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Dungeons & Dragons: a bonding strategy
Friends say fantasy game unites players

From left to right: Dungeon master Steven Peters moves his monster as Joe Geneau and Monica 
Bereznicki look on. The three are part of a group of friends that meets every Sunday to take on the 
fantastical world of Dungeons & Dragons.
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A monster is in the water. A monster that 
stalks silently from the shadows with a hun-
ger for human flesh. Long-fingered, bug-
eyed and standing somewhere between 

10- and 12-feet-tall, its favourite pastime is leaning 
over the beds of sleeping children with the ghoulish 
intention of eating them whole. 

This isn’t some bad dream. This is Sunday night 
Dungeons & Dragons at the Redman house. 

“OK, I’m using Tempest Assault on the fat thing,” 
Joey Redman, 23, declares with a roll of his orange 
dice.

 Redman has hit the “fat thing;” it takes four dam-
age from his assault. Steven Peters, the dungeon 
master, informs Redman: “Blood oozes from the 
Banderhobb and, almost reflexively,” Peters shrugs, 
“it swallows you.”

Pandemonium. Redman and his comrades shriek 
with laughter and bellow with concern as they react 
to the news that he is now inside the fat thing, not yet 
dead but not exactly doing well, either. Teammates 
Audrey Redman, Joe Geneau and Monica Bereznicki 
immediately brainstorm different ways to save their 
friend and avoid a similar fate.

There is an easy rapport and camaraderie among 
the players, having surrendering their Sunday nights 
for nearly two years to invented worlds and fantasti-
cal adventures. They speak in a language that is 
only theirs: discussions about other worlds, previous 
battles and old enemies. One word can trigger ap-
preciative sighs at a particularly clever maneuver, or 
raucous laughter at some misadventure. 

Crammed around two tables in the dining room, 
the players surround hand-drawn maps scattered 
with figurines representing their characters.

When not rescuing their allies from the jaws of 

death, solving puzzles or simply wandering a vil-
lage, the players listen, rapt, as Peters describes 
their surroundings. 

Of his role of the dungeon master, Peters says, “It 
means that I design the maps. I design the enemies. I 
put together encounters. I write quests and story-
lines. I tell the story. I am the mechanics.”

He smirks, adding, “I’m God.”
Peters, 24, appears as a bespectacled nerd with a 

crinkly grin and keen sense of fair play. When explain-
ing scenarios to the players, his words are carefully 
selected to guide them; they contain clues, hints and 
red herrings. He must think quickly to keep a step 
ahead of the participants, who attempt with equal 
enthusiasm to outsmart him. 

Peters’ co-dungeon master is the dark and stoically 
confident Mark Wong, 25. Playing the game with 
a kind of swagger, he ruthlessly puts the group in 
danger and leaves them to find their own way out. 
Together, Peters and Wong have a good cop/bad cop 
dynamic that keeps the players on their toes. 

When discussing what he likes about the game, 
Wong maintains his reputation for moral ambiguity 
as he describes the absolute power it permits him.

“It’s a fun bit of escapism,” he says. “You get 
awesome powers, and no one really faults you for 
killing your allies and large numbers of unnamed 
citizens.” 

The appeal of the game for Peters, on the other 
hand, is that it allows him to be as imaginative as he 
pleases.

“I’m a creative writer, and this is writing a story that 
you have to continually evolve as you’re telling it,” 
Peters explains. “So it’s not like you’re writing a char-
acter. You’re writing a world.” Then he quips to Joey 
Redman: “You take 10 damage. You’re being digested.”

Joey’s trademark ear-to-ear grin is nowhere in sight 
as he narrows his eyes at Peters from across the table. 
Whip-smart and endlessly polite, Joey is known for 
his meticulous attention to detail and attempting to 
find loopholes in the dungeon master’s explanations 
and riddles.

Around him, the players are banding together. 
The no-nonsense Bereznicki, 23, takes critical hits 
trying to defeat the Banderhobb, which nearly licks 
her to death. Her soft-spoken boyfriend, Geneau, 
23, attempts to distract it, and a moment later finds 
himself also deflecting its murderous tongue. 

As her brother fights for his life, and between 
bites of banana bread, Audrey Redman expresses 
her appreciation for the freedom the game gives its 
players to think outside the box.

“You can get together with your friends and play 
videogames, but the story is already made for you,” 
she says. “Here you get to do whatever you want 
within the realm of your dungeon master’s imagina-
tion.”

Like Peters, the inventive nature of the game 
keeps Audrey interested, while the people keep her 

coming back.
“It’s given me amazing friendships,” she says. 

“They’re awesome people. You definitely learn 
more about a person’s values, because it comes 
out through their character.”

The battle rages on and eventually Joey Red-
man’s character is saved. 

Three hours have elapsed; having defeated 
the monsters and solved the puzzles, they now 
reap the benefits of their hard work. 

“You get the Level 17 Belt of Sacrifice,” Peters 
congratulates as they help each other clean up. 
They applaud one another as they discuss their 
victory and joke about their close calls.  

Watching his companions, Peters notes the 
bond between players: “When we’re fighting a 
giant boss or monster, there’s such a sense of 
camaraderie as you try to strategically move 
around it and fight it. And people contribute 
their houses and their time every week to sit 
around and play a fantasy game. It’s awe-
some.” 

The group has laughed with each other, 
fought for each other, sacrificed for each other 
and occasionally died for each other. Maybe 
that is the real appeal of the game; Dungeons 
& Dragons is basically “Band of Brothers,” but 
with magic and banana bread.  

“Let me put it this way,” says Joey Redman, 
with stirrings of his mega-watt grin, “I think 
that if there ever really was a zombie apoca-
lypse, these are the top eight or nine people I 
would turn to first.” 

“Here you get to do what-
ever you want within the 
realm of your dungeon 
master’s imagination.”

— Audrey Redman 


