“The tree of liberty must be refreshed from time to time with the blood of patriots and tyrants. “

--Thomas Jefferson (1743 - 1826)
It is a world of sand and fire.  Distant from the universe that shunned them, it was undesirable to so very many, which made it attractive to them, the Begletzi.  They were a league of expatriates that was given hope by their second chance to finally make things right.  To make things as they should have been.  The teachings of Marx without the taint of madmen and psychopaths.  

A thousand huddled families made the trip, and although the world they discovered was not a paradise by any estimation, it was now, for good for ill, their home.  They named the world to honor of their struggle – Boelne.  Pain.  They settled it, and began to try and tame the place that they intended to live out their days upon.  

Except for that they were not alone here.

At first they were just called horrors.  In time, they dubbed them the Chuzaki, or Outsiders.   The first encounters were terrifying, as were every subsequent one.  The Outsiders were nightmarish constructs who dwelled in honeycombed landscape below the surface of Boelne.  They gave no reason for their attacks, nor warning of their intent.  They simply attacked and dragged away screaming survivors for unknown ends.  

The Begletzi fought back.  They were no strangers to warfare, even though they had hoped to leave it behind.  Brave men left behind their tearful wives and sobbing children to travel down into the Outsider’s catacombs, to confront them on their on ground.  Resistance was their way, and they intended to teach it to the Outsiders.  To either destroy them or die trying.

This world will be won only with the blood of patriots.
Blood of Patriots is a small-scale skirmish game, fought in the labyrinth catacombs under a world of pain.  
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