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Travelling on an endless tour of Jeepform evangelism, 
Frederik Berg Østergaard takes you deep into the heart of 
the terra incognita of Polish larp.

I’m with the pilots, you know», I said to my plane 
buddy. «You must be larping», he replied. It made 

sense. We stopped talking. I was close to Munich, when 
the hangover, or maybe the fever began to subside.

Wroc!aw. I knew of the city from an old werewolf-style 
freeform game I played in for three years. Our game master 
lost patience with us and killed everybody like rabid dogs. I 
still feel a little sting when I recall those days. I guess it was 
a form of proto bleed. We still get into heated arguments 
over that inglorious finale.

Famed for its many bridges, Wroc!aw had nothing I 
could recognize from my memories of that campaign. Larp 
as a tool for tourism failed me miserably. Or perhaps the 
city of Wroc!aw failed to live up to my fictive memories.

!e Barteks
Passing through a dilapidated suburban quarter, I could 
see how recent flooding of the city had damaged many of 
the buildings. Was Wroc!aw the St. Louis of Poland?

«No one lives there anymore», Annika said. She was 
named after a character in Pippi Longstockings. «My par-
ents really liked Pippi», she said. «It’s not a typical Polish 
name».

I immediately blurted out: «Swedish is the language 
of Gods and Heroes». My hosts just looked at me. I tried 
to compose myself after this surge of national feeling. I’m 
not even Swedish. Fortunately, I was saved by the arrival 
of Bartek.

Bartek was evidently a very Polish name. Everyone was 
called Bartek. We went to his house. He shared it with sev-
eral other Barteks. I asked one of my hosts to pose for the 
camera, Polish larp style. He put on a white 
doctor’s jacket and a shotgun and stood in 
front of a RAMBO poster. "is was clearly 
a male larp den.

I was there on the never-ending Jeep-
form evangelism tour. I had met a person 
called Kuba at the Odraz larp convention in 
the Czech Republic. Kuba was not his real 
name. "ere’s a peculiar tradition of using 

I asked him for an example of 
a game. «Shoes», he said.

your web handle instead of your real name, very popular in 
the eastern bloc. Since everyone was called Bartek, it was 
very practical.

Kuba was the handle for my contact. He told me about 
a series of larps they did in a public building in Wroc!aw. 
Larps open for everybody. You could walk in straight from 
the street. "e larps lasted for a couple of hours. "e rules 
were written on a blackboard. It sounded to me a lot like 
freeform. "en came the punchline. "ey play a di#erent 
game every week for a year.

I asked him for an example of a game. «Shoes», he said.
«Shoes?» I was confused.
"e word on the blackboard was «shoes». "at was the 

rule of the game. "e games started as you entered the 
room. No character handouts, no workshops, just enter the 
room and discover both the game and the rules.

I had to see the shoes
A couple of months after meeting Kuba in the Czech Re-
public, I was in Wroc!aw in the southern part of Poland. I 
had to see Polish larp for myself. "e main attraction was 
the convention Inne Sfery, where Kuba was the main or-
ganiser. It had attracted larpers from all over Poland.

«Almost every week there is a convention somewhere 
in Poland», one of the Barteks said.

Inne Sfery had everything you would expect from a 
roleplaying convention. Nerd cred ran high along the halls 
of the community center. Fantasy and sci-fi books, dice-
vendors, re-enactment swordplay, concerts, theatrical 
plays, science presentations and the occasional astronomer. 
His workshop concerning Jupiter was a blast.


