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Background

Humfried Grünfeld had long been a member of the Wizards’ & Alchemists’ Guild in Middenheim in good standing for over 25 years.  His career as an alchemist was steady, but not remarkable in any way.  Age, however, was becoming a big concern with pain in his joints, poor eyesight, and a persistent, bothersome cough.  Infirmity was something that Humfried feared and he knew that whatever pension to which he was entitled would be woefully inadequate.  The future was dim indeed unless Humfried could find another way, an alchemical means of extending his life…

Humfried set to work in his laboratory at the Wizards’ & Alchemists’ Guildhouse, often staying hours later than his colleagues. He studied the various alchemical books and delved into the Wizards’ library looking for ancient tomes which might reveal other possible leads in Humfried’s quest for an “elixir of youth.”  To this end, Humfried found the hidden key to the office of the ancient archivist, Aldhelm Schreiber.  The old doffer was very regimented in the hours he kept, arriving late and leaving early each day.  This enabled Humfried more than adequate time to find Aldhelm’s hidden cache of ancient books, where he acquired the proscribed tome that he needed, Properties and Uses of Wyrdstone, written by Emmerich Dunn in 2012 I.C. (two years before he was burnt at the stake by Sigmarite witch-hunters).  Humfried also chanced upon a small vial with a fine black powder near the books.

Although he did not find exactly what he was seeking, Humfried did find a description of an elixir that was close enough.  The alchemist scribbled a few notes and placed the tome back into its proper place.  He then emptied half of the contents of the vial into a small stopped flask that he carried with him.  With his needs met, Humfried took several days off as ill so he could conduct his research in his Freiburg flat.  The days were a blur to Humfried as he laboured with little sleep.

After three days Humfried’s potion was ready to restore his vitality.  Eager with anticipation, Humfried drank his creation and waited.  And waited.  And waited.  Nothing.  Frustrated with his wasted effort, Humfried lashed out and broke several flasks, beakers, and clay pots.  His fatigue overcame him and Humfried slumped down to a fitful sleep.

The alchemist must have slept for two full days.  He made his way to the Guild, fully expecting to answer for his extended absence.  Instead, the place was crawling with the Watch and members of the Ulrican Inquisition.  Humfried quickly learned that Aldhelm Schreiber had been brutally murdered in his small office sometime during the night.  In addition, the Inquisition had recovered several illegal books from the archivist’s office.  Humfried was both relieved and anxious as there was no mention of the vial.

As the Guild was ordered shut so that the investigation could proceed without interference, the alchemist returned to tidy up his flat.  While cleaning, Humfried stumbled on a gore-covered tunic and bloodied knife.  He didn’t recognize the knife, but the tunic was certainly his.  The increasing panicking alchemist also found the tome written by Dunn and the black vial under his bed.  Worried that he might be mistaken for the murderer, Humfried cleaned the knife with the tunic, burned the clothing in his chimney, and hid the murder weapon – as well as the book and vial – in his secret hidey-hole.  Willing himself to calm down, Humfried finished cleaning the flat and then went to bed.

Days pass and still the Watch’s investigation into Aldhelm’s death continued.  The Priests of Mórr were not able to provide any insight.  One day, Humfried woke to the shouts of a town crier announcing that two dancers from the Red Moon cabaret were found mutilated near the Wizards’ & Alchemists’ Guild.  Humfried was aghast at the crime, but became more so when he found that another one of his tunics was covered in blood with pieces of flesh and hair.  He also discovered the knife he had thought safely hidden out. It was just as gory as before.

In panic, Humfried knew someone was trying to frame him for the murders, but who?  He had no enemies of which he was aware.  Perhaps a madman?  Either way, he had to get out before the Ulrican Inquisition looked to him as a suspect.  If the rumours were true, gentleness and consideration for an old man were not among their virtues.  The alchemist quickly scribed a note informing his superiors of a need to leave immediately to take care of a sick aunt in Altdorf.   He then found a youth to deliver the message to the Guild (the wretch demanded 1 GC to perform this task, bloody extortionist). Humfried quickly packed his personal effects (including the vial), into his cart and left Middenheim via the northern viaduct.

The thought came to him that perhaps there might be something he could find at the old battlefield in the Grovod Forest that could be the missing ingredient to his potion of vitality…

Of Two Minds

The potion did have an effect on poor Humfried.  Instead of granting him the vitality for which he searched, the warpdust from the vial separated a submerged part of the alchemist’s psyche and created an ambitious and vigorous individual.  Humfried is unaware of this “other person” that comes into being whenever the old duffer sleeps.  The amount of energy that this entity requires to roam the night in search of victims depletes the sleeping Humfried, which leaves him more tired than he was before he drank the elixir.  The alchemist chalks up this fatigue and his growing need of sleep to hard work and advancing age.

The Dietrich Untiefe entity does not resemble the alchemist.  He is larger, stronger, and more able to deal with the harsh realities of life outside of academia.  Anyone who has seen both Dietrich and Humfried would not know that the former stems from the mind of the latter.

It should be noted that Dietrich doesn’t always appear when Humfried is asleep.  The entity does, in fact, choose when he emerges from Humfired’s mind.

Dietrich is more than a despoiler and murderer.  He is seeking an end to Humfried as well as his own empowerment.  To this end, Dietrich is able to subtly influence Humfried’s thoughts and perceptions when he “resides” in the alchemist’s psyche.  The devious marauder also believes that he can reach his ends by sacrificing a number of dupes (innocents) to Chaos Undivided in the tainted woods known as Grovod Forest.

Located in the Translynsk region of Kislev east of Erengrad, the Grovod Forest was the scene of the last battle of the Great War against Chaos in 2304 I.C.  Many scholars count the lifting of the Siege of Kislev as the battle that ensured Imperial victory.  If so, then Grovod Forest was the battle that ensured nearly 200 years of relative peace north of the River Lynsk.

Adventure

“Return to Grovod Forest” is a WFRP adventure designed for player characters in their first career.  GMs who have more experienced players may want to modify the scenario to make it more challenging for their players.  The events of this scenario take place near the Kislevite town of Erengrad and the nearby areas of Grovod Forest.

Introduction

The adventure begins with the PCs on board the coastal barge, Cold Wind, and nearing the port of Erengrad late on the second day of travel.

It’s late on the second day (6 Sommerzeit) of you departure from Salkalten. You are gathering your belongings together with the expectation of landing in Erengrad within the hour.  The door to the hold, where you have resided since agreeing to this journey, opens and the feeble Humfried Grünfeld slowly climbs down the ladder.

“Good day,” wheezed the old man, clearly out of breath from the “arduous” climb.  “I’m sorry that I haven’t spent the last two days with you, but I have been considering our journey.

“I’m sure you’re wondering what we’re about.  Well, I have done some research on the Great War against Chaos and I have come to the conclusion that there are some magical artefacts hidden in Grovod Forest.  The Forest is an extensive woodland where elements of the Imperial, Kislevite, and Norse armies fought the remnants of the Chaos army fleeing from the Siege of Kislev.  The fight was vicious and many lost their lives.  In the end, the allied forces prevailed.

“That’s where this expedition comes in.  I firmly believe that the victors were so badly exhausted and mauled that no one had any interest in searching for survivors or lost treasure.  Many of the troops just returned home once the fighting was done.  There have also been no records of any expedition mounted in the area.

“Once we arrive at Erengrad, we will proceed to our lodgings at the ‘Tsar’s Repose.’  You are all free to do as you see fit this night.  In the morning, I’ll have some errands for you to run in order to confirm that our provisions and supplies are awaiting us.  We will depart early the next morning, 8 Sommerzeit.  Any questions?”

The PCs will undoubtedly have questions for Humfried.  The following represent some of the more probable questions and Humfried’s responses:

Q. Why do you need an escort in Erengrad?
A. Unfortunately, the funding for this expedition is entirely from my pocket.  As such, I have had to… erm…cut out a few luxuries.
Q. A few luxuries?  Such as?
A. The place of our lodgings in Erengrad isn’t one where one would take polite company, if you catch my meaning.  Still, I think we would be reasonably safe.

Q. Reasonably safe?
A. Well, if we remember to mind our manners and remember that we are guests in a foreign land, we should be fine.

Q. We’ll put that aside for the moment.  How did you learn of this Grovod Forest?
A. As a member of the Middenheim Guild of Wizards’& Alchemists’ Guild in good standing, I had access to a number of books as well as the right to research the various tomes kept at the Temple of Verena.  Magical and historical research are my specialties.
Q. If you found the information about abandoned magical artefacts in these books, what makes you think that someone else haven’t beat you to them?
A. <sigh> I didn’t say that the books clearly stated that the artefacts were laying about.  That’s the conclusion I reached through research.  By all accounts, it’s clear that the allied armies of the Empire, Kislev, Norsca, and the Dwarf Empire quickly quit the area once the larger forces of Chaos were annihilated.  Many had died and provisions ran low, so the commanders thought it best to return home.  I’ve also read other accounts about the types of magical weapons or items of power carried by the various armies.  So, it stands to reason that some of it was left behind.
Q. So, what if we don’t find anything?
A. The loss would be mine to bear.  After all, I did pay you a retainer and you did get out of Salkalten in order to see one small part of the wider world.  Seems to me that all of you will benefit from this expedition irrespective of outcome.

Q. What happens to us if you have a tragic accident?
A. Like my heart giving out? <chuckle> I wouldn’t worry about that if I were you.  My old bones might crack a bit and my breath sound more like wheezing, but I think I’ll make it through.  If not, you’ll be free of your obligation to me.

Arrival in Erengrad

Soon after the conversation ends a Kislevite pilot ties up to the Cold Wind and steers her into the Erengrad harbour.  The city is grander than anything you could have imagined.  Tall towers with gilded, onion-shaped domes catch your attention as well as the smell of the city. Or, perhaps it’s the odour of the rotting vegetation in the lagoon that shelters the great Kislevite city from the sea.  You also take note of Erengrad’s twenty foot high walls of solid timber, which protects it from the beasts lurking in the dark forest beyond

The pilot steers you towards a large island in the middle of the lagoon where the dockyards of this port are located.  You notice that an impressive looking and large timber bridge links the island to the main city on the south bank of the River Lynsk.  The noise from the docks and the number of people are more than you have ever experienced, filling you with both wonderment and apprehension.

Should the PCs chose to be observant for a while longer, they notice that the stevedores on the docks are trying to get the rest of the day’s cargo in warehouses before the coming of night.  Dialects from all over the shores of the Sea of Claws can be heard, including those of Marienburgers.

After talking to the pilot, Humfried instructs you to follow him to the Tsar’s Repose.  He also asks that two of you help him with his bags, which are a bit heavy given that Humfried packed some of his books.  The other PCs should help carry their fellows’ possessions.

Did Something Die Here?

Humfried leads you passed the various dockside taverns and inns and through a warren of narrow streets beyond, pausing occasionally to refer to the instructions he had written.  As you look about, you can’t help thinking that the old man must have really picked the direst of locations to lodge.  You had to walk carefully around pools and piles of filth while watching overhead for someone dumping a chamber pot in your direction.  The din of the docks recede as Humfried finds the “Tsar’s Repose.”

As you reached for the door of the dilapidated building, you thought that things couldn’t get worse.  You were wrong.   An overpowering stench filled your nostrils as you entered the dark and dank inn.  This was worse than worst place in all of Salkalten.  Gagging, you wondered if the innkeeper cleared out the soiled wood shavings on the floor of the common room at least once a week.

Given the initial shock of the odour, PCs should roll a Toughness test to determine if they are able to keep their last meal of eel and bread down.

Even Humfried felt the need to put a handkerchief over his face as he approached the bald and stoutly built innkeeper, who seemed oblivious to your discomfort.  Humfried introduced himself and inquired about the lodging.  The innkeeper reciprocated by introducing himself as Ivan Trotovich, and, to your chagrin, said that he had been expecting the party and had set aside three rooms on the upper floor.  You followed your employer up the rickety stairs, hoping that these would not collapse from under your feet.

When they reach the top of the stairs, Humfried informs the PCs that he will lodge in the larger room as befits his station as their employer.  He asks that they decide how to split themselves between the other two rooms.  Before entering his room, Humfried asks the PCs to not disturb him during the night.  The journey has left him in need of sleep.  Before closing his door, Humfried also reminds the PCs that there is much to do the next day.

Though the rooms are rather dingy looking, their saving grace is that the odour of the common room doesn’t reach this floor.  The latch looks stout enough, but can only be shut from the inside.  If they intend to go at night, the PCs should conclude that they should either take their possessions with them, or thoroughly conceal them.

Should the PCs inspect the straw bedding, they will discover that it’s full of fleas, lice and bedbugs.  The single window opens to an alley behind the Tsar’s Repose where the PCs can dispose of the bedding without creating a stir (the beggars down below might even be grateful, despite the infestation).  The PCs would have a greater chance of escaping the bugs if they sleep on the floor near the fireplace.

After a long day, the PCs should be very hungry.  No doubt the condition of their lodging has made them wary of eating here.  Still, their stomachs demand sustenance.  If need be, remind the PCs that they do recall passing by several places where comparatively good fare can be obtained.

On the Town

Placing a piece of cloth about your face, you were able to leave the Tsar’s Repose without much difficulty.  You then made your way to the waterfront where you hoped to have a decent meal and drink.  You all decided that sticking together might be the wisest choice until you get the lay of the land, so to speak.  After some deliberation, you entered the Tavern of the Dancing Bear. 

Compared to the Tsar’s Repose, this place is like paradise.  In fact, it’s even better than any place you visited in Salkalten and much more crowded.  The patrons here are mostly seamen and of various nationalities.  The PCs can find a round table in the corner or stand at the bar.  There’s even a game of dice being played by a rough looking bunch at table in the centre of the common room.

Prices for meals and drinks are the same as in the WFRP rulebook, but in Kislevite money.  Thus, a pint of ale costs 9 Imperial pence can be purchased for 9 Kislevite kopecks and a five course meal 7 Imperial shillings or 7 Kislevite marks.  As Erengrad is a cosmopolitan seaport, the tavern keepers, merchants, and streetwalkers accept any coins after they verify (in their own manner) the value of each coin.  In accordance with King Nikolaus Silinvol of Erengrad’s edict, all change is given in Kislevite coin minted in that city.  Thus, if the PCs pay for ale with an Imperial shilling, they will receive 3 kopecks in change.  Needless to say, the individual “vendors” make a tidy profit and so does the government through the taxation levied on them.

If they need reminding, the PCs should be told that Kislevite coins are considered virtually worthless in the Empire.  In fact, Imperial moneychangers charge exorbitant fees when exchanging Kislevite money for Imperial.

As the PCs are fresh faces in town (with the look of victims written all over them), they will attract a certain amount of attention.  Seamen will generally try to hit on any female in the group, even on a Dwarf woman when these men are sufficiently drunk.  In addition, streetwalkers – who look like they’ve been around for a while – boldly approach any male PC for a good time.  Rooms are available upstairs for a quick liaison, but the price is stiff at an Imperial crown for an hour or two.

If the PCs want to have a good time, let them.  Should the GM wish to be particularly brutal, then the PC being propositioned could be led into a trap and robbed.  Or, perhaps some sailor doesn’t like the way Olga sashays up to one of the newcomers and decides that a sound beating is on order.  The victim could be as likely Olga as the PC she’s trying to land.  Another diversion could be a brawl.  Such events occur several times each night in the various taverns that dot the dock area.

As the evening wears on, the PCs should be aware that they are being watched, especially those with Sixth Sense.  The PCs will have to scan the common room until they spot a hooded man in the corner smoking a pipe.  The man’s face is shadowed by the hood; making identification too difficult.  He nonchalantly turns away from the PCs once he’s spotted.  If approached, the man ignores the PCs as well as any questions they may pose.  Should he be challenged, the hooded man looks at the PCs and states that his attention was drawn to them as they looked like out-of-place novices.  Having said that, the hooded man stands and leaves.  If asked, the PCs note that the hooded man is roughly six feet in height and – given the cloak the hooded man wears – they guess of medium built.  Should the PCs try to grab him or remove his hood, the stranger unexpectedly shoves the lead PC into a table knocking over the drinks from of-duty Stevedores and/or seamen on shore leave.  The resulting brawl allows the hooded man to escape into the night.

********** NPCs **********

Seamen
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31
31
31

Skills: Dodge Blow, Sailing, Scale Sheer Surface, Street Fighting, Strike Mighty Blow, Swim, and 75% chance of Consume Alcohol.

Possessions: Leather Jack (0/1 AP body/arms), Dagger (I +10, D -2, Parry -20), Sword, and Purse (2d6 marks, 3d6 kopecks).

Stevedores
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30
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34
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32
29

Skills: Dodge Blow, Street Fighting, Strike Mighty Blow, Strike to Stun

Possessions:  Leather Jerkin (0/1 AP body), Sword or Club, and Pouch (d6 kopecks)

********************

Murder in the Night

As you experienced life in one of Erengrad’s “finest,” you decided to risk your dinner by returning to the Tsar’s Repose.  A fog has rolled into the city from the lagoon during your time at the Dancing Bear, but you felt that you should be able to find your way to the wretched inn where you were to spend the night.  If nothing else, you thought you would be able to recognise its peculiar scent.  Suddenly, you hear a muffed scream in an alley ahead of you.

If they pause to listen, have the PCs test for soft sounds (+10 for Acute Hearing).  Those who succeed hear a sound of a knife slicing into soft meat.  They then hear something with weight drop to the ground with a splash of water.  This is followed by sounds of clothes ripping and the cutting of meat as well as the grunting sounds of someone exerting themselves. The sounds continue with snap of several hard objects and further ripping.  After several minutes, a scream from above the direction of the first set of noise can easily be heard shouting “Murderer!”  The PCs finally hear footsteps moving away quickly.

At some point the PCs might well move towards the sound before the murderer flees.  If they do so quickly, they should catch the killer in the act.  The sequence of events – barring interference – starts with the throat of the victim being slashed so deep that she is nearly decapitated.  PCs witnessing this act should test against their Cl.  A failure of 30 or less leaves them shaken (Ld, Int, Cl, WP, and Fel at a –10 modifier for 1D6 rounds) while a failure of more than 30 gains the PC the additional grief of 1 Insanity Point.  With the street-walker’s head dangling from her body by a tendon, the assailant then drops the body to the ground where part of it lands in a puddle.  The killer moves quickly to tear the clothes about the breasts and then cuts the torso opened.  As he works quickly, the murderer snaps several ribs as he wrestles the heart from the body.  At this time, a window opens from a nearby tenement and a woman screams out her accusation.  The killer quickly drops the heart into a sack before fleeing away from the PCs.

Unless they have a light source or have Night Vision, the PCs will be unable to make out the killer’s features given the shadows and fog.  Should the PCs have one or the other, they see that the killer is a large man – somewhere over 6 foot in height and 200 lbs in weight – with grey streaks in his dark hair about his temples.  The man has a hard look to him, making his age indeterminable though clearly older than the Human PCs.  In his hand is a huge hunting knife.

Should the PCs make their presence known by rushing the killer at any time, the man will turn and flee.  The PCs could give chase, but it should be apparent from the outset that the killer is very fast (M6) and surefooted.  PCs will have to periodically pass an I test to avoid losing their step on the slippery cobblestones or puddles.  [GM Note:  It is imperative at this stage that the killer not be caught.]  Should the PCs do no more than chase the killer off and stand about, the person screaming “Murderers” will believe that the PCs were the killers.

Depending upon how nasty the GM wants to be, the dead streetwalker could be one of those who provided certain services to customers in the Dancing Bear.  Perhaps even one whose favour one of the PCs enjoyed earlier in the evening.

If the PCs interrupted the killer, the bloody knife lies next to the dead woman.  If the implications of their remaining here hasn’t hit the PCs, allow them to take an Int test to realise that they should be well away from this scene before the Watch arrive.

Once they return to the Tsar’s Repose, the PCs find the door locked.  A guard on the other side allows them inside provided they state their names and their business (they’re employees of Herr Grünfeld, of course).  The smell from earlier in the day has dissipated somewhat, so the PCs need not cover their face while crossing to the stairs.

Should the PCs check on Humfried, they will hear nothing on the other side of the door.  Banging on the door results in a sleepy old man shouting from the other side of the door for the pounding to stop.  He then tells the PCs to go to bed.  The rest of the night passes without further incidents.  The fatigue from the two days at sea, as well as the excitement from earlier, allows the PCs to slumber deeply.  Any PC on first watch is unable to stay awake for longer than a few moments after the last of their comrades begin snoring.  There is no further watch this evening.

Running an Errand

Despite last night’s activities, you were able to sleep soundly through the night.  You were awakened mid-morning by persistent knocking at your door.  “Wake up,” shouts Humfried, “you have an errand to perform.”  With a groan, you haul yourselves up and prepare to meet the day.

Humfried gathers everyone into one of the two rooms where the PCs are lodging.  He informs them that they need to verify that the supplies he has arranged are ready for tomorrow’s journey.  He gives one of the PCs (one with the Read/Write skill) a couple of folded papers, each sealed with wax.  “These you will take to the location indicated on the first receipt: it’s in an older part of Erengrad, called the Zavod district.  Here are the directions that I obtained from the innkeeper.  Keep together and remember to mind your manners.  To state the obvious, we are the foreigners here and we need to avoid trouble.  I don’t want this venture to end disastrously as a result of one or more of you landing in jail.  Once you’re done with the task, report back to me.  After that, you’re free to spend the rest of the day on whatever you wish to pursue.  We’ll leave before dawn tomorrow.”

Should the PCs inquire after Humfried’s plans, the alchemist will simply state that he has a few “very private” matters to attend.  He doesn’t require the PCs’ services to accomplish his tasks.  With that, Humfried returns to his room and bolts the door behind him.

The directions Humfried provided are fairly detailed.  The PCs make their way to and cross the timber bridge to Erengrad proper.  They then meander through some busy streets in one of the market quarters in the city.  In time, the PCs head east along one of the streets until they come to an older, more derelict neighbourhood.  The streets here are narrower, much like alleyways, and the buildings in grave disrepair.  The smell of Human wastes fill the air and filth piled along the open sewers that run through the centre of the streets.  Luckily, the PCs find the location indicated on the receipts before they have to wander much further into this slum.

As you approach your destination, you notice two large men with clean-shaven heads – except for a forelock of hair – stand guard at the door.  You can see that each man has a ring embedded in the right nostril and ear with a small chain connecting the two.  They both also have numerous tattoos decorating their muscular arms, all of which are different save one.  On the left bicep of each man is a tattoo of a purple eye with a slit pupil like that of a cat.

PCs should mind their manners here as both men are accomplished street fighters and will think nothing of beating the tar out of foreigners, particularly Imperials.  There are another four large men (all over 6 foot in height and powerfully built) within shouting distance (arrive within 1D6 rounds) in the event that outsiders draw steel.

The Kislevite brutes wait only a few moments for the PCs to speak.  If the PCs are reluctant, Boris will ask “What do you want here, Nemets [trans: foreigners]?  Speak up or get out.  Your kind is not welcomed here.”  If the PCs mention that they were sent by Herr Humfried Grünwald, the Kislevite responds, “And?  That name means nothing.  Do you have something for the boss or are you just looking to get the crap beat out of you?”  This is the cue for the PCs to hand over the sealed letters.  If one of them is holding the letters outwardly, but not handing them over, Ivan will quickly smack that PC in the nose with his right fist while taking the papers in his left.  This attack should be quick and unexpected.  If the PCs hand them over, Boris tells them to “wait here” and then hands off the notes to a third man inside.  PCs can here the person behind the door ascend some stairs.

After a few moments, the third brutish man appears and motions the PCs to follow him.  “The Vladely will see you now.  Follow me.”

The third man, Pytor, leads the PCs up a narrow staircase.  He ignores any questions and attempts at conversation.  As they reach the top, Pytor opens the door to a large room.  An older man with long black hair on the right side of his head and clean-shaven on the left sits in a large chair behind a table.  The man has a thick moustache and is covered in tattoos, including the purple eye on the left biceps.  On the table before him is a goblet made from a Human skull.  The man puts the letters aside and stands up, revealing himself to be larger (around 6 foot 3 inches and 235 lbs.) than his lads outside.

“My name is Yuri Buslovich,” the old man states. “Come in and sit.  Pytor, close the door.  I’ll call when I need you.”  Turning to the PCs, Yuri continues, “Please introduce yourselves and tell me why you are here.  Don’t lie.  I have no use for liars in my home.  In fact, I take strangers lying to me as an insult.  You…,” Yuri points at one of the PCs, “…begin.”  Yuri studies each PC as they introduce themselves and answer his inquiry.  Those who try to skip the explanation are reminded of his question.  Yuri should give the distinct impression that he’s used to blind obedience.  Should any of the PCs try to play games, Yuri will call for his men to “explain” the situation to the PCs.

After the PCs are finished, Yuri remains silent for a few moments, staring at them.  He then suddenly lets out a loud laugh and smiles.  “Good.  You may relax now.”

“I’ve been in contact with your Master for a few weeks.  He tells me that he needs a cart, horse, and provisions to last two weeks.  Not a problem.  You can tell ‘Herr Grünwald’ [– Yuri’s manner of stating the name indicates that he doesn’t believe that’s the gentleman’s name –] that the supplies he requested with be at the east gate before sunrise.  Two of my men will be there awaiting your arrival.  Also, tell your Master that I expect more of a share of whatever he finds.  Pytor, show these… people out.”

The PCs may take this opportunity to ask their own questions.  Their curiosity may prompt them to ask about the significance of the “eye” tattoo.  Yuri smiles and states that the eye signifies nothing more than the membership in the organization he leads: a kind of neighbourhood protection group.  It amuses him to give the group the name of the Order of the Piercing Eye.    After a moment, Yuri becomes serious and tells the PCs that his band does not take kindly to any Nemtsy [trans: foreigner] causing them trouble.  Those that have crossed them are now feeding the fish at the bottom of the Lynsk.  Looking at their faces, Yuri gives out a loud laugh as he waves them away.

Yuri dismisses any questions regarding the deal between he and Grünwald.  “It’s not proper for Muzhiks [trans: peasants] such as yourselves to question these matters.”

********** NPCs **********

Yuri Buslovich, Cult Leader (Racketeer), ex-Protagonist, ex-Footpad
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Skills: Disarm, Dodge Blow, Read/Write (Reikspiel, Slavic), Secret Signs (Tzeentchian cult), Silent Move Rural, Silent Move Urban, Specialist Weapon- Fist, Street Fighting, Strike Mighty Blow, Strike to Stun

Possessions:  Leather Jerkin (0/1 AP body), Sword, Knuckledusters, and Pouch (5d6 marks, 4d6 kopecks)

Background: Yuri was on his way of carving out a niche for himself in the Erengrad underworld when he encountered Sergei Lysenko, the leader of the Tzeentchian Cult of the Eternal Eye.  Yuri eagerly joined the Cult thinking that Lysenko’s schemes would lead to a life of power and riches.  In time, Yuri realised that Lysenko was a schemer with no real stomach for the realities of life in the poorer sections of Erengrad.  One night, Yuri and Lysenko got into a heated argument about the direction where the Cult was heading.  Angered, Yuri cut Lysenko’s head off and became the Cult leader.  Yuri then re-fashioned the Cult into a criminal organization.

Twelve days ago, Yuri received a sealed letter from Dietrich Untiefe of Middenheim.  Yuri wasn’t sure how the mysterious man knew of him, but he recognised the Tzeentchain symbols hidden within the text.  Though Yuri found the tone of the letter insufferable, the Kislevite understood that he needed to help this pawn of the Great Mutator.

Boris, Ivan, and Pytor, Cult Muscle Boys (Thugs)
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Skills: Dodge Blow, Specialist Weapon- Fist, Street Fighting, Strike Mighty Blow, Strike to Stun

Possessions:  Leather Jerkin (0/1 AP body), Club, Knuckledusters, and Pouch (d6 kopecks)

********************

The Way Back

You were relieved to be out of the Erengrad slum and on your way back to the dock area.  You picked your way carefully through the streets in order to avoid unpleasant experiences, such as getting lost.

PCs with Sixth Sense should be given an Observe test (+10 for Excellent Vision) periodically as their intuition tells them that the party is being followed.  If the test is failed by more than 30, the PC will spot someone who they believe to be the culprit.  In actuality, it is an innocent man who just happens to be walking to the dock area as well.  Should the PC confront this individual, the GM should make the encounter as embarrassing for the PCs as possible.  Perhaps the alleged stalker is a local who believes that all Imperials are thieves.  As the PCs turn to accost the Kislevite, he’ll assume that the PCs mean to do him harm and he begins to screech for the Watch.

On a success test, the PCs will catch a glimpse of the hooded man from the previous night at the Dancing Bear. Realising that he’s been spotted, the man ducks inside a side alley.  Should the PCs continue on their way, the hooded man continues to follow them.  He’ll give up the pursuit once the PCs are within a few streets of the Tsar’s Repose.

More than likely, the PCs will concoct a plan to accost the stranger.  The direct approach does not work as the hooded man continuously retreats.  In reality, the hooded man is trying to get the PCs to meet him in some secluded location.  If the PCs persist in trailing the hooded man, he will lead them to an (apparent) isolated location like an alley or secluded courtyard.  Should the PCs plan an ambush or trap for the stranger, they will only succeed if the attempt were made at an equally suitable location for a private chat.

Once such an event takes place, the stranger reveals herself as Anika Eriksdottir.  “My apologies for the manner in which I had to approach you.  I would have preferred something more direct, but one must exercise discretion and caution in these times.  I am an augur of the Mórr faith and I have come to you with a warning.  I should advise you that by their very nature, divinations are fairly vague and hard to accurately apply to a given situation.

“Two nights ago, I had a dream in which I saw six calves following an older male wolf.  Lurking behind them in the dark shadows of the forest was a massive, salivating creature with red glowing eyes.  Around the wolf’s neck was a medallion of a bear reared on its hind legs.  The wolf and calves entered a forest clearing with a number of bones scattered upon the grass.  When they reached the centre of the meadow, the great beast attacked the calves in a blur.  The old wolf could do nothing more than watch as the poor calves were slaughtered.  In fact, he diminished in size until he vanished whilst the vicious creature became larger as it gorged itself with the flesh of the dead calves.

“The dream caused me grave concerns.  As I walked about the dock area yesterday afternoon, I came across the Tavern of the Dancing Bear.  A vision of the bear medallion flashed before me, so I decided to stop in to see what else may occur.  I pulled the hood over my head so as to place a barrier of sorts between me and the other patrons.  I watched everyone who entered, hoping for a sign to give my dream meaning.  Soon after you settled down, the image of six calves appeared to me.  I wasn’t certain if this imagery was confirmation when you noticed me.  So, I had to leave in a hurry to gather my thoughts.

“Last night, I had the same dream as before with one difference.  The wolf no longer had a medallion of a bear about its neck.  When I awoke late this morning, I knew I had to contact you.  I’m still not sure exactly what the dream communicated, but I believe it advisable to be on your guard.  That’s all I can say.”

Anika stays with the PCs only long enough to see if they could shed some light on her dream.  The Players may conclude that the calves represent young Ostlanders such as themselves as the bull is a symbol of Ostland, while the wolf represents the Middenheimer, Humfried Grünfeld.  [GM Note: The number of calves above should be changed to reflect the actual numbers of Players in this scenario.  If the Players can’t guess at the meaning of the symbolisms, don’t allow them an Int test.  In reality, none of the PCs have any knowledge in the area of divinations.]  Anika could not make the connection herself as she doesn’t know anything about the PCs nor is she that familiar with the Empire outside Ostland (and even then, she’s rather unfamiliar).  The “beast” is most likely a monster of sorts, but Anika has no description other than what she provided as the shape remained amorphous in her dream.

Anika will decline any request that she joins the group.  She has her duty to the cult of Mórr in Erengrad and does not particularly care for the wilderness.  Having done all she can, Anika excuses herself and departs.  Offers of money or some other enticement does not sway Anika from her decision to depart.

By the time the PCs make their way back to the Tsar’s Repose, Humfried is awaiting them rather impatiently.  If told of Yuri’s request (or demand) for a greater share, Humfried will flash a look of anger before recovering himself.  PCs need to successfully pass an Observe test to notice Herr Grünfeld’s facial expression.  If asked about this appearance of anger, Humfried gazes at the inquiring PC with a surprised expression on his face and flatly – and emphatically, if need be-- denies being angered.  Humfried will only state that he was surprised by the sudden request.

Should the PCs share what they learned from Anika, Humfried looks puzzled.  “Whatever could she mean?” he would ask.  A PC successfully passing an Observe test might get the sense that the alchemist looks a little concerned.  If asked, Humfried will concur with the view as he isn’t quite sure how the PCs would react.  Humfried cautions that many divinations can be easily trace to an active imagination or plain superstitions.  Still, he agrees that vigilance is important as the group’s final destination is in the lands north of the River Lynsk.

Anika’s divination has piqued Humfried’s curiosity, however, and he asks the PCs a number of questions.  Some examples would be:

· “Who is this diviner?”

· “What does she look like?”

· “Do you know where she could be found?”

· “Did you get the impression that she had an idea what the dream meant, if anything?”

· “Will she try to speak with you again?”

PCs may get the impression that Humfried is a little obsessive about this dream of Anika’s.  If so inquired, Humfried apologizes.  “I’m only concerned that such talk does not prompt your imaginations to run away with you.  Our task will be difficult enough without the burden of unnecessary concerns.”  Humfried will not elaborate, claiming fatigue resulting from his recent activities and the need to rest for the next day’s journey.

********** NPCs **********

Anika Eriksdottir, Augur, ex-Initiate
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Skills: Arcane Language-Magick, Divining-Augury, Divining-Dream Interpretation, Divining-Scapulomancy, Etiquette, Read/Write (Norse, Reikspiel, and Slavic), Scroll Lore, Secret Language-Classical, Silent Move-Urban, Theology

Possessions:  Clerical Robes with Hood, Symbol of Mórr (under cloak when trying to be secretive), Club, Pipe with a pouch of Smokeweed, Pouch with casting bones and Pouch (d6 Kislevite marks, 2d6 kopecks).

Background: Of Norse descent, Anika is a rare find in Erengrad: a gifted individual who is concerned about the less fortunate.  At some point, this compassion will come to haunt Anika, but at this time the grimness of the world hasn’t embittered the Mórrian augur.  Still, Anika is cautious, not naïve, and will take great care when approaching those she seeks to help.  The Norscan realizes that her abilities might put off people, so she only tries to reach any who she believes are in the gravest of dangers.

********************

Strangers in the Night

The PCs have one more evening to do as they please before the real task of providing escort for Humfried Grünfeld begins.  Should the PCs choose to keep watch on Humfried, they will soon hear deep snoring coming from his room.  This will go on for quite away, from the late afternoon until sometime after nightfall.

If the PCs have no inclination to go out for the night, have them roll Toughness tests to determine if they feel the pangs of hunger.  Unless they specified otherwise, it is assumed that the PCs did not take any opportunities to eat or drink while they were running errands.  The PCs could return to the Dancing Bear, or some other establishment – for example, the Tavern of the Norse Longship.  In the dock area, there is little to distinguish one tavern from another.

On their journey back to the Tsar’s Repose, the PCs hear angry voices in one of the side streets.  Other than their tone, the two men are too far away for the essence of their conversation to be heard.  The PCs must discreetly move closer if they care to hear the heated discussion.  The lighting in the streets are poor, and PCs looking towards the argument must make an Observe-10 test (+10 for Excellent Vision, +10 for Night Vision) to recognise that one of the men is Yuri Buslovich.  A second successful Observe-10 test allows the PCs to perceive the resemblance of the second man to the killer from the night before.

Should the PCs launch an attack or otherwise make themselves noticeable.  The murderer quickly grabs the stunned Yuri and slams his face into the wall.  He then runs away from the PCs and down one of the narrow side streets, quickly losing them in the maze.  Bloodied, Yuri picks himself up and shouts curses towards the fleeing man.

PCs who use the opportunity to question Yuri are in for a surprise.  Yuri looks at the inquirer coldly and simply states, “My business here does not concern you.  Go home before you fall prey to those who hunt in the night.”  Yuri departs without further explanation (though he will threaten and curse any who continue to plague him with questions).

If the PCs exercise a little restraint and chose observation over action, they will learn a bit more and see a different sequence of events.

There is enough cover on the sides of the buildings and shadows so the PCs can carefully move closer to within hearing distance.  GMs may want to utilise Initiative tests to give PCs something about which to be concerned.  Should the PCs advance closer than 10 yards, they are very likely to be noticed and the above sequence of events occur.

PCs within hearing distance still must pass a Listen test for normal sounds (+10 for Acute Hearing, +10 for Lip Reading).  Those who succeed hear the following:

Stranger: “We have an arrangement and I expect you to carry it forward.  Failure is unacceptable.”

Yuri: “You misunderstand Hozyain [trans. Boss] Dietrich.  I believe I have more than held up my end with the pittance you offered.  Surely our Master, Bol'shoj Igrok [trans. Great Gambler], will see that I work towards the Great Transformation.”

Dietrich with eyes narrowing: “You know nothing of the nature of the plan.  You’re just a tool and nothing more.”

Yuri: “ I spit at you, Imperial svin'ya [trans. Pig]. With a word I can end whatever expedition you’re outfitting.”

Suddenly Dietrich launches at Yuri, catching the Kislevite by surprise.  Dietrich’s jaws seem to extend a bit as he clamps down on Yuri’s neck and, with a twist of his head, rips the Kislevite’s throat out.  Blood pumps through the gaping wound, momentarily showering Dietrich with the warm fluid before the body drops.  If the PCs continue watching this grim scene, they see Dietrich chew and swallow the throat before pulling out a large carving knife (similar to what butcher’s use) from under his cloak.  With a swiftness borne of experience, Dietrich quickly slices opens Yuri’s chest, rips open the rib cage, and extracts the heart from the cavity.  He then places it in an oilskin sack before retreating down a dark alley.

PCs witnessing this disgusting scene should test against their Cl.  A failure of 30 or less leaves them shaken (Ld, Int, Cl, WP, and Fel at a –10 modifier for 1D6 rounds) while a failure of more than 30 results in the PC receiving 1 Insanity Point.  

Should the PCs interrupt Dietrich after he kills Yuri, the large man stops whatever activity he was currently engaged in and takes flight.  The plans Dietrich have for the PCs cannot be disrupted by an encounter at this time.  Any attempt by the PCs to simply follow Dietrich will also fail as the killer will quickly sense their presence and flee once he turned onto a new street.

If for some odd reason the PCs begin to suspect Humfried at this point, they might decide to rush back to the Tsar’s Repose in the hopes of finding him missing.  If they do, they will find the door to the alchemist’s room locked.  They could break the door (T6, D6) down fairly quickly, but the noise will be loud enough to alert the owner of the PCs’ nefarious activity.  The hue and cry for the Watch will begin in earnest.

The PCs might opt instead to set a watch about the inn in the hopes of catching the murderer sneaking into Humfried’s window.  Unless the PCs do this quickly upon their immediate arrival to the Tsar’s Repose (assuming they ran straight from the scene of Yuri’s murder), they will miss Dietrich climbing into Humfried’s room.  The GM should keep in mind that Dietrich is very cunning and unlikely at this stage to do anything remotely risky that could result in his capture.  If he is not certain that he can get passed the PCs without being uncovered, he will not do so.  Instead, Dietrich will simply wait until Humfried wakes up.  Once the alchemist does so, Dietrich fades away.

Happy Trails

In the darkness before dawn, a loud banging on the door awakens you.  “Wake up,” shouts Humfried.  “’Tis time we begin our long journey.”   You roused yourselves up and make ready to go.

Moments later, you find yourselves trudging through the cold and mist-enshrouded streets of Erengrad.  You crossed the long timber bridge over the chilly Lynsk to the main city and the eastern gate.  You arrived at your destination to find two of Yuri’s men awaiting you with the arranged cart, horse, and provisions.  You quickly realised that there wasn’t enough room for you all to ride on the cart, at least for the first leg of the journey.  The cart would only accommodate two, the driver and Humfried.

Once one of your number is chosen to be the driver, you’re off.  The morning is quite cold and the rutted road looks as if it’ll keep the cart from proceeding faster than walking pace.  You come to the quick conclusion that the journey is going to be slow and demanding.

The PCs are departing Erengrad on the Kislev-Praag Road.  The road follows the course of the River Lynsk along its south bank until it reaches the Translynsk colony of Bolgasgrad where the road splits into two directions.  While the PCs travel on this road, they will notice that a fair amount of traders and travellers actually use river transport rather than trekking on the ill-kept roadway.

Humfried will not be so unkind to his escorts as to force them to march all day.  He orders a stop of thirty minutes every three hours so the horse and PCs can eat and drink.  The provisions for the PCs are hardtack and kvas, a weak brew that is rather cheap.  Humfried takes the opportunity to eat some dried fruit (of course, his provisions are better than those he obtained for the PCs) and get some sleep.  PCs who decide to take a look at Humfried’s “things” during this time will discover rather quickly that he is a light sleeper.  Humfried will react angrily should he catch the PCs in the act of searching his bags.  Threats of loss of employment and pay should be enough to keep the PCs in line at this stage.

The PCs may even take the opportunity of travel to tell Humfried about all they’ve seen in Erengrad.  Detailed descriptions of Dietrich’s gruesome depredations momentarily catch Humfried by surprise, but he recovers his composure quickly.  PCs engaged in conversation with the alchemist need to pass an Observe-10 test to see his initial reaction.  If they do and raise it to Herr Grünfeld, Humfried will dismiss the observation as a mistake on the part of the PC.  Humfried explains (as if to a child) that he has seen many less than pleasant sights in his long life as a member of the Middenheim Guild.

If pressed on his reaction, Humfried will break down and tell the PCs about the murderer who seemed to be stalking him.  The alchemist recounts the brutal murders that took place in Middenheim and the evidence left in his flat.  Humfried thought that he escaped his unknown enemy by quickly leaving the City of the White Wolf and journeying north and east rather than south towards Altdorf as he claimed in a note to the Guildmaster.  Humfried does not have a description of the Middenheim killer, so he cannot know if the PCs’ description of the Erengrad murderer matches the other.  The brutality of the murders suggests to Humfried that there is a possibility that his enemy somehow found out his destination, which is one reason he hired the PCs as escorts. 

By late afternoon, the expedition arrives at a village with a ferry station on the Lynsk.  Humfried informs the PCs that they will be leaving Kislev proper once they crossed the river and entering the region known as the Translynsk.  Humfried explains to the PCs that the Translynsk is a region of Kislev that is still slowly recovering from the Chaos Incursion of 2303.  There are a number of garrisoned colonies in the region with the primary goal of protecting the local populace as well as providing a line of defence beyond the Lynsk.  Scattered between the colonies are fortified homesteads of those who either make a living farming the fertile soil of the region or collect the pelts of the animals living in the scattered woodlands.  Humfried will conclude with the comment that the Grovod Forest is found in the Translynsk.

The village of Holod Perevoz is small, even by Ostland standards.  There is one barn-like structure, which is the site of the village’s only tavern.  A few other small ramshackle buildings – the homes of the villagers who make their living fishing the Lynsk – are located around the Tavern of the Boyar and the Stoat.  The tavern keeper/ferryman is Leonid Perevozchik, a man who is all business.  Many of the patrons share Leonid’s apparent distrust of strangers and will not interact with the PCs in any meaningful way.  The kvas served at the Tavern is barely passable as is the food: basically a fish stew with bitter-tasting dark bread.  The combination costs 3 Marks.

Humfried asks the PCs to negotiate a fee for Leonid to ferry the expedition across the Lynsk so that he can rest for a while.  He thinks that 20 Marks should be enough, but is willing to pay twice that if need be.  The haggling with Leonid should not take more than a few minutes, even though his asking price will be initially set at 30 Marks (which is the most he can count).  Once completed, Leonid will inform the PCs that they have about half an hour to relax before the crossing will commence.  That may seem to be too long for the PCs, but they should use whatever time is available to rest.  Travelling on the road as they have been doing is quite exhausting.

********** NPC **********

Leonid Perevozchik, Boatman
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Skills: Boatbuilding , Fish, Orientation, River Lore, Row


Possessions:  Dilapidated inn, ferry.

Background: Leonid is a rather humourless and bland individual who knows the local area and little else.  From a PC point of view, Leonid is all business and not very talkative.  Instead, Leonid watches and listens closely.  Twice a week he is visited by an agent of King Nikolaus and reports all he has seen with descriptions of anyone who might be considered as an enemy of the state.  Leonid is not above adding a few elements to his report, especially if he takes a disliking to specific individuals – like pushy and irritating PCs.

********************

On the Road to the Nowhere

The crossing proceeds well and you hit the road again.  Actually “road” is a misleading term as pathway is little better than an ill-formed and muddy trail.  You’ve come to realise that rains are rather frequent this time of year in Kislev, though they are rather intermittent.  Occasional rain showers come upon you as the expedition continues on its way, but you’re able to find shelter among the various copses of trees and small woodlands that dot the area through which you’re travelling.

By the end of the day, you see a small stockade among the woods ahead of you.  You guess that it’s same sort of fortified homestead that can be found in the Ostland forests.  Humfried informs you that he’s so exhausted that one of you will have to negotiate lodging for the night.  Otherwise, you may have to set camp for the night in the nearby woods.  With dark cloudes gathering, that option doesn’t look too attractive.

The gate to the stockade is closed.  Before the PCs approach the gate, Humfried informs the negotiating PC that he would rather spend 30 silver marks for the night’s lodging, but is willing to go to as high as 50 if need be.

The PCs will have to knock on the gate if they wish to speak to anybody within.  There’s a small shuttered opening in the gate itself through which those inside can converse with strangers from without.  Before the PCs rap on the gate, they should decide who among them will speak for the expedition.  Once settled and the door knocked upon, the PCs hear a voice from the other side acknowledge their presence.  An older gent carefully slides open the aperture and asks, “What do you want?”

The PCs should avoid being smart-mouthed at this point.  If they cannot restrain themselves, then the shutter is closed and bolted.  The PCs should then spend their time looking for a good spot in the woods to spend the night.  They can find a reasonable place about fifteen minutes from the stockade.  An uncomfortable night with rain is a good way of teaching flippant PCs a lesson, especially when coupled with a Toughness test to resist catching a cold.

If the PCs express a desire to spend them night within the safety of the stockade (and a willingness to pay), the old gent asks them to step back so he can look them over.  He then asks them to state their names and business.  Humfried will introduce himself as the humble leader of the scholarly expedition to uncover the mysteries of the Translynsk area.  The old gent’s eyes will narrow at this and remain so until the jingling of coins recaptures his interest.  The old gent suggests that 40 silver marks for the whole lot would be a reasonable compensation.

Once satisfied that the PCs are not bandits and they reach an agreement on compensation.  The old gent closes the sliding door and opens the gate.  Two men stand with loaded crossbows cocked to ensure that the PCs behave while the old gent asks them to turn over their weapons.  “It’s nothing personal,” he says when making the request, “it’s just that we don’t care for surprises in this land.  These will be returned to you in the morning when you depart.  You have the word of Ivan Levevich on that.”  Though the PCs will be allowed to carry one hand weapon and a dagger, all the rest of their weaponry is collected by the two men and locked in a stout-looking shed.

Ivan continues, “We can only spare one room for your leader.  The rest of you can stay in the barn over there.” Ivan points to a large building away from the main house.  “The chickens and cows should leave you be, but watch out for the large sow.  She can be a bit persistent about you sharing your provisions with her and her piglets.  Also make sure you don’t disrupt anything during the night.”

Humfried adds “Get a good night rest for we leave early in the morning. If all goes well, we should be at our destination by late afternoon.”

With that, Ivan leads Humfried to the main house.  Should any of the PCs object to Humfried being without escort, Ivan turns to them and says in a cold voice, “I’ll forgive this insult to the hospitality I offer as you are guests in my home.  Your master will be safe with us and that’s all you need to know; unless you prefer to stay in the woods?  Nyet?  I thought as much.”

There is plenty of dry straw in the barn for the PCs to use as bedding should they decide to have a moderately comfortable night.  If the PCs have candles or lanterns, they might want to use them if they hope to have light during the night.  All will be quiet and peaceful for the first half of the evening.

Shortly after midnight, the belt loop of the PC on watch comes undone and the source of light extinguished by a freak breeze that comes through a window with a loose shutter.  As the PCs quickly gather their wits, they hear a clearing of a throat nearby.  The PCs hear a high-pitched voice complain, “Neglected for over a moon cycle and look what they’ve allowed in.  Didn’t even have the decency to ask me if it would be all right to allow troublesome intruders into the barn.  Hrrumph.  What offerings to you have for me?”

A successful Observe test (+10 for Excellent Vision) allows the PCs to spot an aged human figure with a short forked beard and scruffy hair standing behind one of the cows.  The figure is long and lean in built and almost a foot tall.  Its fingers and toes end in long, pointed nails and its legs a bit on the hairy side.  The creature is a Maciew (SRiK, pages 25-26 and Handout One), the ancient spirit of Kislev commonly referred to as Grandfather Barn and whose domain is man’s beasts.  The Maciew is fundamentally unpleasant, modestly mean, and rather mischievous.  A Maciew can be placated with gifts of tobacco or buttered porridge, but they especially like invitations to dance in the light of the moon (Mannslieb).  Maciew are known for their practical jokes and “old man” mannerisms.

If the GM thinks it reasonable, Kislevite PCs are allowed an Int test (+10 for Story Telling) to determine if they recall any member of their family mentioning the Ancient Spirits.  A second Int test needs to be passed to identify this spirit as Grandfather Barn.  The Kislevite PC would know nothing more than this unless they were active in observing the correct rituals to placate these powerful entities.

While the Maciew converses with the PCs, little annoyances occur such as a random pinch, objects moving within pouches, laces untied, and so on.  Things could become rather ugly should the PCs try to do be physical with the Maciew.  Pants may become unbelted and drop around the PCs ankles or they may become infested with fleas or ticks.  At no point will the stone-faced Maciew be obvious that he is behind – in some manner – the various irritations plaguing the PCs nor will they admit to being responsible if questioned.  If the PCs lack any offerings or prove themselves to be rather dull, the Maciew takes his leave by “vanishing” into a stack of hay.

Should the PCs be at a loss for an offering, the Maciew will turn towards anyone who possesses tobacco or has the Dance skill.  “You’re obviously not trying hard enough,” he grumbles, looking at the PC all the while.  “It’s something within your ability to provide, mortal.  All you have to do is strain your mind a bit.”  Even if the PCs don’t know the correct phrase (e.g., “Spare us your tricks, Grandfather, and we’ll sing and dance at the moon”), the Maciew will stop playing its tricks while it chews on its offering.

Once he finishes, the Maciew grouses, “Well, I’ve got things to do like keeping an eye on the animals, you know.  Still, you’ve been rather friendly…” the little tricks of the Maciew begin to manifest themselves again, “…so I thought I would tell you a little story.”

[GM Note: In the following the number six is meant to reflect the number of players participating in this scenario.  If there are more or less of this number playing, adjust the number accordingly.]

“There was once a man, named Josef Andropov, and his old hound.  One day, the two ventured forth to hunt the wolves that killed one of his cows.  It took the two several months to track down the killers.  When they catch up to the wolf, they found it was a she-wolf and her litter.  No matter, a ferocious fight took place.  In the end, the hound was dead and she-wolf dying.

“As Andropov looked into the wolf’s eyes, the wolf says to him, ‘As my life fades as a result of your persistence, I ask that you spare my cubs for their only crime was hunger.  Surely you can understand that.’

“The man spits upon the wolf, replying ‘Only death awaits you and your kind.  I will show them no mercy.’

“The she-wolf responds ‘Then I lay my curse upon you so that you may face the same kind of horrific death you dealt me and mine.’  With that, the light in the wolf’s eyes died.  Andropov spit on the dead she-wolf and proceeded to slaughter her six cubs.  He returned home after the deed was done.

“Later that winter, the Andropov’s wife, Olga, was dying from a wasting disease.  She looked at him and said in her last breath, ‘You’ve been different since you’ve returned from killing that wolf, Josef.  There is something inside you, which I can now see as dark and growing.  I fear for my six children.’  With that Olga died.

“Andropov mourned for a month while cursing the wolf whose curse robbed him of the joy in his life.  He went to sleep one night resolving to end this madness.  In the morning, Andropov woke feeling refreshed as if a weight was lifted from his shoulders.  He went looking for his children and to his horror Andropov found them ripped apart as if a great beast took advantaged of his slumber and killed the innocent children.  Only then did Andropov realize that his clothing was covered in blood and gore.  The man shrieked and ran from his home towards the Wastes.  He was never seen again.”

“The morale of the story?  It’s for you to figure out if there is one.”  Before the PCs can ask for any explanation, the Maciew disappears into the haystack.

We Are Not Alone…

Morning arrives and its time for the expedition to begin the last segment of the journey. 

If the PCs stayed within the stockade, their weapons are returned to them as they get ready to depart.  Ivan Levevich and his two men from the day before will grimly see the expedition off.  Should the PCs mention the Maciew, Ivan will look at them for a moment or two before responding, “The long journey of yesterday may have addled you more than you thought.  I suggest that you forget about whatever you think you saw.  Good day.”  No matter what more the PCs may ask – or demand – they will not get any more response from Ivan other than be shown through the gate to the outside.

If Humfried is in earshot of this conversation, he will ask the PCs to relate what they have seen.  Any mention of a conversation or warning perks up Humfried.  He wants to know specifically what the PCs were told and details about the Ancient Spirit and its mannerisms.

This conversation will make Ivan increasing uncomfortable and abrupt.  “If you want to discuss such matters, may I suggest you do so on the road.  We have tasks to be done this day.”  Ivan then gestures towards the open gates.

There day’s travel is slowed a bit by the more condition of the track and the rain during the night.  The weather is cold in the morning and rather gloomy.  Still, Humfried seems quite cheerful and will comment that the conditions are better than he had hoped.  The PCs might think the alchemist’s mood is somewhat out of place.

By midday, the PCs are entering into a large bleak forest.  A number of trees, mostly with a dark-coloured trunk and unhealthy looking leaves, are particularly gnarled and twisted into menacing shapes.  Initially, the PCs will hear sounds associated with the woodlands – such as bird songs and the noises of small furry creatures – but these will disappear after a few hours.  If the PCs don’t inquire, allow them an Int test (+10 for anyone in a Ranger career) to notice this change.

An hour or so later, the PCs should make a Listen test for normal sounds (+10 for Acute Hearing, +10 for Sixth Sense).  Those who successfully pass hear the footsteps to the right of the expedition, moving in the same direction.  Should the PCs call out, the sounds stop.  Humfried will turn towards the one calling out and says, “What did you hear?  Probably nothing more than some forest creature.  I’d suggest that we continue on our way.  Stay alert, in case it’s a bear or pack of wolves hoping for a meal.”  Humfried gives a chuckle as if making a joke.

If the PCs remain silent, the parallel movement continues.  When the expedition stops for a brief rest, the sounds grow quiet.  The PCs may decide to investigate despite Humfried’s assurances that the noise is probably some sort of forest creature.  Unless the PCs act with some sort of quick and decisive action, the creatures trekking in the same direction simply move away from the expedition.

Should the PCs suddenly rush the unseen creatures or set some sort of ambush, they will come across a small band of mutants.  These tainted creatures are moving to a place where they expect to find a Champion to follow, which the PCs can learn if one of the mutants is captured alive.  The mutant has no idea who this champion is, he – and his ilk – felt the winds “calling for them.”  The mutants have no intention of remaining in a prolonged fight.  They also try to avoid any engagement: only fighting if they are not able to flee.  Of course, if the PCs intent to foolishly serve themselves as the afternoon meal…

The PCs reach a forest clearing several hours before sunset [GM Note: The days are very long this far north during Sommerszeit].  The sounds that had followed them had long since faded.  Humfried informs the PCs that they have reached their destination.  He instructs the cart’s driver to park the cart in the middle of the meadow.  Once that cart comes to a halt, Humfried tells the PCs to rest for a spell and recover their strength while he looks about for indications where he believes treasure may be found.  The alchemist then opens one of his bags and pulls an old book out.  He reads some passages and looks about, all the while mumbling to himself.  Should any PC watch, Humfried walks to various locations, refers to the tome periodically, and marks six locations with rocks that he finds scattered throughout the meadow.

Once Humfried completes his task, he instructs the PCs to pick a spade out of the cart and begin digging at one of the six locations.  He let’s the PCs decide who will dig where [GM Note: For simplicity sake, one site is as good/bad as another].  If asked what he’ll be doing, Humfried states that he’ll be sitting in the centre of their activity, reading his tome for other clues.  Humfried has positioned himself to be about 30 yards from each of the PCs.

In actuality, the Dietrich persona will begin to assert itself.  The malevolent being – while still in Humfried’s mind – first brings forth his oilskin sack with the hearts he collected in Erengrad (there were a few murders that the PCs did not come across).  He second casts Aura of Protection upon himself before he makes his move.

PCs who are diligently (and greedily) digging may not notice what is occurring behind them.  Any PC with Sixth Sense will have a feeling that the expedition is being watched from the woods.  Other PCs must make a Listen test for soft sounds (+10 for Acute Hearing) to hear noise coming from the same direction.  When they look about, the PCs notice that there’s a ring of mutated creatures watching them from within the woods that ring the meadow.

At this point, the PCs hear Humfried screaming, “My head!  The pain!  What’s happening to me?”  As they turn, they see Humfried’s body – particularly his head – expand in a distorted fashion.  The skin strains as there are some odd movement beneath.  Humfried’s head and torso suddenly explode; covering the PCs is bits of gore and brains.  Looking back, the PCs can see the killer in Erengrad rip open the lower portion of Humfried to free his legs.

The PCs watching Humfried’s demise and Dietrichis emergence must test against their Cl.  A failure of 30 or less leaves them shaken (Ld, Int, Cl, WP, and Fel at a –10 modifier for 1D6 rounds) while a failure of more than 30 results in the PC receiving 1 Insanity Point.

“Just a few moments more and I’ll be rid of what remains of that weakling, Humfried Grünfeld,” the gore-covered Dietrich proclaims before he pulls the hearts out of the bag and begins his spell intonation. Attached to an ornate chain made of a blackish-grey metal, the six connected hearts are levitated above Dietrich’s head as a side effect of the spell.  Each heart is alive and beating – and linked to a PC.

This is the moment of danger for the PCs as Dietrich means to sacrifice them in order to use their life force to give him a life outside of Humfried.  The malevolent killer has a short time before the consequences of the alchemist’s demise effects his being.

Unless the PCs attacked Dietrich within a round of his transformation, they will not be able to stop the spell from commencing.  Moreover, Dietrich will be free to act in any manner he decides – including casting more spells – while the effect of this particular spell remains active.  Fleeing is not an option, though an attempt to break through the ring of mutants may well end in the PCs dying a bit quicker than if they did nothing.  It should be noted that the mutants do not enter the meadow so long as the PCs remain alive within its boundary.

The only way the PCs can save themselves at this point is to kill Dietrich, but they have only a limited time to accomplish this feat.  The PCs only have a number of rounds equal to twice their Toughness score to slay the servant of Chaos (they will lose at least one of these rounds closing with Dietrich).  As the battle rages, the PCs may notice that the hearts beat stronger as they grow weaker, which reflects their life force being leeched out of their bodies.  In game terms, the PCs lose one point of Toughness for every two rounds that Dietrich is alive.  Once the PC reaches 0 Toughness, their entire life-force has been sucked out of their bodies and the heart that represented that PC dissolves into a blood-red vapour which is absorbed by Dietrich.  The dead PC’s body is rendered an empty husk behind with steam arising from the vacant eye sockets.  Anyone watching the death of their companion in this manner will need to successfully pass a Terror test to continue fighting for their lives.

********** NPC s**********

Dietrich Untiefe, would-be Champion of Chaos Undivided, Level 2 wizard
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Skills: Arcane Language- Daemonic, Arcane Language- Magick, Cast Spells-Battle 1, Cast Spells-Battle 2, Cast Spells- Daemonology 1, Cast Spells- Petty, Dodge Blow, Meditation, Read/Write Old Worlder (Reikspiel and Slavic dialects), Street Fighting.

Magic Points: 13 (left after casting spells above)

Spells:

Petty: Butter Fingers, Magic Flame, Sleep

1st: [Battle] Detect Magic, Fire Ball, Steal Mind; [Daemonology] Summon Guardian

2nd: Aura of Protection, Break Weapon, Raze


Possessions:  Large Tome (improvised weapon), Club

Mutants, Standard profile:
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Mutations (and profile adjustments):

Mutant #1: Sharp Claws (S+1)

Mutant #2: Bat Head (A+1, bite attack, night vision)

Mutant #3: Skull Face (causes Fear)

Mutant #4: Pin Head (Int-20, subject to Stupidity)

Mutant #5: Scaly Skin (T+1)

Possessions:  Spear or Axe

********************

Aftermath

There are only two outcomes at this stage of the adventure.  If the PCs failed to stop Dietrich, then their deaths have served to further the aims of Chaos.  If Dietrich is killed, the beating hearts above him explode covering the PCs with bloody bits.  The PCs will have then successfully thwarted one of the myriad schemes of Chaos.  Should this occur, the mutants will just melt away into the vastness of the Grovod Forest or some other region of the Northern Wastes (Translynsk) as this would-be Champion of Chaos was clearly not worthy to fulfil this role.  This retreat leaves the PCs alone with their victory and the bodies of any who have died.  It will take the PCs three hours of complete rest to recover 1 point of Toughness.

The surviving PCs will be able to make it across the River Lynsk the next day with no incident.  Unfortunately, the tangled web of Chaos has forever changed whatever delusions they might have had about their abilities and fortunes.

Leonhard Topfer

Career: Bawd

Height: 6 ft 2 in

Weight: 181 lbs.

Hair: Auburn

Eyes: Light Brown

Age: 21

Distinguished Traits: Scarred face (-10 Fel*)

Alignment: Neutral (Sigmar)

Fate Points: 1
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Skills: Ambidextrous, Bribery, Dance, Herb Lore, Luck, Night Vision, Secret Language-Thieves’, Silent Move Urban, Street Fighting, Wit

Possessions: Sword, Leather Jack (0/1AP body/arms), Pipe and Pouch of Tobacco, and Purse (6 GCs, 12 shillings)

Personal Detail: Your family moved to the Ostland port of Salkalten (current population of 1500, or so you’ve heard) in 2462 as part of Jens-Peter Riemann's plans to usurp Marienburg’s dominance of the Sea of Claws trade.  Trade floundered within a few years of the port’s construction, but the town limped on, trading on a very small scale with Erengrad, and offering a stopping-off point for boats that were heading to larger ports.  The absent Gustav von Wolder ruled the town as far as you can remember.  Life in Salkalten was hard with the sorry souls who remained scraping a living from the local amber deposits, fishing, and collecting salt from the pans cut into the shallow cliffs.  Alcoholism and unemployment continued to be rife in Salkalten, even with the recent arrival of the Imperial fleet from Norden, another Ostlander port to the west.  Like other folk, you’re unsure why the fleet had arrived, but the town welcomed its money - only to then complain about the sailors and their behaviour.

Still, the presence of the navy did open opportunity to an ambitious individual as yourself.  In fact, you were certain that you could make a bundle if you assisted these outsiders to whatever pleasures Salkalten had to offer.  There were dives aplenty, as well as gambling dens, brothels, and other venues of ill repute.

Unfortunately, you didn’t really count on a number of other like-minded “entrepreneurs.”  Competition was rife in your chosen vocation, but you weren’t going to be denied a good living until you met Old Sal.  He “offered” to buy those who depended upon you so that you could find a trade more suited to your skills.  You initially refused, of course, but Old Sal’s boys decided that you needed additional “persuasion.”  Several knife cuts later and you were more than willing to meet their demands.

Small wonder why you wanted to leave this backwater.

Recently, you saw your opportunity.  A town crier announced “The Honourable Humfried Grünfeld seeks to hire six stout and goodly people skilled in the use of arms and quick of mind to escort him to the loathsome Kislevite port of Erengrad and the nearby hinterland.  The duty is expected to be hazardous so only those strong of heart and resolute character need apply.  Interviews will commence promptly at noon on 3 Sommerzeit at the Pig and the Weasel Tavern.”  With escape from Salkalten foremost in your mind, you put on your best – least soiled of the few you own – clothes and cleaned yourself up in hopes of making a good impression.

When you arrived, there were all sorts of wretched creatures waiting for their opportunity.  Goodly people, indeed.  You doubted any of them would last more than a day outside this dreary town.  So much for worrying about the job, you hoped.

When your time came, you were ushered into a private room.  Humfried Grünfeld was an old man, his dark brown hair filled with grey and frail-looking.  He had the look of a scholar or merchant, you weren’t sure which.  He asked a few odd questions about your background and ambitions.  You answered them to your best ability.  After a few moments of silence, Herr Grünfeld told you that you were hired and instructed you to be at the docks at dawn the next day.  The journey to Erengrad was to be on the coastal barge, Cold Wind.  Herr Grünfeld told you that he would pay an advance of 10 Crowns with the balance of 20 Crowns due at the end of the expected two-week journey.  You readily agreed with his terms and arrived the next morning as you were bade.  You boarded the ship for the two-day journey with the others who were hired.

During the journey, you formed the following opinions of your new companions:

Natasha Petrovich:  You are certain you could have made a bundle if she was one of who walked the nights.  Still, Natasha carries herself as one who knows who to fend for herself.  She’d have to given what others think of Kislevites and those who served in the Watch.  Natasha has both going against her.

Faustmann Maurer:  Although your mind made up for your lack of experience living by the sword, you weren’t quite sure how Faustmann qualified for the job at hand.  He had the look of a labourer of some sort.  And what’s with the club and the dog?  You hope that the one will stop the other from yelping too much.

Bengt Jäger: At least Bengt has had some use on this leg of the journey.  You hope that this seaman will not be a “fish out of water” in Erengrad.  You got to get this type of thinking out of your head.  The one time you made the comment, the humourless Bengt gave you such an evil look.

Gerda Ironpick:  You are happy that this one didn’t look for the kind of work with which you were familiar.  Ugh.  You find Dwarfs somewhat repellent and definitely hard on the eyes (they are such an ugly people).  Most assuredly, you’ll behave yourself around this one since you heard rumours about Dwarfs and their grudges.

Hildebrandt Bäcker:  You remember seeing this bloke around the taverns.  Bad news all around.  You really weren’t sure whether he liked breaking teeth or making money beating the crap out of people.  On one hand, you’re concerned about being anywhere near this overly-aggressive chap.  On the other hand, it might well be worth your while being a “friend.”  You’re hoping, of course, that he doesn’t beat his friends.

Natasha Petrovich 

Career: Watch

Height: 5 ft 4 in

Weight: 126 lbs.

Hair: Yellow

Eyes: Green

Age: 22

Distinguished Traits: Very skinny

Alignment: Neutral (Taal)

Fate Points: 1
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Skills: Acute Hearing, Excellent Vision, Heal Wounds, Ride-Horse, Sixth Sense, Speak Additional Language (Slavic), Strike Mighty Blow, Strike to Stun

Possessions: Sword, Mail Shirt (1AP body), Crossbow (R 32/64/300, ES 4, 1 round to fire, 1 to load) and ammunition

Personal Detail: Your family moved to the Ostland port of Salkalten (current population of 1500, or so you’ve heard) in 2462 as part of Jens-Peter Riemann's plans to usurp Marienburg’s dominance of the Sea of Claws trade.  Trade floundered within a few years of the port’s construction, but the town limped on, trading on a very small scale with Erengrad, and offering a stopping-off point for boats that were heading to larger ports.  The absent Gustav von Wolder ruled the town as far as you can remember.  Life in Salkalten was hard with the sorry souls who remained scraping a living from the local amber deposits, fishing, and collecting salt from the pans cut into the shallow cliffs.  Alcoholism and unemployment continued to be rife in Salkalten, even with the recent arrival of the Imperial fleet from Norden, another Ostlander port to the west.  Like other folk, you’re unsure why the fleet had arrived, but the town welcomed its money - only to then complain about the sailors and their behaviour.

Still, there was some respite with the navy in town.  Ostlanders are very unfriendly towards Kislevites, such as your family, and life was hard for all of you.  You joined the Watch in hopes of gaining some respect until you realised that most in this gods forsaken town hold the Watch in almost as much contempt as they do Kislevites.  Despite this scorn, you tried your best.

About a fortnight ago, your patrol was caught in the midst of a riot between navy sea dogs and a local gang, the Backstreet Lads, over (what else?) women.  As you tried vainly to break up the confrontation, someone pulled a weapon and then the killings began.  Twenty people ended up dead, most of them sailors, and your patrol was arrested for dereliction of duty.  A subsequent inquiry absolved you and your comrades of the charge, but the peacock in charge discharged the lot of you to save his own skin.  Rumour had it that one of the dead sailors was a son of a prominent Reiklander family.

Small wonder why you wanted to leave this backwater.

Recently, you saw your opportunity.  A town crier announced “The Honourable Humfried Grünfeld seeks to hire six stout and goodly people skilled in the use of arms and quick of mind to escort him to the loathsome Kislevite port of Erengrad and the nearby hinterland.  The duty is expected to be hazardous so only those strong of heart and resolute character need apply.  Interviews will commence promptly at noon on 3 Sommerzeit at the Pig and the Weasel Tavern.”  With escape from Salkalten foremost in your mind, you put on your best – least soiled of the few you own – clothes and cleaned yourself up in hopes of making a good impression.

When you arrived, there were all sorts of wretched creatures waiting for their opportunity.  Goodly people, indeed.  You doubted any of them would last more than a day outside this dreary town.  So much for worrying about the job, you hoped.

When your time came, you were ushered into a private room.  Humfried Grünfeld was an old man, his dark brown hair filled with grey and frail-looking.  He had the look of a scholar or merchant, you weren’t sure which.  He asked a few odd questions about your background and ambitions.  You answered them to your best ability.  After a few moments of silence, Herr Grünfeld told you that you were hired and instructed you to be at the docks at dawn the next day.  The journey to Erengrad was to be on the coastal barge, Cold Wind.  Herr Grünfeld told you that he would pay an advance of 10 Crowns with the balance of 20 Crowns due at the end of the expected two-week journey.  You readily agreed with his terms and arrived the next morning as you were bade.  You boarded the ship for the two-day journey with the others who were hired.

During the journey, you formed the following opinions of your new companions:

Leonhard Topfer: You know this creep and his parasitic kind.  Uses the hopeless and destitute to “entertain” the desperate and predatory for a fee.  You’re not sure why he’d leave such a cushy “trade” to journey into the unknown, and you don’t particularly care.  You just hope that your life is not dependent upon his “abilities.”

Faustmann Maurer:  Though not in a honourable trade, Faustmann at least provided a valuable service in hunting disease-bearing vermin.  He seems a pleasant enough fellow, especially in this motley company.  Other than that, you can only hope that he isn’t out of his depth in this venture.

Bengt Jäger:  An Ostlander through and through, which is not a good thing as far as you’re concerned.  Although he claims to have travelled to Erengrad before, Bengt still has a low view of Kislevites such as you.  His rude comments about the Kislevite crewmen on the Cold Wind pretty much says it all.

Gerda Ironpick:  For some odd reason, you like the Dwarf.  She doesn’t have the attitudes towards Kislevites like others from Salkalten and she is quite confident of her abilities.  She more than holds her own with the more obnoxious members of this group

Hildebrandt Bäcker:  The gods spare you this low-life who thinks he’s better than those weaker than he and Kislevites.  In fact, you would have loved to have had the opportunity to bust him for assaulting the wrong person.  You smile at the thought of his reaction at being arrested by a female Kislevite member of the Watch.

Faustmann Maurer 

Career: Rat Catcher

Height: 5 ft 8 in

Weight: 160 lbs.

Hair: Sienna

Eyes: Grey

Age: 23

Distinguished Traits: Flat nose

Alignment: Neutral (Sigmar)

Fate Points: 1
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Skills: Animal Trainer-Dog, Concealment-Urban, Drive Cart, Immunity to Disease, Immunity to Poison (Manbane, Beastbane, Spider Venom), Night Vision, Read/Write Old Worlder (Reikspiel), Set Trap, Silent Move Urban, Specialist Weapon-Sling, Spot Trap, Very Strong*

Possessions: Club, Sling (R 24/36/150, ES 3) and ammunition, Ratter’s Pole, Small and vicious dog (Spike), 4 animal traps

Personal Detail: Your family moved to the Ostland port of Salkalten (current population of 1500, or so you’ve heard) in 2462 as part of Jens-Peter Riemann's plans to usurp Marienburg’s dominance of the Sea of Claws trade.  Trade floundered within a few years of the port’s construction, but the town limped on, trading on a very small scale with Erengrad, and offering a stopping-off point for boats that were heading to larger ports.  The absent Gustav von Wolder ruled the town as far as you can remember.  Life in Salkalten was hard with the sorry souls who remained scraping a living from the local amber deposits, fishing, and collecting salt from the pans cut into the shallow cliffs.  Alcoholism and unemployment continued to be rife in Salkalten, even with the recent arrival of the Imperial fleet from Norden, another Ostlander port to the west.  Like other folk, you’re unsure why the fleet had arrived, but the town welcomed its money - only to then complain about the sailors and their behaviour.

Of course, like many ships that were moored at Salkalten, the Navy vessels brought vermin from other parts of the world.  This created much-needed jobs for you and your mates, especially since most people viewed such a trade as for the poor and degenerated.  Their view mattered little to do.  Hunting the ever-wary rats was a most demanding skill requiring patience and persistency.  It wasn’t for just anyone.  In time, you even trained a small dog to help you in your profession.

The problem was that your contributions to society went unappreciated.  The hours were long and taxing.  Some people put out poisoned foods in the hopes of wiping out the rodents.  Unfortunately, you and your mates had to risk illness when you consumed such fare.  That, in itself, would have considered a reasonable risk, much like being bit by the poisonous spiders that lurked in the dark recesses of buildings and what few sewers existed in the port.  Unfortunately, some bait was spiked with manbane, which made you and your mates violently ill.  One or two even died from the poisoning!  What made matters worse is that the local gang, the Backstreet Lads, were trying to force you to pay “protection” money.  When you and your mates refused, the gang beat the daylights out of you.  One of your mates, Johann, was beaten into a coma.

Small wonder why you wanted to leave this backwater.

Recently, you saw your opportunity.  A town crier announced “The Honourable Humfried Grünfeld seeks to hire six stout and goodly people skilled in the use of arms and quick of mind to escort him to the loathsome Kislevite port of Erengrad and the nearby hinterland.  The duty is expected to be hazardous so only those strong of heart and resolute character need apply.  Interviews will commence promptly at noon on 3 Sommerzeit at the Pig and the Weasel Tavern.”  With escape from Salkalten foremost in your mind, you put on your best – least soiled of the few you own – clothes and cleaned yourself up in hopes of making a good impression.

When you arrived, there were all sorts of wretched creatures waiting for their opportunity.  Goodly people, indeed.  You doubted any of them would last more than a day outside this dreary town.  So much for worrying about the job, you hoped.

When your time came, you were ushered into a private room.  Humfried Grünfeld was an old man, his dark brown hair filled with grey and frail-looking.  He had the look of a scholar or merchant, you weren’t sure which.  He asked a few odd questions about your background and ambitions.  You answered them to your best ability.  After a few moments of silence, Herr Grünfeld told you that you were hired and instructed you to be at the docks at dawn the next day.  The journey to Erengrad was to be on the coastal barge, Cold Wind.  Herr Grünfeld told you that he would pay an advance of 10 Crowns with the balance of 20 Crowns due at the end of the expected two-week journey.  You readily agreed with his terms and arrived the next morning as you were bade.  You boarded the ship for the two-day journey with the others who were hired.

During the journey, you formed the following opinions of your new companions:

Leonhard Topfer:  You remember this man hanging out at places frequented by seamen.  Always trying to line them up with “entertainment” for a fee.  He was more of a vermin than the rats you’ve killed.  You hope that his ability with his sword matches his quick wits.  If not, he may not be long for this trip.

Natasha Petrovich:  A rather nice individual, even for a former member of the Salkalten Watch.  At least, you assume she was no longer with the Watch.  You’ve heard the others make rather rude comments about her Kislevite heritage, yet you’ve seen nothing to indicate that Natasha fits the drunken, boorish stereotype.  Moreover, she might be the safest person to be around than anyone else in this expedition.

Bengt Jäger:  You’re still not sure what to make of this man.  He talks about his travels to other seaports, yet if he was as good a seaman as he believes, then why didn’t he leave Salkalten before now?  You think he might be a bit less adventurous than he lets on.  You do marvel, however, at his lust for the bottle.

Gerda Ironpick:  You’ve never really encountered Dwarfs before this expedition, other than to see the few who called Salkalten home.  You’ve heard about their ability to hold grudges, fight, drink, and curse, but Gerda is the first one with whom you have to interact.  You’ll have to tread carefully.

Hildebrandt Bäcker:  You’ve seen how quick this short-tempered thug can get into a fight on the few occasions you were working near a dockside dive he was trashing.  You’re not sure how he was selected, but he must be here for added muscle.  You just hope that he doesn’t drag the rest of the expedition down if he can’t control his violent urges.

Bengt Jäger 

Career: Seaman

Height: 5 ft 11 in

Weight: 150 lbs.

Hair: Dark Brown

Eyes: Light Brown

Age: 22

Distinguished Traits: Very skinny

Alignment: Neutral (Manann)

Fate Points: 1
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Skills: Acute Hearing, Ambidextrous, Consume Alcohol, Dance, Dodge Blow, Lightning Reflexes*, Row, Sailing, Scale Sheer Surface, Speak Additional Language (Slavic), Street Fighting, Strike Mighty Blow, Swim, Very Strong* 

Possessions: Sword, Bottle of cheap spirits

Personal Detail: Your family moved to the Ostland port of Salkalten (current population of 1500, or so you’ve heard) in 2462 as part of Jens-Peter Riemann's plans to usurp Marienburg’s dominance of the Sea of Claws trade.  Trade floundered within a few years of the port’s construction, but the town limped on, trading on a very small scale with Erengrad, and offering a stopping-off point for boats that were heading to larger ports.  The absent Gustav von Wolder ruled the town as far as you can remember.  Life in Salkalten was hard with the sorry souls who remained scraping a living from the local amber deposits, fishing, and collecting salt from the pans cut into the shallow cliffs.  Alcoholism and unemployment continued to be rife in Salkalten, even with the recent arrival of the Imperial fleet from Norden, another Ostlander port to the west.  Like other folk, you’re unsure why the fleet had arrived, but the town welcomed its money - only to then complain about the sailors and their behaviour.

Like your father and his father, you were born for the sea.  You found work on the ships that ply trade with Marienburg, Neue Emskrank, Norden, and Erengrad.  The work was very hard, but you were able to travel out of the confines of listless Salkalten on occasion.  Unfortunately, the arrival of the navy changed everything.  Even though trade was not bustling before their arrival, the presence of the Navy consumed what little surplus of goods and grain the town had.  This, in turn, limited the amount of work available to seamen like you.  Like others, you turned to drink and dreamed of what things could have been like.

One day, you and your mates were staggering home after a night at the White Seal Tavern.  A press gang from the Navy decided that you all were likely candidates for recruitment.  One of your mates, Hans, had a bit too much to drink and told the sailors what they could do to themselves (you weren’t sure these blokes had the nimbleness to attempt such a feat).  After an exchange of a few more such pleasantries, the navy boys started swinging their clubs with a little too much enthusiasm.  You got knocked around some, but Hans received the worse of the beatings.  Other seaman and navy boys heard the commotion from nearby taverns and decided to help their comrades in a great free-for-all.  You took the opportunity to crawl away from mêlée and licked your wounds.  Last you heard of Hans, he was a new recruit in the Imperial Navy. 

Small wonder why you wanted to leave this backwater.

Recently, you saw your opportunity.  A town crier announcedt “The Honourable Humfried Grünfeld seeks to hire six stout and goodly people skilled in the use of arms and quick of mind to escort him to the loathsome Kislevite port of Erengrad and the nearby hinterland.  The duty is expected to be hazardous so only those strong of heart and resolute character need apply.  Interviews will commence promptly at noon on 3 Sommerzeit at the Pig and the Weasel Tavern.”  With escape from Salkalten foremost in your mind, you put on your best – least soiled of the few you own – clothes and cleaned yourself up in hopes of making a good impression.

When you arrived, there were all sorts of wretched creatures waiting for their opportunity.  Goodly people, indeed.  You doubted any of them would last more than a day outside this dreary town.  So much for worrying about the job, you hoped.

When your time came, you were ushered into a private room.  Humfried Grünfeld was an old man, his dark brown hair filled with grey and frail-looking.  He had the look of a scholar or merchant, you weren’t sure which.  He asked a few odd questions about your background and ambitions.  You answered them to your best ability.  After a few moments of silence, Herr Grünfeld told you that you were hired and instructed you to be at the docks at dawn the next day.  The journey to Erengrad was to be on the coastal barge, Cold Wind.  Herr Grünfeld told you that he would pay an advance of 10 Crowns with the balance of 20 Crowns due at the end of the expected two-week journey.  You readily agreed with his terms and arrived the next morning as you were bade.  You boarded the ship for the two-day journey with the others who were hired.

During the journey, you formed the following opinions of your new companions:

Leonhard Topfer:  You’ve seen his kind at work and have used their services.  Still, they are a cocky and glib bunch and Leonard seems to be the worse of the lot.  In fact, you’d be a lot happier if he kept his smart comments to himself.  Now that you think about it, what use will he have on this expedition?  Perhaps foraging for the group?

Natasha Petrovich:  Too bad she’s a Kislevite, though she might have some use given where you’re going.  She’s a bit of a looker, though clearly ice-cold.  Perhaps she was selected by Humfried to interact with her lazy drunken countrymen in Erengrad.  You’ll try to temper your views on the surly foreigners to yourself.  Natasha was in the Watch and might decide to slit your throat while you were asleep.

Faustmann Maurer: The bloody dog Faustmann brought clearly shows him as one of the lowly ratcatchers you’ve seen around the docks.  By, Manann’s waterlogged privates, how did he get hired for this job?  At least the man knows his place by staying below.

Gerda Ironpick: You’ve dealt with Dwarfs on a very limited basis and know them to be a hard-bargaining, hard drinking group.  You wonder how much Gerda is like the others?  Perhaps you’ll get an opportunity to best her in a drinking contest.  You’ve also heard that Dwarfs have a nose for gold.  Perhaps this Dwarf will lead the expedition to some hidden treasure?

Hildebrandt Bäcker: You’ve heard of this bloke from your associates.  As far as you have been told, Hildebrandt was a tough for the Backstreet Lads.  You wonder how he came to join this little expedition.  Was he running from something?  Or, was he a spy?  You decided that you need to keep an eye on him until you can determine why he’s on his way to Kislev.

Gerda Ironpick 

Career: Smuggler

Height: 4 ft 11 in

Weight: 135 lbs.

Hair: Dark Brown

Eyes: Pale Grey

Age: 62

Distinguished Traits: Loud voice (+5 Ld*, -5 Fel*)

Alignment: Neutral (Grungni)

Fate Points: 1
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Skills: Dodge Blow, Drive Cart, Excellent Vision, Metallurgy, Mining, Row, Secret Language-Thieves’, Silent Move Rural, Silent Move Urban

Possessions: Sword, Leather Jack (0/1AP body)

Personal Detail: Your family moved to the Ostland port of Salkalten (current population of 1500, or so you’ve heard) in 2462 as part of Jens-Peter Riemann's plans to usurp Marienburg’s dominance of the Sea of Claws trade.  Trade floundered within a few years of the port’s construction, but the town limped on, trading on a very small scale with Erengrad, and offering a stopping-off point for boats that were heading to larger ports.  The absent Gustav von Wolder ruled the town as far as you can remember.  Life in Salkalten was hard with the sorry souls who remained scraping a living from the local amber deposits, fishing, and collecting salt from the pans cut into the shallow cliffs.  Alcoholism and unemployment continued to be rife in Salkalten, even with the recent arrival of the Imperial fleet from Norden, another Ostlander port to the west.  Like other folk, you’re unsure why the fleet had arrived, but the town welcomed its money - only to then complain about the sailors and their behaviour.

Unlike a number of residents, you found the arrival of the navy opened the doors of opportunity for you and others in your profession.  The sailors were always looking for ways to make more money or purchase normally unavailable items or goods, so it was relatively easy to expand your network of contacts and buyers.  You no longer worried that leaving the amber mines years ago was the right thing to do.  Life was just grand and you were making money.

Then is all crashed down.  The power and influence of the local gang, the Backstreet Lads, was growing.  Not only did they stand up to the aggressive navy boys, but they were looking to take over the smuggling racket.  Independent entrepreneurs, such as yourself, were being squeezed to give the Lads a cut of the profits and pay protection money.   You and other like-minded citizens decided to make a stand.  Big mistake.  The Lads brought in muscle and a night of brawling left several of your fellows dead.  In addition, you left a few of the Lads broken up, which didn’t thrill their comrades.  You were forced to lay low as best as you were able, but you knew it was a matter of time before the Lads came looking for you with a number of associates in tow.

Small wonder why you wanted to leave this backwater.

Recently, you saw your opportunity.  A town crier announced “The Honourable Humfried Grünfeld seeks to hire six stout and goodly people skilled in the use of arms and quick of mind to escort him to the loathsome Kislevite port of Erengrad and the nearby hinterland.  The duty is expected to be hazardous so only those strong of heart and resolute character need apply.  Interviews will commence promptly at noon on 3 Sommerzeit at the Pig and the Weasel Tavern.”  With escape from Salkalten foremost in your mind, you put on your best – least soiled of the few you own – clothes and cleaned yourself up in hopes of making a good impression.

When you arrived, there were all sorts of wretched creatures waiting for their opportunity.  Goodly people, indeed.  You doubted any of them would last more than a day outside this dreary town.  So much for worrying about the job, you hoped.

When your time came, you were ushered into a private room.  Humfried Grünfeld was an old man, his dark brown hair filled with grey and frail-looking.  He had the look of a scholar or merchant, you weren’t sure which.  He asked a few odd questions about your background and ambitions.  You answered them to your best ability.  After a few moments of silence, Herr Grünfeld told you that you were hired and instructed you to be at the docks at dawn the next day.  The journey to Erengrad was to be on the coastal barge, Cold Wind.  Herr Grünfeld told you that he would pay an advance of 10 Crowns with the balance of 20 Crowns due at the end of the expected two-week journey.  You readily agreed with his terms and arrived the next morning as you were bade.  You boarded the ship for the two-day journey with the others who were hired.

During the journey, you formed the following opinions of your new companions:

Leonhard Topfer: Here’s a man who profits from the labour of others.  Well, there are a lot of those in Salkalten, perhaps too many.  You’ve seen how he looks at Natasha (like a piece of merchandise) and you’ve notice how he tries to avoid looking at you.  Not that the latter is a big deal.  You do wonder how well he’ll hold up once he’s beyond the confines of any town.

Natasha Petrovich: This one seems driven to prove herself, though you’re not quite sure why.  Still, she is confident of her abilities and holds her own with the men of this expedition.  Whatever surprises await you, you’re sure Natasha will handle herself with honour.

Faustmann Maurer: A rat catcher (from appearances and the dog he has with him) who seems to be a bit intimated by you.  You wonder why.  You don’t recall ever dealing with him (and your memory is fairly sharp), so that can’t be it.  Oh well.  His problem, not yours.

Bengt Jäger: You’re not quite sure about this seadog.  He seems to be preoccupied with the bottle, like some many Salkalteners who ply the seas, and looks for any small reason to take a swig.  You wouldn’t be surprised if he asked you to partake in a drinking contest.  Drunks are so predictable.

Hildebrandt Bäcker: This one appears to have thug written all over him.  You’ve seen him brawl from a distance and were content that there was a lot of ground between you and the people he was battering.  You’re not really certain if his accompanying the expedition is a good thing or not.  He could provide the muscle needed to keep trouble away or he could be a magnet for unsavoury troublemakers.

Hildebrandt Bäcker 

Career: Protagonist

Height: 5 ft 9 in

Weight: 174 lbs.

Hair: Dark Brown

Eyes: Hazel

Age: 21

Distinguished Traits: Very short hair

Alignment: Neutral (Sigmar)

Fate Points: 1
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Skills: Acute Hearing, Disarm, Dodge Blow, Ride-Horse, Sixth Sense, Street Fighting, Strike Mighty Blow, Strike to Injure, Strike to Stun

Possessions: Sword, Mail Shirt (1AP body), Shield (1AP all over)

Personal Detail: Your family moved to the Ostland port of Salkalten (current population of 1500, or so you’ve heard) in 2462 as part of Jens-Peter Riemann's plans to usurp Marienburg’s dominance of the Sea of Claws trade.  Trade floundered within a few years of the port’s construction, but the town limped on, trading on a very small scale with Erengrad, and offering a stopping-off point for boats that were heading to larger ports.  The absent Gustav von Wolder ruled the town as far as you can remember.  Life in Salkalten was hard with the sorry souls who remained scraping a living from the local amber deposits, fishing, and collecting salt from the pans cut into the shallow cliffs.  Alcoholism and unemployment continued to be rife in Salkalten, even with the recent arrival of the Imperial fleet from Norden, another Ostlander port to the west.  Like other folk, you’re unsure why the fleet had arrived, but the town welcomed its money - only to then complain about the sailors and their behaviour.

From your point of view, the navy were the worse scum possible.  Your father, a drunk and lout, was killed in an accident when the lowlife sailors decided that he would make a good punching bag.  A few others had their way with your older sister, who was looking for some companionship when her cursed husband tossed her out for being a lousy cook.  Your mother, once the rock that held the family together, was slowly losing her mind.  You were approached by a group of young men – who called themselves the Backstreet Lads – to join them to put the navy boys in their place.  You readily agreed as you wanted to settle a score.

Life was grand as you picked fights and battered sailors.  You were gaining a reputation of sorts when the bottom fell out.  It seems that the Lads’ goal was to establish themselves as the power brokers in Salkalten.  To this end, you were their tool to force the dregs of the navy (who were a bunch of criminals themselves) to respect the gang as some to reckon with.  A friend of yours, Rudi Herschensohn, told you that the Lads were about to reach an understanding with the Navy boys and that you were going to be turned over as “payment” to secure the agreement.  That base betrayal caught you by surprise, but you knew that you were in no position to fight the Lads on that matter.  Your future in this armpit of the Empire didn’t look bright. 

Small wonder why you wanted to leave this backwater.

Recently, you saw your opportunity.  A town crier announced “The Honourable Humfried Grünfeld seeks to hire six stout and goodly people skilled in the use of arms and quick of mind to escort him to the loathsome Kislevite port of Erengrad and the nearby hinterland.  The duty is expected to be hazardous so only those strong of heart and resolute character need apply.  Interviews will commence promptly at noon on 3 Sommerzeit at the Pig and the Weasel Tavern.”  With escape from Salkalten foremost in your mind, you put on your best – least soiled of the few you own – clothes and cleaned yourself up in hopes of making a good impression.

When you arrived, there were all sorts of wretched creatures waiting for their opportunity.  Goodly people, indeed.  You doubted any of them would last more than a day outside this dreary town.  So much for worrying about the job, you hoped.

When your time came, you were ushered into a private room.  Humfried Grünfeld was an old man, his dark brown hair filled with grey and frail-looking.  He had the look of a scholar or merchant, you weren’t sure which.  He asked a few odd questions about your background and ambitions.  You answered them to your best ability.  After a few moments of silence, Herr Grünfeld told you that you were hired and instructed you to be at the docks at dawn the next day.  The journey to Erengrad was to be on the coastal barge, Cold Wind.  Herr Grünfeld told you that he would pay an advance of 10 Crowns with the balance of 20 Crowns due at the end of the expected two-week journey.  You readily agreed with his terms and arrived the next morning as you were bade.  You boarded the ship for the two-day journey with the others who were hired.

During the journey, you formed the following opinions of your new companions:

Leonhard Topfer: Something about this guy bothers you.  Perhaps he’s too overly friendly, which makes you wonder about his angle.  He may even prove to be too smooth for his own good.  You just hope that this panderer could handle a sword half as well as he flaps his gums.

Natasha Petrovich: Your dislike of the navy stooges is only equalled by your dislike for lazy Kislevites.  Though somewhat surly, Natasha seems different than those you pounded when the mood struck you.  She has a large chip on her shoulder and almost willing to dare someone to knock it off.  You envy that.  Still, she is a Kislevite and her kind are not to be trusted.

Faustmann Maurer: A quiet type with a yapping dog.  Weird.  Definitely weird.  Who in their mind brings a dog on an expedition?  Emergency food source?  Nuisance?  Perhaps the old man is losing his mind for hiring this lad.

Bengt Jäger: You almost have no use for sea dogs such as Bengt as you do for the Navy fools.  This one also causes you some concerns.  There are times he gives you a strange sideward glance.  You wonder if he is a spy for the Lads. You’re tempted to shake the truth out of him, but some nagging thought tells you to wait for him to act first.  You’ll have to be on your guard around him.

Gerda Ironpick:  Now that you think on it, Dwarfs aren’t on your list of people you prefer to be around.  They’re just barely above navy bums, Kislevite slugs, and sailing trash in your mind.  Pah!  You’re not going to worry about this female Stunty or the others.  You were hired to do a job and you will do so, even if you have to go to scum-filled Kislev.
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