bad habit. I attempted run 
after run using the same weapon, aiming 
for the exact same build. I had gotten 
comfortable, spending 60+ runs with 
the spear, because I had only ever gotten 
far with the spear. I didn’t want to fail by 
trying a new weapon and then losing in 
Tartarus. I had worked so hard to progress 
past Tartarus, Asphodel, and Elysium, 
that I didn’t want to risk ruining a good 
thing. I didn’t have a good thing, though. 
My reliance on the spear was fear, that 
same fear of losing that almost kept me 
from the game. I was afraid if I didn’t use 
the spear, I would die early on. After one 

of my deaths, I made a decision. I would 
use a different weapon. I chose the twin 
fists and completed my first successful 
run. I made it out, past the final boss, 
into the world above. At that point, I 
had made over 90 attempts at escape. 
It had been five months of playing this 
game, with over 125 hours logged. I felt 
so accomplished that afternoon when I 
finally saw the victory screen.    
 As I finally sat with victory, I realized 
how far I had come. Hades gave me 
something to focus on and work toward 
when I didn’t feel like focusing on or 
working toward anything. It was this 
constant chatter in the background of my 
life that reinvigorated my love of stories 
and helped me through a really intense 
grieving process. It doesn’t matter to me 
that I’m still not great at the game. I’m 
constantly improving and find joy in 
the long, slow process of getting better. 
Sticking with something, especially when 
thing get rough, is a quality Hades taught 
me that I never want to lose.
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