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PART 1: FRAGMENTS OF TWILIGHT

This WFRP campaign ideally continues in the wake of the ‘Enemy Within’ campaign. The adventurers may have thought that saving the empire called a premature end to their days of high adventure, but the brewing Incursion of Chaos still looms on the horizon and it will take highly experienced men and women to be of use when that foul day finally comes. Preceding this nightmare there is another threat, lesser in power but insidious and exploitative of the situations left after Empire in Flames. There is an ancient force, one bent on bringing low the lands of the Old World and it has seen the chance to act.


Of course, this can also be run as a one off adventure using the pre-generated characters. Examples can be found at the back of this adventure.

NEW CHARACTERS

Even if you are using survivors of Empire in Flames, there exists a very significant possibility that the battle with Mankir and then the devastating finale against Sheeragatru may have permanently curbed some careers. In this case, some replacements may be required.


If you are using new player characters, then they will require some considerable enhancing if they intend to survive. A ‘pool’ of 20,000 EP’s should suffice and divide this number between the characters (new or otherwise). Therefore, a character created to join three other characters will have 5,000 to spend (20,000/4). Give them d4+3 magic items, re-rolling those that are too powerful, unusable, or not ‘natural’ for the character. Alternatively, a pre-gen can be selected.

STARTING AFRESH

If you are using a completely new party, then you should give them some background. At the very least, they should be honorary or actual Knights Panther of Middenheim and have a few high level contacts in the city.

THE STORY SO FAR

The Castle of the Black Queen

IC –2751: The sacred flame of Asuryan scorches Malekith as he attempts to become Phoenix King and civil war erupts on Ulthuan.

IC –2736: Malekith is sealed within his black armour and is hailed as the Witch King. The intensity of the war increases making some Dark Elves dubious as to whether they can win, or even survive. Devotion to Khaine is encouraged with ever-greater vigour.

IC –2725: A group of renegade Dark Elves who had chosen to worship Chaos flee rather than pledge fealty to Khaine. As they seek a refuge, they stumble upon the ruins of an ancient Elven castle north of the Sea of Serpents. They explore this deserted ruin as a possible place to hide from both High and Dark Elf alike and discover something beneath it. The ruin is built atop an older structure that has gone unnoticed until now. This building is some three thousand years old. Unknown to the Dark Elves, this was the domain of some Old Slaan.


The obvious chaotic nature of one large hall in particular causes the self exiled Elves to continue their worships and rites at that location. Their services unwittingly activate a small Warpgate that the Slaan had been attempting to develop for personal travel. The gate opens on an evil Warp Entity whose power has all but faded from the world. This Goddess casts a fair section of her consciousness through the gate and kept stable by the powerful control magics of the hall she gains a unique foothold upon the world. Xakishia, the Black Queen arrives.

The Birth of Maultark

The Dark Elves forsake Chaos and immediately convert to the worship of Xakishia. For over a century they are taught and trained in her ways. She eventually sends them forth with many gifts to assist them. Their goal is to recruit more into her ranks, and to expand her power and influence. The deity constructs numerous Daemons to defend the castle and its precious gate and she sets about formulating her plan. The Dark Elves name the place ‘Maultark’ - the castle of eternal shade. Unable to leave the potent holding sigils of the Slaan, Xakishia awaits the return of her recruits.

The Converts Return

IC –2600: The followers of Xakishia return in secret to the lands of the Dark Elves. The crusades against the Elves are giving even the most confident of them cause to fear their defeat. They had expected easy victory and want to enjoy their newfound power. The war of attrition that is developing is making some falter in their commitment to the Witch King. Malekith and the Hag Queen are showing no signs of relent and those who are dubious about the war are afraid to speak out lest they be executed, or worse. A few disgruntled Dark Elves readily accept the asylum presented at Maultark.


A significant number of Elves had been worshipping Slaanesh via the Cult of Pleasure. When the followers of Khaine gain total dominance they are rigorously persecuted. The vanquished Slaaneshi cults provide more recruits for Maultark as their faith remains shaken or in ruins. They plainly see that Slaanesh has deserted them, but if they cease the worship of the Chaos God, they will be condemned to Spawn. Maultark and its small gate offer sanctuary from the retribution of Slaanesh.

The Emissaries of Doom

Educated in Xakishia’s faith, they are made powerful by her unique proximity. This is something that has never before been achieved outside of the very heart of the Chaos Wastes. They spend many centuries learning, training, and increasing their numbers. The new generation of worshippers that is born into the Queen’s faith are fanatically loyal and have a cruel loathing for the world that rejected them. The emissaries of the Black Queen steal or built ships and quietly head east, making their way to the south and to the Darklands and the Badlands. Some of them head up north into Norsca. They spend numerous years in covert study of the various races, seeing where their weaknesses are and how to exploit them.

The Recruitment of the Goblinoids

Goblinoids respect brute force. The Dark Elves secretly offer the leaders of the main tribes powerful gifts that ensure a token level of loyalty. The greenskins do not like throwing their lot in with such ‘civilised’ creatures, but they have been waging war against each other and the Old World for longer than they can recall and nothing has changed.


The Dark Elves promise them conquest, wealth, and power in the lands of men. Many Warlords and Chieftains are quickly won over. Those who do not succumb to the lure of the Elves are assassinated in their sleep, killed by snipers or poison, or attacked and annihilated by those that have agreed to assist the Dark Elves.


Those who are recruited are given tuition that they pass onto their troops. Massing on the plains, the Chieftains drill and ready to march upon the lands of Humans.


With a handful of Warlords stirred into activity, others soon follow.

Chaos Awaits

The sudden meteoric rise of Xakishia has been largely due to the complete lack of opposition by Chaos. The primary powers of entropy have not noticed her secret access to the material world, nor her covert operations. The powers are firmly keeping their attention on their own followers. They goad their loyal worshippers into acts of destruction, spreading chaos, and thereby enlarging the Warpgates as they destabilise the material realm. Huge army’s battle with new fervour in the Wastes as each power tries to gain ground and dominance over the poles, so that when the storms of Chaos sweep down, their own followers will be those riding at the forefront.

The Time

As the Dark Elves continue to whisper words of conquest to the Goblinoids, the lands of the Empire continue to recover from the civil war. The adventure begins for true on Marktag, 3rd Jahrdrung, 2515.


It is almost three years since the discovery of Kastor Lieberung.

Political Restructuring of Middenheim

Adventures such as Empire in Flames remove certain major non-player character’s from office, mainly to give the position as a reward to a player character. Replacements for vacant posts are required and are filled as follows if no player character does so.

High Wizard: Janna Eberhauer.

Deputy High Wizard: Hans Reinhardt. He is an ambitious second level wizard, well known for his unwavering loyalty to the guild. Not much of a spell caster, but after Wasmeier they are after someone they can trust implicitly.

Commander of the Watch/Marshal: Joseph Dreschler is promoted from the rank of Watch Captain and Klaus Jaeger is brought in from an outlying town to take this post. Klaus is a stern watch commander who brought peace to a crime-riddled town in a very short amount of time. His skills at maintaining order are exemplary. People wonder if he can handle something the size of Middenheim but he soon proves capable.

Master of the Hunt: Imraina Caralion. He is an Elven resident of the city for many years. He takes the post with obvious reluctance.

Gravine’s Champion: After ‘Power Behind The Throne’ and especially ‘Empire In Flames’, the chance of a challenge in the next festival are very remote. By now the character looks battle hardened and very, very mean. Exaggerated tales of their accomplishments will have most of the potential candidates giving up rather than have their head cleaved off in one absent swipe by such a feared and respected hero. However, you may like to run a fight or two just to test them and make them earn their post.

Baronial Physician: With Shakin’ Stefan dead, Luigi heads off on his travels. Having seen Middenheim, he intends to tour the rest of the Empire, then maybe some more of the south before heading to Cathay, Araby, or somewhere equally exotic, there to find new drink, new food, new drugs, new women, and then he can try them all.

Knight Eternal: Udo Prunkvoll. Siegfried’s younger brother is the complete opposite of his boorish sibling. He is witty, fun loving, and an accomplished swordsman. Forced to struggle for a position in the Prunkvoll house because of these decent traits, he has had to fight for everything and did not suffer from the ‘everything on plate’ syndrome that created Siegfried.

Law Lords: Stephan Humfreid and Anton Maximillian. They are two lawyers of renown and Ehrlich’s personal choosing.

The Graf: Heinrich’s half sister replaces him as Graf. Once made Gravine she changes dramatically. Faced with the running of the City State and a sudden deluge of political powers trying to take advantage of her naivety, the blood of the Todbringer's takes over. She proves a swift learner, a hard bargainer, and quickly establishers herself as a competent ruler, one not to be trifled with or underestimated.

The Ladies At Court: Katarina never could stand them and dismisses them all as retribution for all their snide remarks and resentful attitude towards her. Ar-Ulric tries to aid Emmanuelle Schlagen but when the Gravine discovers that she was her late father’s paramour, she ensures Emmanuelle’s expulsion from the city despite Ar-Ulric's attempts to prevent it. After reminding Emmanuelle that the Empire is a dangerous place and that people with loose tongues are often found with them cut out, Schlagen vanishes east.

GM’s note: Schlagen appears later in this adventure after having been recruited into the service of Xakishia. Her valuable knowledge, her thirst for power, and for revenge holds her in high esteem.

PLAYER CHARACTER LOCATIONS and BENEFITS

Protector of Talabecland, Chancellor of Nuln, Marshal of Ostermark: Grandiose locations are provided in those great cities.

Arch Lector of the Cult of Sigmar: The Temple of Sigmar, either in Middenheim or Altdorf. The Arch Lector also receives a suit of elaborate plate with symbols and depictions of Sigmar on it. It is armour of wizardry and gives +1 armour point on each location. They also gain Kaslain’s staff, which acts as an energy jewel with 10 magic points in it, and his warding ring (versus sleep, steal mind, and cause cowardly flight).

Midden Marshals: Homes near the Square of Martials are arranged. A suit of magic armour that bestows +1 armour point on all locations is arranged.

High Wizard: Alberecht’s quarters in the Guild House. Alberecht’s staff is bequeathed them.

Gravine’s Champion: The Palace rooms that once belonged to Pavarotti and Baron Stefan. In the event of children from the union of a player character and the Gravine, this will become a nursery and the player character will be moved to any of the other vacant locations listed in this section.

Master of the Hunt: Allavandrel’s town house in the Osttor residential quarter. A longbow of might, effective strength 6, and an Elfbow of enchantment (arrows fired from it count as magical) are left there.

Knight Eternal: Wasmeier’s home. It has been impossible to sell due to rumours of Daemons and other grotesque aberrations still lurking in there. If the player character is a great deal different in body size than Prunkvoll, then a new suit will be arranged. This armour will again be +1 armour point. If the character has spell casting ability, it will also be armour of wizardry.

Gravine’s Husband: The Palace. If they are a warrior, then a suit of armour with +1 armour point is arranged. Again, if they have spell casting ability it will be armour of wizardry.

PART 1: THE FLAMES REKINDLED

Several possibilities exist for pre-adventure scenarios if you have played ‘Power Behind The Throne’ or ‘Empire in Flames’. If you have not, then this should be run as according to the One Off Adventure Section.

GOLTHOG

The Ogre mercenary may have become a player character or non-player character during Power Behind The Throne. If so, his vast stock of wounds will have probably ensured his survival through the rest of the campaign.

The rewarding of this valiant monster in ‘Empire in Flames’ is best achieved or amended as follows…

Emperor Heinrich X makes Sir Golthog (he’s probably been Knighted in Kislev or Middenheim) ambassador to the Norscan Tribes. He is to return to his people and offer them arms and armour, farming tools, and knowledge in return for peace with the slims. Golthog is given three large horses and a cart. On board are ten sets of Ogre sized sleeved mail coats, breastplates, helms, shields, plate sleeves, swords, and two-handed flails. All are of above average Human manufacture and are something the Ogres cannot hope to match in quality. These are examples of what will follow should they accept the peace. Ten barrels of the finest ale and spirits are also loaded up to grease the wheels of negotiation.


The rest of the scenario is best played out as a mini-adventure for the character. It requires a little work on your part, but will give a first class introduction to the schemes of Xakishia. In summary the following occurs.


The now experienced and probably heavily armoured Ogre is hailed as a hero. After Power Behind the Throne, Empire in Flames, and perhaps Something Rotten In Kislev, he will be able to give even a full Warlord a good run for their money.


His grey skinned old grandmother wipes her tears on the armpit hair of old Uncle Skank Groinmasher. His brothers and sisters rush to greet him. A feast is held and tales of his exploits demanded. They will very much appreciate the areas where an Ogre is required to sort out the mess the slims made of their precious Empire.


The idea of peace is frostily regarded at first, but the cumulative contents of the cart will warm them to the idea. A bid for Chieftain is suggested and will be easily won due to his popularity and his extensive battle skills. The current chief is an old fellow (class him as an Ogre Champion or Minor Hero with a two handed axe and some rough bits of armour).


All seems well for a while. Golthog can take a mate, have some sprogs, and settle back and relax. Then, one day, a delegation arrives. Six Ogre Chieftains and Four Orc Warlords arrive, accompanied by their entourage, which includes two hooded and cloaked mysterious figures that are referred to as ‘da advisory-ladz’, who despite being referred to as subservient are treated with obvious fear and a strange level of respect. They are of course a level 3 Cleric of Xakishia and a warrior/guardian (ex-Dark Elf assassin). The chiefs wear elaborate and high quality armour of a baroque and sinister style.


The exchanges between the chiefs and Golthog are best role-played out. The basic gist is this – the Ogres, Orcs, and assorted Goblinoids of the North are having a bad time. The Humans have been struck by the touch of famine and therefore there is nothing to steal. Crops are withering, animals are dying, and those who eat them will follow.


They are unaware that this is due to the expanding Warpgates and the corresponding corrupting influence on the land nearer to them.


They want Golthog’s allegiance to the united tribes. Not a Waaagh, but rather a co-ordinated assault to take land and prevent famine. Equal shares of land and spoils are proposed. This is something that should seem very wrong to Golthog because it just is not the Goblinoid way.


They intend to mass an army and attack the Human lands. This is an invasion, not a raid. There is no point stealing and retreating back to starve, they have to take the fertile lands and hold them. They offer Golthog money, power, weapons, armour, land, and a position amongst the Warlords.


The actions of the player are too numerous to cover effectively but basically, if he refuses, the Chiefs leave in disgust, call him a skinny slim lover, and then mount a day raid on Golthog’s settlement using forces that they left in the hills.


The Goblinoids will not reveal the Dark Elves, nor will the Dark Elves give themselves away. They are seeking to remain anonymous cloaked advisors, kept guarded, and never left alone for a moment.


Golthog’s people will advise him to get to his comrades in the Empire and warn them of what is going on. The Goblinoids are better equipped and trained than ever before. He should take his tribe with him to safety while a small volunteer force (including most of his family) stay to delay pursuit.

The Flight From Norsca

The journey of Chief Golthog from his homelands is tough on his people. As they enter the Taiga, they catch glimpses of the army moving south behind them. As they reach the Translynsk, they begin to see hints of the other armies. One has been heading for Erengrad and the other lies north-west of Praag.


Unless they want to walk into an army, the only way to reach Middenheim is via Kislev. The remnants of his tribe reach Bolgasgrad and see the work of the dark army. The trails point to an army having hit the town and then headed off to join the others at Praag.


They trek through the Dobryrion and around 50 miles from Kislev they run into the task force heading for Bolgasgrad, or if the Emperor’s agent has revealed the attack, to its ruins and then to Praag. There are twenty Knights of the White Wolf., fifty Kislevite Horse Archers, twenty Ice Wizards, six priests with the spell exorcism, and they have three cannon, and one hundred Kislevite infantry.

The Task Force and The Ogres

The Knights are encountered first, riding ahead of the main force. They immediately demand their surrender. Golthog’s people are weak, malnourished, and exhausted and he will have little choice. If he decides to lay into the Knights, you should run a hearty battle but it’s clear he’ll go down. One fate point later and he comes too in jail as scripted.


In the event of surrender, all weapons and armour are removed, they are manacled, and ten Knights escort them back to Kislev. On the way, they will be interrogated and abused, as they will be suspected of being part of the Bolgasgrad affair.


Talk of huge armies, being a Hero of the People, friends in Middenheim and such will give the Knights cause for concern.


‘If any of the people hear that kind of talk Knight Commander, they may be disturbed,’ offers one officer.


‘Hmmm, maybe you are right. Gordyanov! Gag the leader of these Ogres until ve get him into a dungeon. Vith some hot irons ve vill make him talk sense.’

Arrival In Kislev

The citizens gather to see the procession of Ogre captives. Cries of ‘stinking beasts, kill them all right now!’ and the like go up. Food is not available or is too precious to be used as a missile so rocks start arcing in at them instead. The 2d6 strength: 2 hits that Golthog receives are only likely to wound his pride and stoke his gall.


At the palace, the intention is to place them all in the dungeons pending torture. However, their fellow adventurers may have some objections to this.

All You Need Is Slims

The commotion his arrival causes will almost certainly attract the attention of the other player characters. The arrival in Kislev occurs on an evening three days after the feast, so the party will be kicking their heels while the Gravine and Tsar run over the various treaties.


On the city streets they will be alerted to sudden cries of ‘Knights! Vith prisoners!’ ‘Vhat are they? Can you see?’ ‘Ogres!’ ‘Filthy beasts!’ ‘I hope they burn them all at the stake!’ The same occurs in the palace except servants running to the windows cause it.


A closer inspection will glimpse Golthog among the women and children prisoners. If he is not a player character and was invoked in Power Behind The Throne, they will still recognise him.


After joining the mercenary troupe, he survived their downfall, scavenged a decent amount of cash, and went home with his spoils of war. In either case, Golthog has changed much. His eyes are red rimmed, his cheeks sallow, his is thin and wretched looking, and is dressed only in rags.

Getting to the dungeons to see him will require Fellowship rolls with the following modifiers. Those not pertaining directly to Kislevites will require the relevant award or identification be shown, or it to be brought up verbally.


+25 Silver Star of Kislev.


+30 Knight Commander of Kislevite Knights of the White Wolf.


+25 Brotherhood of the Bear.


+20 Knights Panther.


+25 Heroes of the Hammer (must reveal this verbally).


+20 Knight Eternal.


+10 Gravine’s husband.

To get him out and into their care will require some talking. Fellowship tests are made with half the bonus award and an additional –10 penalty. If he is a Knights Panther, the oaths of fellow Knights testifying to this fact will easily do it.


If it all goes bad, talking to the Gravine will get the hapless Ogre released, just so long as the player character’s are aware that they are solely responsible for both him and his conduct. The last remark will be directed at the Emperor’s Agent.


Note, all the above applies only to Golthog, and not his tribe.

Coming Clean

The adventurers can get Golthog fed, cleaned up, and make him presentable looking. Once this is accomplished, the Gravine sends word that she wishes to see the Ogre in a private audience chamber. She will then request the full story and listen very intently. Afterwards she will question him on anything he may have missed or been vague on. Golthog may then list his requests before you go to ‘The Council of Fear’. If there is no Golthog character, the event occurs and the Gravine takes an interest in the arrival of such a tribe. Why has a tribe of Ogres fled south into the arms of the Kislev military? Intrigued, she has their Chieftain brought to her. When she learns of what he knows, the rest progresses as normal.

Equipment: It will all be located and returned, weapons included.

Tribe: She cannot guarantee their freedom just yet, but she can promise him that she will do her utmost to ensure that they can return with them to Middenheim. She only asks that he be patient. She will try to have them treated well and fed in the meantime.

Meanwhile, in the City of the White Wolf…

THEY’RE ADVENTURERS!?!

Astute owners of the Warhammer Companion will have seen that Emperor Heinrich’s first task for the new High Wizard will be the revising of the Magicopoeia Imperialis, that vast tome which holds details of every known magic in the Empire and the laws and regulations appertaining thereto. Indeed, the performance of Wizard characters at the battle of Wolfenburg may have influenced the Emperor, after all, fireballs make excellent missile weapons. Heinrich also knows that the Colleges of Magic have dubious loyalties, internal goals, and perhaps overriding loyalty to the High Elves. The Battle Magic Wizards of the Empire are fiercely independent and thus more reliable once their allegiance is gained.


The first thing the new High Wizard receives is Albrecht’s staff. It is a potent magic artefact bequeathed to his successor whom he believed was going to be Janna. The staff was enchanted and then inscribed by two of the greatest mages of the day. The techniques they used to allow rune and enchantment to work together have long since been lost, probably due to Dwarven assassins trying to prevent its spread and the sullying of their art.

Battle Magic Runes (carved and concealed within the staff so as not to incite Dwarven wrath, see page 65 of Roysten Crow’s: Realms of Sorcery).

There are also Spell runes of gift of tongues and cure severe wound. The staff also can cast glowing light on command, on the tip, without being consumed by it.

It is a Bane Weapon versus Daemons, has the power of Resist Fire and Characteristic Gain +10 weapon skill, and causes +1 damage.

The Summons

The High Wizard, whether they are a player character or a non-player character receive a summons to see the Emperor. Handout 1.


The letter is deliberately vague but none the less stresses the urgency of the appointment. This can also be used for any player character Cleric or other person of distinction with any skills that would allow them to negotiate on a matter of sorcery.


Non-High Wizard involvement will again be with regard to the Magicopoeia Imperialis. Janna Eberhauer is busy with it and needs all the help she can get, even from the clergy or other skilled negotiators. During the break between adventures, the character will have already run some errands and performed a few tasks relating to it. Nothing major or that earns experience points, just some fetch and carry, and research.

Upon arrival, the character is shown to the guest quarters and allowed time to bathe and eat before being shown to the Emperor’s study.


The Emperor is alone, his guards waiting outside the door. He enquires about their health, offers wine, asks about the Magicopoeia Imperialis, and how his half sister is doing. He asks about their ex-adventurer friends and after these pleasantries, he gets to the point.

‘The following information is to remain between you and I. According to all other sources, you are going as an advance representative for a diplomatic envoy to Kislev. I shall not go into details now, for you will receive the full brief when the relevant documents are despatched. I have a secret agenda that I require you to undertake with utmost discretion. First, what do you know of a sorcerer named Sulring Durgul?’

If the player character is a veteran of ‘Something Rotten in Kislev’ then they will know a fair bit about this ancient body swapper. If not, an intelligence test will reveal that this is an Elven name but nothing else. The Emperor does not know much about Durgul either, hence the question. In any case, the following passage is for those who know nothing of Durgul, the second is for the survivors of ‘Death Takes a Holiday’.

Sulring Durgul is a powerful sorcerer and a resident of the town of Bolgasgrad in Kislev. My sources in Kislev tell me that the Tsar is planning a massive attack on Bolgasgrad over its succession from his rule. I want you to go to Bolgasgrad with your own escort and try to enlist Durgul’s aid in expanding the Magicopoeia Imperialis. Barter with the man. I can offer up to five square miles of land, asylum in the Empire, carte blanche in that area and funds to aid in the creation of property. So long as he keeps himself and his practices discreet and private, I have no problem with permitting him residency in my lands. You should head to Kislev bearing the necessary treaty and trade agreement documents for the Tsar to look through before the Gravine arrives to conduct negotiations. You should head via Erengrad and precede the arrival of the diplomatic mission by about two weeks. If what a tenth of what I have heard about Durgul’s power is true, he will be able to make his own way to Altdorf.

I want you to go back to Bolgasgrad, seeking Durgul’s obviously beneficial aid in expanding the Magicopoeia Imperialis. The sources I have in Kislev tell me that following your mission, they have finally mustered enough ice wizards, clerics, and troops to take on the town and its undead. I want you to go to this man, woman, whatever it is now, and enlist Durgul’s aid in expanding the Magicopoeia Imperialis. As a Kislevite Knight of the White Wolf and Hero of the People, you will be able to move more freely than any others I could send. Barter with the man. I can offer up to five square miles of land, asylum in the Empire, carte blanche in that area of land and funds to aid in the creation of property. So long as he keeps himself and his practices discreet and private, I have no problem with permitting him residency in the Empire. You should head to Kislev bearing the necessary treaty and trade agreement documents for the Tsar to look through before the Gravine arrives to conduct negotiations. You should head via Erengrad and precede the arrival of the diplomatic mission by about two weeks. If what a tenth of what I have heard about Durgul’s power is true, he will be able to make his own way to Altdorf.

The adventurer may then ask questions, although the above pretty much sums it up. The agent is expected to leave as soon as possible. The Empire will foot the bill concerning expenses.

Where’s the Land?: A plot in one of the more rural and dangerous areas will not only keep Durgul out of the way, but any nefarious types that decide to enter his land will almost certainly be dealt with and save the Empire the bother. He is seriously considering an bothersome area in Sylvania. Any Vampire Counts, Liches, or other fell undead fiends who object will most agreeably vanish should they try to enforce their animus on Durgul.

Protection
The agent cannot take any high-ranking player characters with them as this is meant to be a discreet and covert mission. The Deputy must remain in Middenheim to run things in their absence. The funds provided will allow support as follows.

Clerics/Wizards: 1 x 2nd level, 3 x 1st level, 5 x Apprentices/initiates.

Troops: 4 x Knights Panther, 10 x Imperial Infantrymen.

Carts, coaches, and horses are supplied so that no one remains on foot. They may also draw on any magical reserves at the guild or temple. Protocol decrees that six items or less be taken. The store guardian Lenmni Kravatz can give some recommendations, otherwise judge for yourself what is available and permissible.

Anything you do not like the sound of ‘has already been signed out,’ ‘we did have one, but that brain dead Harald Baum broke it last festival,’ or ‘nope, the one we’ve got’s been drained. Need some Dragon brain and other bits and pieces to recharge it. Got some mercs out looking for it now.’

Recommendations: Bags of Middenheim, Wands of Jade, Jet or Onyx, Spell rings (3rd level or less), Robe of Toughness +2, Armour of Wizardry: pot helm +2 armour points, mail shirt +2 armour points. Gloves of Nimbleness.

Shortly after returning to Middenheim, they, and all other relevant characters receive handout 2.

The Diplomatic Mission

The Gravine has been given the task of going to Kislev to ensure better relations between the Emperor and the Tsar, after all, a lot of people heard the rumour that the Tsar had declared war on the Empire during ‘Empire in Flames’. Also, there may be Kislevite factions that currently see the Empire as crippled and might seek to expand southwards.


The Gravine will have a scribe read out the Emperor’s wishes and her plan. You should amend the titles as necessary to ensure all the player character’s are included.


Other attendants of the meeting in addition to the High Wizard are the Gravine’s husband (if a player character married her), the Law Lords, Champion, the Midden Marshals, the Court Minstrel, the Chancellor, Knight Eternal, Master of the Hunt, Arch Lector of Sigmar (if a player character), and Ar-Ulric.

His Imperial Highness, Emperor Heinrich X has issued word to send a diplomatic party to Kislev, there to make several peace and trade treaties with the Tsar. (The relevant character’s name and title) is to act as the Emperor’s Agent and is to precede our arrival, bearing documents for the Tsar to examine in full before our arrival and thus hasten our work. I shall be heading the party, aided by the Chancellor and the Law Lords.


The Court Minstrel, Master of the Hunt, and my Champion will also attend. I shall rely on the Midden Marshals to provide suitable protection and I will require Ar-Ulric to provide a trustworthy and reliable member of his cult to represent him. We are to leave within one week, so I suggest you begin to make preparations for your absence. We ride to Talabheim and then sail to Kislev.

Player character Eternal Knight: Special permission has been acquired to bring the Knight Eternal. The tradition of the Knight remaining in the city was breached by Prunkvoll and so it will not be continued.

Player character Midden Marshal: After providing the suitable protection they will be expected to come as well. A side mission for them will be to cast their expert eye over the Kislevite military and see if they are building it up, what its strength is, how well trained they are etc. Basically, an honest assessment of what it is capable of and up to is required.

Player character’s elsewhere: Any chancellors, electors, and protectors are requested to attend to add the voice of other powers. The party brought back the Hammer of Sigmar and Heinrich is aware that keeping them together often brings about the seemingly impossible. After what happened at Wolfenburg, he cannot ignore the machinations of destiny.


These characters will be picked up en route.

The agent is despatched the next day with a chest (encumbrance: 100. Toughness: 6, Damage: 15, Complexity rating: 80) that contains documents and gifts. The agent is given sole custody of the key.

So…What Have You Been Up To?

During the break between this adventure and the last, the characters may have several tasks that require attention. Broken limbs and other injuries are healed by the best physicians and Clerics of Shallya, as is any insanity that might be annoying you. Any other tasks such as visiting old friends and the like are handled as you see fit.

A One Off Adventure

If you are playing this as a one off scenario, a method of entering new characters is required. One possibility is that the player characters are hand delivered a letter from the Wizards and Alchemists Guild of Middenheim.

Please come to the Guild of Middenheim at your earliest convenience. I have a profitable venture that requires those such as you.

There is also the name of the nearest coaching inn where complimentary travel has been provided. The adventurers have been chosen as the High Wizards escort to Bolgasgrad. Janna tells them the brief as provided by the Gravine and offers them 6 GC per career/day. She can be bartered up to eight fairly easily but nine is her maximum. The adventure then proceeds as normal with each player character replacing an infantryman.

The Journey to Bolgasgrad

The journey takes the Emperor’s Agent and escort northwards to Erengrad and then after buying fresh horses they are to head straight to Bolgasgrad. It is a journey of some 500 miles to Erengrad and another 300 to Bolgasgrad before 250 miles to Kislev. This is roughly a two-week horseback ride.


On this journey, the party will encounter no Beastmen, no Chaos, and no Goblinoids. While this is a nice occurrence, it is certainly suspicious, especially if you often run random encounters involving such forces during other journeys.


Chaos is conserving its energies and the powers are trying to fight for a place at the forefront of the Incursion. The Goblinoids are also gathering their might.


While travelling within the Empire, the character may gather news and rumours. See the Part 2: the Road to Kislev for Imperial data.

Death Returns From Holiday

The Elves of Xakishia spurred the Goblinoids on and decided to make their first attack. Bolgasgrad was the obvious target. A rich town that was in revolt and therefore no one would be too bothered if it just vanished because of a Goblinoid assault. It would after all save the Tsar the bother of doing it himself. Also, Durgul, the Ancient Allies, and the undead would certainly leave any enemy greenskin force too puny to be of any further menace to other, more loyal settlements, in effect removing two problems from Kislev.


Employing Flight and under cover of night, Dark Elves then used Raze and Smash to breach the walls, destroy towers, and shatter the gates. Lightning bolts, Fireballs, and Blast spells assailed the undead in the grasses, as did Blade Winds, Dancing Blades of Doom, and Arnizipal’s Black Horrors.


The Goblinoids then poured in unchecked to rape, burn, kill, loot, and generally have fun.


Durgul could have put up stiff resistance but decided that he really could not be bothered and teleported himself, Creetox (if alive), and all his precious possessions away with him. The Tsar would be coming soon anyway, and he would have another fight on his hands after this one. He may be immortal and invincible but the townspeople are not, and it is they who keep the Temple going and his part in the bargain with the Allies fulfilled.


The town was obliterated rather than captured as a show of strength to the troops. The presence of the Dark Elves had previously made many troops seriously question their leaders and the Chiefs needed to get their ladz back in line. Awe, inspiration, and above all fear were the requirements of the attack. After the destruction of Bolgasgrad, the army loaded loot onto the captives and headed towards Praag. The force will meet up with another army heading south from Norsca.


The Elves of Xakishia are fairly certain that the fate of Bolgasgrad will be allocated to the work of the Tsar or of Chaos turning in upon itself.

Arrival
The first sight of Bolgasgrad will be from about half a mile away. Wisps of smoke rise up ahead and birds dot the sky. Excellent vision will reveal them as scavengers and carrion feeders.


Upon nearing the town, the party smell decaying flesh. This is not unusual for Bolgasgrad considering the nature of its defenders but this is far more potent than before. When Bolgasgrad comes into view…

Sitting atop twin hills and overlooking the fork in the river lies Bolgasgrad, or rather, what is left of it. The once proud walls are blackened by fire and smoke. Huge holes have reduced many sections to little more than rubble. No tower stands - they are all heaps of burned wood.


The buildings within are similarly severely damaged or totally destroyed. Carrion birds circle the town, weaving amongst the thick black smoke pouring up from hundreds of fires. Everywhere you can see the shattered and mutilated bodies of the citizens. Clusters of wolves, dogs, or birds mark their locations. The grotesque stink of opened bodies and strewn viscera is nauseatingly potent and blood is splashed upon almost every surface.

The bridge still stands and so the party can easily enter to examine the fate of the town. A toughness test is required for each person to move over the bridge.


The stench and sight of such wanton slaughter is literally stomach turning. The NPC Knights Panther and those who have been to the town before may add 20 to their toughness.


Those who fail will need to wait by the bridge. At your discretion, the Knights can spot items that the player characters miss. They will advise against pursuing the force because they have real business in Kislev.


In addition, the army does not look big enough to threaten the city, and besides, they are a small escort, not a strike force.

The Marshes: In the sodden ground are the bodies of Orcs, Black Orcs, Hobgoblins, and a great many Goblins. Races and tribes that hate each other are lying side by side. They have all been killed by arrows or have been savaged by dogs. The bodies of hounds and slain zombies also litter the scene. Many have been killed by fire and lightning. Others have been hacked apart with preternatural ferocity or been stripped to the bone by some terrible sorcerous energy that has ripped long straight lines through their ranks. Areas of the swamp still smoulder after the fires rampaged out of control there for a time.

The Walls: The defenders lie dead and have been stripped of armour and weapons. Some have clearly been tortured and mutilated. The walls have been knocked down in places.


An initiative test (+10 for mining) reveals that no missile is evident in the rubble. Follow trail will confirm that it was not removed.

Magic sense: There are lingering traces of magic in the rubble. The walls have been subjected to massive multiple sorcerous attacks.


The fell taint of the Dark Wind can be found in the undead that have been hacked apart or scorched to the bare bones.

Houses: All the homes have been looted and many have been burned down. Their occupants dot the streets as the slain, the mutilated, and the tortured. The citizens have felled a handful of Goblinoids from various races but it is clear that they were swiftly overwhelmed. Carrion birds and dogs fight for space around the cadavers, but none touch the shattered bodies of the town’s zombies. The squawks and howls of the beasts is the only sound.


An intelligence test reveals that the visible population is a fraction of what a town of this size should bear. Some one may suggest with false hope that they may have escaped. Follow trail can dispel such thinking, as it will show that a great many people were marched out and to the north by the attackers. The trails are ridiculously easy to follow in the debris and dried blood.

The Temple of the Ancient Allies: This location has been razed to the ground. It is no more than scorched rubble. If the player characters are veterans of ‘Something Rotten In Kislev’, then they may know about the two hidden entrances above the north and south forks in the river. If you wish to permit them to locate these places, they will find that everything has gone from the lower levels.


All of Durgul’s possessions, the laboratory, his living quarters, Creetox’s ‘hoard’, all is gone. The Chaos plants have been incinerated, and the spirit reservoir totally drained. Note, only the catacombs layer exists, the collapsing temple has flattened the upper levels.


Of course, you may decide that the weight of the collapsing temple carried it down into the catacombs as well, obliterating everything. This is especially good at causing panic, as the players will not know that Durgul simply evacuated. This leaves the players to question what sort of hideous attacker could defeat Durgul and his pet Dragon.

The Road and the Surrounding Area: Use of follow trail or an initiative test at –30 will reveal that an army of considerable size came in from the north, encircled the town, attacked, stripped it, and headed out along the road to Praag. Only follow trail will reveal that the tracks are roughly four days old. This means that the army is almost certainly on top of Praag’s location by now.

To Kislev

There is no way the party can aid Praag. Anyone can tell them that it is a heavily fortified city and can hold out for a considerable time against an army of the size as this one. Praag faces Chaos on a daily basis, so the Goblinoids should not make them sweat too much. This information does not take into consideration the addition of the northern forces.


It is approximately 300 miles from Bolgasgrad to Kislev, taking an average of 8 to 9 days. The adventurers may of course want to travel faster and harder but this carries the risk of breaking wheels and harming mounts and thus adding a lot more time to the trip.

THE HIGH WIZARD IN KISLEV

Arrival

The Emperor’s Agent reaches Kislev about 12 days before the Gravine and her party. The guards will allow access to the palace once their identity is established. They are shown to guest quarters where fawning servants wait them on. A bath and food is prepared and clothing ironed and unpacked. Any attempt to see the Tsar or anyone in charge will be denied. The Tsar will only see them once they are properly rested. Talk of the attack is dismissed and they are told to be patient. They will have their time to speak soon enough. Play this to infuriate.

An Audience At Last

After a hearty breakfast, an elderly man arrives to see them and a Knight accompanies them. Several servants carry the chest and follow them to the throne room.

You are shown down the corridors and to the Tsar’s throne room. The halls are resplendent with artwork and sculptures of Kislevite, Elven, and Dwarven design. Numerous armoured guards are stationed throughout and jolt to attention as you pass. You are stopped before a set of great doors and the old man sends a page through. After a momentary pause, a clear booming voice announces you and the doors swing wide.


The Tsar sits in his throne, his advisors dotted all around. There are other court functionaries present as well - minstrels, dancers, nobles, and various orders of Knights. Knights of the White Wolf in gleaming armour fall in beside you with ceremonial halberds that drape Kislevite banners. You are marched along a strip of red carpet and to the foot of the throne.

Bowing might be a good idea, if not, Tsar Radii Bokha will look very displeased at this lack of proper respect. Can he expect the same rudeness from the Gravine if even her agent refuses to bow?


For veterans of ‘Something Rotten In Kislev’ you may like to have him say something like ‘You vere less hesitant to be humble ven last you vere here. Or do you forget that you vere avarded the Silver Star for services to the Tsar?’


Otherwise, he will ask what brings them here. He does not know of the diplomatic mission, it is the agent’s job to inform him.


When the documents are brought to light, the Tsar has Vladimir Ilyitch get a guard and removes them to the meeting hall. The Tsar’s underlings will scrutinise them before bringing the basic facts to him, stripped of all legal double talk and Imperial obfuscation.

‘I vill have my chancellors examine this documents you bring. I trust you vill vant to be present as ve peruse them?’

Although they are not qualified to explain the items, they are to be present just for protocol reasons. If they refuse, Bokha will be mildly irritated at the breach of protocol but no more. He will call for the agent when they are ready and tell them that they may do as they wish for the next few days.

The Battle of Bolgasgrad

Chances are they will tell the Tsar about the destruction of Bolgasgrad. He will quickly gather his advisors and swap a few words with them. The advisors will then question them while the Tsar watches the group and their reactions with intense concern. A basic list of sample questions are…

What type of force attacked Bolgasgrad? How many? Method of attack? Where from? Where did they go? Did they sustain many casualties? How well equipped were they? Any survivors of either side? Any siege engines? How long ago? What of the accursed villain Durgul? What of the royalty (Prince Alexis Chokin II, Princess Annya Dobryovna Chokin and Countess Magda Dobryovna)?

Any revelation as to the spell assault will result in enquiries about their nature, who cast them, as well as how the character came to know this. Once the advisors are sated with information, they turn and talk to the Tsar. They keep their mouths from view to prevent lip reading. After a brief discussion Giyorgi Petrovitch turns and states very formally…

The father of the people, Tsar Radii Bokha, overlord of the north, has taken your vords under advisement. Ve vere about to send a task force to deal with the town, but it seems that they vere beaten to it. They vill be despatched anyway to confirm your findings, deal with any who have occupied the settlement and then head to Praag to report to King Zoltan this news. It should not be necessary, as the father of the people believes that these attackers have retreated back to Norsca vith the spoils of Bolgasgrad. From your accounts and the intelligence of our own scouts ve know that this army vill not be able to threaten Praag. King Zoltan’s Stalgrad militia outnumber this force at least eight to one. He has a great many casters of spells himself and high valls to defend the city. The people thank you for your report though.

The agent is then dismissed.

Awaiting the Gravine

While the agent awaits the arrival of Katarina Todbringer and her escort, they may wander the city. Each member of the group who leaves will have a Knight of the White Wolf assigned to protect them, in addition to a guide/translator/watch dog type. During this time, you may want to have a number of nobles and other dignitaries visit the character and try to ‘get to know them’. The agent is the chosen representative of a brand new Emperor and political people like to either say they know or have met such a person, or try to cultivate their favour for the future.

The University Of Kislev

The chief librarian will allow them to peruse much of the library, but access to the very old or important documents that pertain to Kislev nobility and bureaucracy are prohibited. An adventurer academic from ‘Something Rotten In Kislev’ will be able to exploit their doctorate to examine whatever they want.


A few new spells exist that might be added to the Magicopoeia Imperialis. If they search long and hard, they will locate a lot of Elemental material. This is more than enough to allow someone to access Elementalist level 1 and purchase cast spells Elementalist magic level 1.


An intelligence test will locate two previously lost Battle Magic spells developed as subclasses of Lightning Bolt.

Zap

Spell Level: Petty

Magic Points: 2

Range: 10 yards

Duration: Instantaneous

Ingredients: None

This spell releases a weak fork of electrical energy that causes a mild electric shock. It causes no damage but will startle or awake. It is not powerful enough to use for interrogation. For ignition purposes, it has a 50% chance of having the same effect as the application of magic flame. The caster must point a bare piece of flesh at the target. Any covering will negate the zap.

Shock

Spell Level: 1

Magic Points: 3

Range: touch

Duration: 6 rounds, until wounded, or spell until is discharged

Ingredients: A copper rode 2” x ½”

This spell causes d4 wounds at strength: 3, ignoring non-magical armour. The chance of additional damage is 10%. The electrical jolt has a 20% chance of having half its damage being put towards igniting something flammable. If used in conjunction with torture skill, a shock will deduct willpower equal to quadruple the damage sustained (in percentiles). It may be used any amount of times within the turn spent interrogating, but any first aid or healing will negate the effect.

KISLEV NEWS AND RUMOURS

Most people will not talk to obvious outsiders, but those who have had such inhibitions watered down with Kvas may be more agreeable and talkative. Most Kislevite people have never left their homeland and so will have many questions about the Empire, its people, places, and customs. Some will have very strange misconceptions that have been distorted over the years, miscommunicated, misinterpreted, made up, and/or spiced up for shock value. ‘Is it true that it’s the fashion in Nuln to pin a live frog to the shoulder, stand on a bucket and go bibble at passers by? Vhat’s that all about?’

1/ Is it true that you almost had a Chaos Varrior (Olric curse them all) elected as your Emperor?


This refers to the coronation fiasco of Crown Prince Wolfgang

2/ They say that every first-born male of any family must become a vizard or vitch hunter, is this true?


More strange notions.

3/ Have you ever seen a Beastmen or Goblin?


Many Kislevites are under the impression that their brave forces and self-sacrifice stop this sort of thing reaching the Empire.

4/ Some one said that Estalia is populated by people with…black skin?


The chances of a your average Kislevite peasant meeting an Estalian are too remote to for words. Confirmation of this will lead to speculation that they are evil or in league with Chaos. It’s not racism per se rather ignorance and fear of the unknown.

5/ Is it true that your farmers have so much surplus food that they have to burn a quarter of their crop?


Wishful thinking on the part of the downtrodden Kislevite farming community.

6/ They say that the soil of the Empire is so fertile in the south that all you have to do is throw seeds to the ground and in a month, you’ll have a harvest so tall that it blots out the sun?


More dreams of finding paradise somewhere else.

The Kislevite's can reveal rumours and news about their own lands. Mostly they will grumble about Chaos, Goblinoids, taxes, the weather, the crop/harvest, the authorities, and people who spend all their time grumbling about the above instead of getting an honest days work done.

1/ Seems that all the taxes ve pay for protection are finally doing something useful. There hasn’t been a single report of a Beastman or Greenskin in our area. The other villages round here say the same. The people’s army is victorious at last.


Nobody believes that they are massing because Gob's don’t work together. They’d join up with those Dolgan rabble first.

2/ It’s been a bad crop this year, but then, isn’t it alvays.


Murmurs of ‘Aye, damned taxes/Goblins/Chaos/wind/lack of rain/to much chill,’ follow from those nearby. Even Kislev is beginning to taste the tendrils of Chaos as the Warpgates grow.

3/ I vant to know ven that steaming cowpat of a Tsar is going to deal vith the Dolgans. The greenskin scum are gone, and they’re stealing everything not nailed down or sprouting roots.


The withdrawal of the Goblinoids has deprived the majority of Dolgan raiding forces of their usual targets. To compensate they are raiding more Human occupied locations instead.

4/ They say that there’s plague in Bretonnia. You vant to avoid their towns, like…er, oh, vherever. Just avoid the place, that’s all.’


True. Cultists of Nurgle have infected the water supply at several wells and although the wells are now cleared of contamination, Purple Creeping Buboes and Inflamed Skull Rot are now rife.

The Examination of the Documents

Three days after the initial meeting with the Tsar, the agent is called to witness the translation of the treaties to the Tsar and the clerks and bureaucrats try their best to turn lawyer speak into plain Kislevite. If the agent declined this event, skip to the Arrival of the Gravine.


The agent is escorted to the meeting hall, where the Tsar, his advisors, and a small battalion of scribes, clerks, and lawyers are seated around a massive oak table. The diffused sunlight of Kislev trickles through huge stained glass windows and a roaring fire provides more illumination and a little warmth. Jugs of water and Kvas dot the surface along with papers, books, and hundreds of scrolls. The roll of the agents is basically to sit down and shut up so a basic monologue will do.

You quickly become bored as you sit there surrounded by bureaucrats. The lawyers are translating the basic meaning of the various clauses in the treaties to the Tsar, cutting out all the jargon. The Tsar is absorbed in concentrating on the stream of information that is constantly checked, rechecked, and verified in other documents again and again. After about two hours of this tedium, you discover the basic meaning of the treaties. The first is the continued presence of the Gryphon legion in the Empire. A surprised look is passed about, for the Gryphon Legion was known to have fought against Heinrich at the battle of Wolfenburg. The second is a trade agreement that will reduce the level of taxation on goods passing between Middenheim, Talabheim, and Kislev thereby promoting closer ties between the various merchant families. The third is a treaty on guarding the trade lanes between the two countries, protecting the trade that the previous part is to encourage. It is a dual responsibility and much discussion is made of Heinrich’s proposed troop numbers. The last part is a series of non-aggression and peace pacts that will further strengthen the relations between the two countries.


Eventually the meeting draws to a close. Questions for the Gravine, possible compromises, and offered responses are drawn up and the clerks carry away the reams of material for further study and analysis.


Petrovitch rises and announces to the assembly ‘This concludes the meeting. All offices of the people will draw up the necessary proposals and submit them to the office of the chancellor for reassessment. The Tsar vishes to thank the agent of the Gravine and Emperor Heinrich Todbringer for being present at this meeting and on that point, vith the authority of the Tsar I adjourn this gathering until the Gravine of Middenheim arrives. Thank you.”

The agent may now return to their studies or anything else they wish to do.

PART 2: THE ROAD TO KISLEV

The High Wizard or the Emperor’s agent leaves for Kislev, or so everyone is told. Preparations are made to follow a week later. Adventurers are going to be fairly busy getting ready for the trip, picking up extras and dusting off the armour, weapons, and ingredients. Outriders leave two days ahead of them to secure lodgings along the route.


Early one morning, everyone is awoken and prepared to leave. All the court non-player characters and non-military player characters are in suitably splendid coaches, surrounded by Knights Panther and plenty of Imperial foot soldiers. Military player characters are out in front on warhorses.


The column passes through cheering crowds and proceeds down the viaduct and off towards Kislev.

Coaching/River Side Inns

It is 250 miles to Talabheim and the journey will take about 9 days. Each night will be spent at a rapidly cleaned and polished Inn. The troops make camp and guards take posts on the rooms. Servants handle all the chores. The adventurers can indulge themselves at the bar for the evening. They can swap stories and gather local rumours. Remember they will have been isolated from common gossip after ‘Empire in Flames’ and will need to catch up. Middenheim is especially isolationist and they will have heard little except of what goes on within the city and to a lesser extent the City State.


The 550 mile boat trip to Kislev will take around 19 days and again, the inns en route will give the player characters an opportunity to acquire more news and rumours.

IMPERIAL NEWS AND RUMOURS

1/ The situation between Estalia, Tilea, and Araby is said to be getting worse. A traveller from down there told a friend of mine that the old blood feuds are rising up. Seems that these foreign types can still nurse a grudge from a thousand years ago.


Partly true. The hatreds and hostilities between these nations started with the usual trade disputes, but Chaos Cults are whipping up the enmities and making sure everyone is reminded of old feuds from the thousand year old religious conflict.

2/ It seems that there’s peace at last in the Empire. No more Beastmen, no more Greenskins, just us citizens. Praise be to ol’ Heinrich, that’s all I can say. Time to make money, make babies, and get fat.


False. The darker forces are just rallying their might. This is a common rumour. People are content and looking forward to good times. It is a time to build, expand, and indulge - a golden age of peace and prosperity.

3/ They say that the Tsar is sending a huge army from Kislev to deal with some colony. Boogle grab or something. Seems to me that he would have enough on his brains with Chaos and Greenskins without attacking his own towns. Still, no one said you had to be sane to be royal.


If the adventurer is clearly of Imperial political circles, the person will change the topic after adding a hasty…


I didn’t mean Imperial royalty of course, er, well, I mean, other than ol’ Wolfgang, oh, and his old man, oh yeah, and Stefan of course, but that’s the exception that proves the rule right?


Around this time, Golthog will be confirming the movements of the Kislevite task force in person.

4/ Seen any Dwarves lately? Me neither. My second cousin’s brother in Nuln said that he saw hundreds of them passing through. Hundreds! Fuming they was. He says that they’re going into the Loren forest. They say that’s where the Elves live. Well, as long as they keep their war in the woods, who cares?


This will need to be modified when it is used to ask a Dwarf or Elf player character whether it is true or not. The rumour itself is partly true. Dwarves are migrating south to strengthen the fortresses. Through the Khazalid grapevine, word has spread of Goblinoids massing in the south.

5/ Lots of places are cutting their defence budgets in this peaceful time. Lotsa mercs and soldiers and that are feeling the pinch alright. I’ve seen plenty packing up and heading south.


Sad, worrying, and true. This can be used with rumour 1 to offer that the warrior types are going to try and get in on the war brewing down there.

The Arrival of the Gravine

Outriders for the group arrive four hours ahead of the fleet of ships. The Emperor’s Agent is immediately notified and the palace falls into chaos as servants rush around and make last minute preparations. All this fuss dies down after about three hours of mayhem. A delegation and honour guard is prepared to meet the Gravine, and all are in ceremonial dress.


The Gravine’s arrival is met by cheering crowds. Knights of the White Wolf hold back the citizens. The procession enters coaches at the docks, and then they are driven at a leisurely pace to the palace.


The party is shown to their rooms and servants swiftly struggle in with the baggage. Knights Panther take up their stations and everyone settles down to rest and clean up. Everyone of importance is given Handout 3.


The agent and their companions will have no opportunity to talk privately what with preparations, protocol, and the watchful eye of the palace denizens.

The Honorary Banquet

The guests include the Gravine’s party and nearly every important person in the social order and governmental heirarchy of Kislev. The adventurers are seated together and if they are the Heroes of the Hammer, they will be very close to the Gravine. If they are not, they will be placed farther away as befits their station.


The central ‘U’ shaped table has the Tsar and Gravine at the head. The left fork holds the delegation of Middenheim and they face the right fork of Kislveites. This is matched by the stationing of guards – Knights Panther on the left, White Wolf on the right.


The adventurers can talk and catch up on events if they have been separated and maybe wonder how Golthog is doing. Conversation outside of their circle sticks to pleasantries and trivia because the negotiation and important matters are for tomorrow.


Magnificent and traditional Kislevite dishes and delicacies are served in great quantities along with an awful lot of the best Kvas. Even a character with consume alcohol will have to be wary of the more potent labels.


The Gravine presents the Tsar with a crate of Bretonnian brandy and he is much taken with it. As to the matter of it being illegal in the Empire, the Gravine smiles and replies ‘but we are no longer in the Empire, Tsar Radii Bokha.’


Minstrels and entertainers perform for the pleasure of the assembled privileged. Deserts follow and then people begin to retire for the evening. Those actually involved in the negotiations will require sleep, but the adventurers are free to leave and wander the streets under the same rules and escort as before.

The Negotiations

If they wish to attend, the characters will be sitting at the back as the Gravine and her bureaucratic forces engage the Tsar and his own. Unless the character is a hardcore academic, they will be rendered numb with tedium. Severe drinking, eating and merry making after every session is the only hope for retaining any shred of sanity. There are several pastimes that you might like to run on the side such as high stake card games with Kislev nobles, jousts with officers of the military or Knights, and friendly duels and the like.

Card Game

Istivitch Pyotranov

Initiative: 56

Gamble skill: +18%

Gold Crowns: 70

Appearance: He is 6’ tall, in late thirties, of muscular build, and he has a bald head and huge grey beard. He is missing an eye and wears strikingly red plate mail.

Persona and Background: A Knight Commander of the Order of the White Wolf, he holds a bronze star of Kislev and he fought with Katarin Bokha, daughter of the Tsar. He can tell them that she is so suffused with Ice Magic that ice crystals glisten in her hair, and she holds Fearfrost, a blade that will freeze to death any male who touches it. They fought a Chaos horde, where he won the star for saving her life from a Bloodletter. He is a rigid and honourable man who likes to drink and gamble and swap war stories.

Peter Tatyanivitch
Initiative: 45

Gamble skill: +23%

Gold Crowns: 40

Appearance: He is 5’ 6” and in his late forties. He is lean of build with a potbelly and spiky brown hair. He wears furs over his robes.

Persona and Background: He is a 3rd level Cleric of Taal, a skilled historian, and fierce warrior. He is very interested in the Empire and would like to know as much as possible in case he gets the chance to visit.

Ivan Reimius


Initiative: 75

Gamble skill: +10%

Gold Crowns: 30

Appearance: He is 5’ 2” and wiry of build. He is in his early thirties, haggard looking, with long dark hair and beard, weathered skin, and a slightly scuffed and worn uniform.

Persona and Background: He is a Kapitan Broydag (Ranger Captain) of the Brotherhood of the Bear and as such has seen a great many of the horrors that the Chaos Wastes spit at Kislev. He is quiet, a little shaky and likes to do anything that helps him forget what he has seen. His lonely profession makes him enjoy company but he’s not much good at interacting or socialising.

Count Petrov Olyetovitch

Initiative: 31

Gamble skill: 0

Gold Crowns: 200

Appearance: He is 5’ 7”, in his mid twenties, and is of slim build. He is meticulously preened and expensively dressed.

Persona and Background: A fun loving young man who is rich and likes to indulge life. He likes to hear tales of others exploits but knows he is no fighter and does not pretend otherwise. He is a political animal and likes the honesty of roughing it with the elite troops where he can let his guard down.

None of the above will cheat. They will sit, drink Kvas, talk and chat, have servants bring food and when they are out of money, hang around for a time and then retire.

Friendly Fights

Bare knuckle, wrestling, fencing swords, swords, jousts, archery (they throw a leather bag across the air at long range. It is small and the moving penalties create a total of –30 to hit. Whoever hits it most out of ten arrows wins).

Typical opponents

	Officer
	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel
	Social

	Elite Knight Commander
	4
	61
	54
	5
	5
	12
	60
	3
	49
	61
	53
	61
	61
	43
	+3/A17

	Knight Commander
	4
	51
	44
	4
	4
	10
	30
	2
	39
	51
	43
	51
	51
	33
	+3/A15

	Knight
	4
	41
	34
	4
	3
	9
	40
	1
	29
	41
	33
	41
	41
	33
	+3/A10

	Winged Lancer Officer
	4
	51
	27
	4
	4
	12
	40
	2
	33
	41
	33
	41
	41
	33
	+2/A12

	Horse Archer Officer
	4
	41
	57
	4
	4
	10
	40
	2
	33
	41
	33
	33
	33
	27
	+1/B15


Relevant Skills: Strike mighty, dodge blow, street fighter, strike to stun, injure, all the relevant Specialist Weapons

Possessions: As required for the fight.

On the third evening after the feast, Golthog and his people arrive in chains.

The Gravine Warned

In all probability, the agent will warn the Gravine about what they have seen. If they do not, she will hear of how the agent discovered Bolgasgrad and will want to question them on it and why they were heading that route. It is not a major source of intrigue more a cursory interest and the character can easily talk their way out of it. If however they mention that they were on a quest for the Emperor, she will immediately want to know the details of the agent’s secret mission and why she was not informed about it. This concerns her more than the destruction of some backwater Kislevite town that was about to be flattened anyway.


The agent will require some very good reasoning and role-playing to get out of this jam. If they are, in your opinion, not satisfying the Gravine, she will say something like the following.

Of all the people, I thought my half brother and (insert character’s name and title) could have been trusted. It seems that I was mistaken. This casts a dark cloud on our relationship and I shall not forget this deed. Now get out of my sight before I act hastily and do something we both regret.

Of course, this is exaggerated to try to put some fear in the character and thus stop them doing it again. She will pretend to maintain cold relations for a short time to gain the maximum effort from the agent in their attempts to redeem themselves or at least not vex her any further.


If the agent manages somehow to quell the Gravine’s displeasure she may well still act as above just for the extra support but the chill in the air will thaw much quicker.

The Gravine will send a small detachment of Knights Panther to Middenheim with all speed and pass on this information to the Midden Marshals. Only if the threat looks as though it is ongoing will she bother informing the Emperor. Adventurers should be aware of their station - they may have attained high rank and prestige, but the Gravine is still their superior.

The Council of Fear

Golthog’s testimony has been unearthed by the party or by the Gravine. Within the hour, everyone is gathered. Many look distinctly distraught at having been called away from important discussions. They look even more concerned when they find a rather mangy though no less fear causing Ogre standing next to the Gravine. A hush falls as the Gravine readies to speak.

‘Loyal subjects, close friends, faithful aids. Information has come to my attention that casts a terrible light upon our mission of peace and goodwill. I shall let Chief Golthog of Norsca tell it in his own, unique way, as his is a first hand account of the dangers we face.’

Non-player character account. ‘I was kickin’ it up wiv me ladz, eatin’ stuff, drinkin’ lots and catchin’ sum rayz, ya know. When all of a sud like, there’s greenboyz on tha way. All tha Warlords, an’ I mean…thaaaa…lot. Orc, Gobboe, Hobgob, even dem Black Orcs was there. Uvver Ogre mates o’ mine to. All of ‘em was in right swank tin skin. An’ they had these weird advisorey geezers wiv ‘em too. Black cloaks, looked ‘ard, didn’t get a butchers at ‘em though. The boss squad tells me that it’s hard times up north. Crud harvests, nuffink to raids and that they’z hookin’ up, sharpenin’ the blades and getting’ ready to ruck the slims. Kislev’s first on the block, then they is strollin’ down to smack you Imperial blokes abaaht. I told ‘em to stuff it. They goes an’ hits us the next day. It wassa braahn breeches time, so I legged it ta save me tribe, but then these Kislev tossers nabbed us and they ain’t been listen’ to dung. Treated us worser’n snots they ‘ave. An’ I got news wot is wicked way worser too. Here, cop this for a chew. Ain’t just the greenboys wot rucked me ya gots to fret ‘bout. You gots another load an’ more asides heading for Praarg. Dem boys wot spanked that ickle town is off to join ‘em unnall, and ta gob in your ale even worser, ya got’s more boyz strollin’ coast ways.’

Player character account: the testimony is listened to in utter silence and once the player has finished.

The Council erupts into turmoil. Panic, fear, and disbelief are evident everywhere. The Gravine slams her fist upon the table. A startled silence falls.


‘We must be rational or we are truly doomed,’ she says quietly, but with such gravity that calm instantly ensues.


‘The course of action is clear! To Middenheim. We have defences to prepare. Let Kislev delay these invaders and give us more time,’ suggests a commander of the Knights Panther. There are many murmurs of agreement.


‘What of the treaties? Do we just back out and say nothing?’ offers Chancellor Sparsam.


‘To Chaos with the treaties!’ snaps Law Lord Ehrlich. ‘If a Waaagh is brewing, even if the chance is slim, we cannot allow anything to delay our preparations.’

The adventurers may add to the conversation as they see fit and conduct this as a discussion. The Gravine wants to hear all sides of every argument and permutation before choosing her course of action. Sample stances by major non-player character’s are as follows.

Chancellor Sparsam: Warn Kislev, finish the treaties as swiftly as possible, and flee to Middenheim. It needs its ruler and its government if war is coming. Kislev can hold the armies while the Empire readies itself. It worked well enough during the last Chaos Incursion. (This will lead people to wonder if this is a prelude to another Incursion. Sparsam responds in the affirmative. He believes that the Goblins are led by Chaos, hence their unusual tactics and allegiances).

Gravine’s Champion: If this is Dieter, he will agree with Sparsam, but suggests sending reinforcements to Kislev. His reasons are honourable in that leaving people to be slaughtered so the Empire can get a few more days of preparation in is not to his liking.

Court Minstrel: Rallane believes a return to Middenheim is the best choice. Preserving the Gravine and getting out of this damn freezing and bleak environment is of utmost urgency.

High Wizard: If this is Janna, she wants to get back to the Guild and warn them.

Priests of Ulric: Ar-Ulric’s aid – Wolfgang Schmidt wants to stay and aid Kislev in repelling the enemy. His faith has given him a little too much confidence.

Law Lords

Ehrlich: Abandon the treaties. Middenheim is not worth risking for such a triviality. If Kislev falls, treaties with a conquered nation will be worthless anyway.

Humfreid and Maximillian: Neither will contradict Ehrlich, although Humfreid feels it is a pity to waste all the work that they have done here.

Knights Panther: Some want to return, some want to stay. Reasons run through the protection of Middenheim, to dealing with the Chaos led greenskins. Others are the killing of the head now so that the body crumbles before they get too powerful. Also, protecting the Gravine and the Empire etc. The officers in the Knights will give the strongest voices for staying. They do not like running from a fight against Chaos.


A Waaagh generally forms under one Warlord, and once it gets going, it rips through everything in its path. It is not predictable and is almost impossible to stop. A good comparison is that Waaagh’s form like a tornado and they carve into the Empire and cause terrible damage. The skies appear to be darkening over Kislev, and whether the tornado of a Waaagh is forming or not, does anyone really want to stubbornly stand in the open and wait to see?

Once you have had enough fun arguing with the players, the Gravine declares her intent. If your players have suggested something much better than the following, you should handle the alterations it might make to the plot. Feel free to choose it because the Gravine is no longer stupid. The following text may be her idea but she is not stubborn or dim enough to pick it over a better plan. Her priorities are City/Herself, City State, Northern Empire, Whole Empire, Old World, and then Kislev (they are a buffer nation and one has to look at this situation globally).

‘We will prepare to leave immediately. Sell the boats. Buy as many horses and coaches as possible, and some carts. Everyone take essentials only. All Knights are to be dressed for war. All of you are expected to arm yourselves. Strip down the outriders, they are to take spare horses and ride like the wind for Middenheim. Provide them with money to buy fresh horses along the route. If any of you have purses of gold, I suggest you hand them over. Time is more precious the crowns or jewels at the moment. I shall give others documents for the Talabheim authorities, warning them of the danger and apprising them of the situation. After consulting with the Tsar, we ride for our city.’

If Golthog has made the correct requests the Gravine adds…

‘You face a stern choice, Ogre. You can send your people into the Foothills where they can remain until your return. Alternatively, they can follow us to Middenheim on the carts. If you choose to accompany them into the hills I will understand your loyalty and will respect it.’

Non-player character Answer: ‘I’ll be send-ed-ing ‘em Middy ways, if’n that’s right with ya. ‘Ad a laugh there aways back, told ‘em bout it. It’s a rock place ta hole up. As’n fer me. I owes the greenladz a slap or three so I’ll stay wiv ya. Owe’s ya fer getting’ me sprung like alsa. Golthog pays backs wot ‘e owez’

It is now your choice whether Golthog remains an active non-player character with the party or stays with his people defending Middenheim.

The Gravine dismisses everyone. The Knights rush to arms and servants speed to the rooms. Messengers begin preparing the documents and the clerks gather the monies and head out to make the necessary sales and purchases. If any character wishes to cough up some gold, the Gravine will be grateful for any decent sums of money they can spare. It is a good way to remove the characters wealth willingly rather than the usual ‘thief in the night’ or ‘pickpocket you have no chance of stopping’ scenario. It will also allow the Gravine to drop her cold façade to the Emperor’s Agent. The Gravine meets the Tsar with the Chancellor and the Law Lords. The adventurers can spend their time preparing.

Sorry, Must Be Going

The Gravine’s private audience with the Tsar is a curt affair. She tells him the full story and of her own plans. She makes a few vain promises that if she can, she will try to send reinforcements, and if overrun, the Tsar may find retreating to Talabheim or Middenheim a more acceptable alternative to death. The Tsar is somewhat bemused at all this based on the word of a filthy Ogre slob but accepts her decision. After a few apologises she leaves.


The Tsar believes that Kislev faces great dangers and threats all the time and stops them reaching the Empire, this has made the Imperials very jittery – Kislevites are made of sterner stuff. It takes more than a few Greenskins to cause a reaction such as that seen in the Gravine in his country.

Farewell Kislev

Twenty-four hours later, the preparations end. Everyone mounts up and boards the vehicles. The procession is about to depart when Tsar Bokha appears with his ever-present advisors.


‘Please reconsider your actions, Gravine of Middenheim. Ve have made much progress. My knights and troops can deal vith these upstart rabble Greenskins.’


‘I am sorry, but if there is even a remote possibility of all out war, I must be there for my people,’ she replies quietly.


Suddenly a ranger gallops into the courtyard. He is covered in trail dust that falls like a curtain as he leaps from the horse. Gasping for breath, he bows deeply to the Tsar and almost collapses from weariness.


‘Kapitan Broydag Istivitch Leonov, father of the people. I bring grave news from the expedition sent to Bolgasgrad and Praag.’


‘Speak Kapitan,’ says the Tsar and gives a worried look to the solemn faced Gravine. The advisors look alarmed but the Tsar motions them to still their words lest they look weak before the Imperials.


‘As anticipated, ve discovered that the Greenskins had not disbanded and that an army of equal size to that suspected of attacking Bolgasgrad marched for Praag. Ve shadowed them and sent vord back to the task force. At Praag the army joined…other armies.’


‘How many, Kapitan!’ barks the Tsar, angered by the pause and the ambiguity.


‘Ten or twelve times that of the Bolgasgrad force. They vere about to lay siege ven ve left. There are strange dark figures vith their leaders. Ve could not ascertain their identity, but they vere not Greenskins. The task force then ran into a greenskin rearguard. Dark sorcery was used and they took heavy casualties. Ve had to split up to ensure at least vun of us made it back. On the way, I discovered traces of a smaller force currently making its vay to Erengrad. They are moving slowly, gathering new forces from the north all the time. The ruins of Bolgasgrad vere still deserted ven I passed them.’


‘By the ancestor spirits, and almighty Olric, it’s a Vaaagh!’ gasps the Tsar.


‘This is no Vaaagh, father of the people, it is organised somehow, it is something else.’


The Tsar dismisses the Kapitan, telling him to get some well-earned rest. He then regards the Gravine.


‘Olric go vith you, Katarina Todbringer,’ is all he says.


The Gravine nods and boards her coach. As the procession begins to depart the sound of the Tsar bellowing orders and of the Kislevite military springing into action resounds.

The Return to Middenheim

The Gravine and her entourage ride at a run for the most part. All unnecessary baggage is left on slower carts and new horses are purchased at every opportunity. They ride full out all day and move slower throughout most of the night with Knights and lanterns all around them. The speedy flight takes them back to Middenheim in a mere 9 days. No events occur, for none know of the invasion force.

 
Middenheim is sighted by late afternoon. By evening, they are thundering up the viaducts and into the city. As night falls, the palace is reached but there is to be no sleep for anyone. An emergency meeting is called. The Gravine sends messengers to every temple, every barracks, and to every commander, captain, and important person of the city.


Fresh riders are sent toward Talabheim and the rest of the Empire, relaying the new events.

The adventurers have three hours before they are called to the Great Dining Room.

Any player character Midden Marshal will be called to a private meeting with the Gravine where the matters below will be broached. The basic end result is always the same, but it would be nice to let the player feel that they helped achieve it. Cannon, mortars, steam tanks, volley guns etc are not going to be taken because they are too valuable in the defence of the city. Archers will not be sent for the same reason. They have reports that the army north of Erengrad seems to have stopped and is waiting, perhaps to swell its numbers. In either event, they have enough time to get a task force to Erengrad and defend the city.

The Council of War

Standing in the hall are all the military leaders, representatives from every temple and all the major court non-player characters. For a battle room feel, you may find it advantageous to prepare a map of the Middenheim/Kislev area in advance and place figures or symbols upon it to represent Goblinoid armies. Ten to twelve figures surround Praag and one more is just north of the city of Erengrad.


The meeting is called to silence as the Gravine speaks.

‘I bring fearful news from Kislev. Goblinoid armies of considerable size are massing in the north. Influenced by an unknown Humanoid contingent that is skilled in Dark sorcery, they have lain siege to Praag and have razed Bolgasgrad. It is unlikely that Kislev on her own, will hold the invaders. I have talked with the Midden Marshals and it is suggested that we march to Erengrad with a force from Talabheim. With the armies of the Kislevite cities, we can repel the army to the north of the city. The sea port and river inlet is of immense strategic value. With it, the Goblinoids can strangle a good portion of the supplies to interior Kislev and can raid the entire coast of the Old World by sea. Enough forces are to be left here to hold Middenheim, siege preparations are to be put into effect and edict 1555 is hereby activated.’


‘All assigned Knights Panther are to prepare for the march. Word is to be sent to the surrounding areas. Food is to be confiscated if necessary and local law enforcers are to return to Middenheim. Areas are to be prepared to house expected refugees and livestock. This means the Great Park, the Royal Gardens, and anywhere else we can squeeze them in. By all accounts, the forces involved with the enemy are magic users. The Guild and Temples will supply as much magical reinforcement as they can. If we cannot defeat the Erengrad force, I want to cripple it. The longer we can prepare Middenheim for possible siege, the longer our city can hold out. I would rather be accused of being overtly prepared and paranoid than of being under prepared should the enemy breach the Imperial border and come calling.’


‘I am sure you all have much to do, so I will let you conduct it without further delay. Work quickly and efficiently. Do not underestimate the gravity of this situation. I will not be the first ruler of Middenheim to see it fall to Orcs and Goblins because of lack of attentiveness.’


As the room clears in seconds, the Gravine instantly calls over the High Priest of Grugni and Clerk Thognar of the Komission for Elven, Dwarven, and Halfling interests.

Intelligence test (+20 history): Graf Seigfried’s Edict of fifteen fifty five is a crisis measure and has the citizenry arming itself and being placed under the command of the watch.

High Ranking Dwarf player character: They will be asked over as well. The brief discussion is on asking the Dwarves to stay in the city and help defend it. They are all for that, but are less receptive when the Gravine brings up the matter of the secret tunnels. As Gravine, she was briefed on them and knows that they will be an ideal place to store supplies and maybe even refugees. If aerial threats from Wyvern and the like arise, they may even be required as command bunkers. She will continue to keep them secret for now, but she is asking that the Dwarves bear such concerns in mind when the city starts to fill up.

To distract the other non-Dwarf adventurers from disturbing the Gravine, have some non-player character’s come to them with questions.


Did you see Bolgasgrad? How did you learn about this? Are the Kislevites frightened? Will Praag hold out? Is Erengrad cold this time of year?

During the next day, the preparation for siege continues. Panic is rife. The adventurers with titles may well have duties to perform. High Wizards will need to call upon as many wizards as possible and send word to the other universities and colleges. Currently in the city are 35 x apprentices, 10 x 1st level, 5 x 2nd level, 2 x 3rd level, and 1 x 4th level wizard, plus the deputy and a host of librarians and scribes. It is the decision of the High Wizard as to how many go to Erengrad. Hold a meeting with Janna and role-play it out. She will be in favour of keeping them all in Middenheim. Also, you can stage arguments with some of the wizards who refuse to go to war.


For apprentices, the best tactic is to give them spell rings and jewels for the battle. After all, petty magic will be of little use against screaming hordes of psychotic Goblinoids.


The same sort of scenario applies to Midden Marshals. They will have to sort out the Watch, call in siege engines, raw materials, weapons, armour, and militia from surrounding towns and villages. In addition, those forces sent forth to snatch food and livestock will need protection from irate farmers. How many can they spare? The Watch is needed to hold panic and rampant crime in check, and the military have enough to worry about getting ready for siege.


The Knight Eternal would do best by being highly visible and aiding in calming people down. People are scared, and the Knight/Hero of the Hammer could do much to soothe their angst.


Any equipment the adventurers require is provided. Full suits of plate and chain are available to Knights Panther. Golthog and his people can draw on the items that were being readied for trade with his people.

The day of departure appears and the Gravine falls into the command group wearing light field plate (magic +2 armour points on all locations), her magic necklace (+3 armour points all locations, +30 magic tests) and two amulets (thrice blessed copper and enchanted jade). She has her Electors Runefang with her (ignores magic and non-magic armour, does double damage versus Undead).

A Dark Moon Rising

Meanwhile, the Goblinoid army north of Erengrad continues its approach. Across the waters, the forces of Maultark are on their way, whispering soft songs of victory, and clutching sorcerous weapons, some of which groan as the Daemon deep inside stirs and anticipates the sweet tang of torn souls.


The Naggaroth Dark Elves did not detect the fleet. The Witch King is massing every warrior and witch under his command. The tide of Chaos is coming and they are readying to ride with it and paint Ulthuan red with the blood of their goodly kin.


Deep in the holds of these craft are eerie stones that carry the life energy of Xakishia’s Greater Daemon’s. These Slaan relics act as arks for the entities and once charged with their power, they stave off the ravages of instability. They are sanctuaries from which the Daemons can spring and kill before returning to its unholy nest.

The March to Erengrad

The 500-mile trek is uneventful and takes about 25 days. The villages they pass result in people going pale and swiftly packing up to flee south. The task force meets up with Salzenmund reinforcements. Other soldiers and militia are also drafted on the way.

Two hundred infantry are sent. This is comprised of Watchmen, reservists, some army and the more skilled of the citizens, plus a lot of previously idle mercenaries. The Knights Panther send twenty-five men at arms and thirty cavalry. Twenty Middenheim Dwarves accompany the force as well as thirty Wood Elves from the city and the surrounding area. There are also priests from all the main temples, some of who will remain at Erengrad to tend the wounded or dead after the battle. If the High Wizard is an non-player character, the listed numbers are sent, if they are a player character, then replace these numbers with what they have assigned.

	
	Initiate/Apprentice
	Level 1
	Level 2
	Level 3
	Level 4

	Wizard
	8
	4
	2
	1
	0

	Cleric of Verena
	5
	2
	1
	0
	0

	Cleric of Ulric
	10
	5
	3
	2
	0

	Cleric of Sigmar
	6
	3
	2
	1
	0

	Cleric of Grugni
	3
	2
	1
	0
	0

	Cleric of Morr*
	4
	8
	2
	1
	0

	Cleric of Shallya*
	8
	10
	6
	3
	2


*: Non-combatants

The apprentices have spell rings of cure light, zone of steadfastness, dispel magic and the like.

PART 3: THE BATTLE OF ERENGRAD

Erengrad

The appearance of this great city has been drastically altered by the threat of attack. The solid timber walls are filled with guards, archers, and lookouts. The city gates have been shut tight, and steam from boiling oil awaits any who would attempt entry.


The port is virtually empty. Almost every whaling and merchant ship has fled and only the brave and stupid still loiter. A few Elven vessels that look sleek and powerful remain, perhaps to gain as much information before taking flight back to Ulthuan. Their craftsmanship makes them seem almost organic and otherworldly.


Outside the city are many tents. Campfires dot the landscape and guards sit idly, staring into the dark shadowy plains of the Translynsk. The command is given to make camp. Weary soldiers and exhausted citizens slump down, too tired to be cheerful.


Heading down into the encamped city, it is clear that there are many more factions present than the forces of Erengrad. A group of fur-clad Dwarves remain in a solitary pocket. The Dwarves of Middenheim immediately move to their Norse brethren, there to drink and talk of war, and the power of stone and steel. Drunken Troll and Giant slayers sing and boast of their exploits, comparing scars, tattoos, and jewellery while each laments the fact that they are not dead yet.


Norscan Humans are present in smaller numbers, each grouped in allegiance to their Norscan prince.


Among the Talabheim regiment of around one hundred men, there can be spied people in platemail who are preaching and warning, talking of the evil that must be overcome. The preaching is characteristic of witch hunters and other fanatics.


The officer’s bark commands and tents are hurriedly erected and packs dropped. Halfling cooks merrily begin to prepare food that is amplified by some shipments from the grateful city. The Gravine enters the gates accompanied by eight Knights.

The Adventurers may now enact with the assembled forces.

FRIENDLY FORCES (total)

UNIT




NUMBER

Knight Panther

- Men at Arms



25



- Cavalry



30



Knights of the White Wolf

- Men at Arms



25



- Cavalry



30



Kislev


- Winged Lancers


100





- Infantry



350



Talabheim infantry


150



Norscan infantry


170



Middenheim infantry


200



Elven Archers



30

Dwarves

- Slayers


- Daemon



3




- Dragon



10




- Giant



25




- Troll



40




- Warriors



60



Plus the Imperial Priests and Wizards (all Erengrad spell casters are being held in reserve at the city as are their archers).

Erengrad Forces

They are greatly relieved by the arrival of the Middenheimers. The more troops they have with them, the greater their chance of surviving. They have heard vague reports from scouts and Norscan people about the army massing in the North. They estimate that the foe stands at one thousand plus, including the Ogres. There are also Norsemen and robed figures standing with them. They are greatly puzzled by the uniting of these warring racial groups.


The Goblinoid army set up camp about a month ago and has not moved since. Kislevite Horse Archers were sent out and have been performing hit and run all this time. They have caused heavy casualties but the Waaagh just is not moving. Last week the Goblinoids started to pack up and ready for battle. Since they started to move, few Horse Archers have returned and it is unknown what damage they managed to inflict. There will be no horse archers with the army.


The Tsar has sent very little in the way of troops to assist Erengrad. The capital is clearly his priority. The larger force at Praag has him concerned and he is waiting to see what happens there before committing the bulk of his forces.


Amidst the Erengrad forces are a great many mercenaries. Many Kislev troops are being kept to defend the city and they are using hired soldiers wherever they can.


There are two additional Kislevite factions present.

Knights of the White Wolf: They will welcome fellow Knights and talk of exploits over the fire. They are itching for a fight. They have spent over six months becoming increasingly bored. Every time they try to mount a Beastman hunt or other cleansing campaign of an area, they find it empty. They are Knights, sworn to destroy the enemies of the people and Ulric, not roadwardens wandering the country doing nothing. Istivitch Pyotranov is amongst this force (he will not get off the battlefield alive).

Winged Lancers: The Kislevite Winged Lancers are skilled minor nobility and elevated troops. They are not as powerful or respected as Knights but are well regarded. They can be a little arrogant but they know that their lands are on the line here and are careful not to start trouble with the reinforcements. If Kislev falls, they will be little better off than any other peasant. This is something they have no pressing wish to experience.

Norscan Forces

They are somewhat frosty to newcomers, especially elevated or civilised types. They can tell anyone that the bad harvests and withering crops and starving of animals have forced them south. They will not admit that a several thousand strong army accomplished this. Many of the Norse Princes have sided with the Goblinoids. They want to wage war on the south and take what they can. The tribes that are present at Erengrad are from those who could not stomach siding with Greenskins. Like Golthog, they were attacked and forced to flee. Their hope is to break the enemy force so they can return home and help themselves to the lands of the defeated Princes. Many are quiet and keeping to themselves, or praying to their deities for aid or guidance.

Dwarves
The topic of the Dwarf/Elf war will greet any Elf. ‘Ah, we would have driven them girlie posers back to their matchstick towers if’n the entire greenskin race hadn’t attacked our fortresses!’ ‘Aye, and even then they wouldn’t have chipped one Dwarven brick if’n a volcano hadn’t gone up beneath our feet.’

If an Elf takes offence, the Dwarves will shove them, weapons at the ready. ‘Stop being so damn weepy, Elgi. No need to cry, it’s only a bit o’ fun.’


Officers will break up the situation if necessary. ‘There’s plenty of blood waiting to be spilled tomorrow. Stop Skufin’ and save it for then.’


The Dwarves are also creating many rumours about the Sea Elves and are happily passing them around. They believe that they are all hiding in their stupid canoes and one whiff of a scrap and they’ll vanish like Gromril in a mine.

Khazalid: The word Elgi is an Elf. Skuff is a skirmish or drunken fight.

Humans are tolerated at the campfire and will be continually subjected to light hearted insults. ‘Ere, I hope you ain’t going to be using them stilts (points to legs) to be running away, Umgi.’


If anyone makes the foolish error in questioning whether the Dwarves can handle this fight they will erupt with anger.


‘Whaaaat!?! Lose against gobs? Us? Why I oughta Stok ya, I oughta…ta…! By Grugni, I’ll eat me axe and chop me beard off before I give in to poxy Greenskins.’

The fact that Erengrad is made out of wood and not good solid stone is also a source of much commentary and sighs of disparagement.


‘Can’t be building a city out of wood. It’s just not right, that’s all. That’s Elven folly. I though the Umgi’d be brainier than that. A good stone curtain wall. Battlements, murder holes, the works. If they’d done a proper job we’d have these gobboes beat with one naked Ufdi.’


‘Erengrad, Elgraz-grad more like’

Khazalid: Stok is to hit or strike. Umgi are men. Ufdi is a dwarf overly fond of preening his beard, a vain Dwarf who can’t be trusted in a fight. Elgraz is a shoddy, poor, or thin construction. 

If fights do break out, they will be fist ones. Use the standard Dwarf profile with knuckledusters, strike mighty, street fighting, and specialist weapon: fist. The roar of a blunderbuss will stop it after six rounds or so. The Dwarves will be impressed with anyone who fought well against them and will be pleased to have them on the battlefield.

Slayers: The reason for such an abnormally huge contingent of Slayers is because so many of their kind head north to face certain doom against the powerful and numerous foes there (Greenskins, Ogres, Norse, Skaven, Mutants, Chaos, Monsters, and so forth). This means that there are many Slayers roaming the north.


When they saw the enemy army massing, they realised that they could fulfil their vows fighting alongside their own race and kind in a huge battle orchestrated to save countries and thousands of lives rather than solitary fights against mere raiders. With the possibility of sterling deaths against an impossible force, they flocked south again.

Witch Hunters

The witch hunters were happily victimising and killing in the Taiga when they either tortured the information out of Goblinoids heading north to join up, or discovered the existence of the army first hand. Many decided to save Humanity and give spiritual guidance during the dark days ahead and rode for Erengrad, Praag, or Kislev. Some are looking for cultists lurking in their midst because all of them believe that the enemy are the lapdogs of Chaos agitators.


If asked, they will admit that the Taiga has been exceptionally quiet on the Beastman front. They allocate this to their own vigilance and hard work.

During the battle, they will station themselves throughout various regiments to bolster moral and ‘deal bloody vengeance to the Greenskin scum’.

Talabheim Forces

The regiment is small, as the city itself requires protection. The troops are a mixture of soldiers, mercenaries, and part time volunteers. They are somewhat apprehensive of the forthcoming battle. However, with the arrival of the Middenheim task force, things are looking up.


Mock bravado is rampant. Most of it centres about how easily they’ll triumph, and that once this army breaks, the rest will scuttle back up north where they belong. The only negative thing they have to say is that this battle will make such a feeble and unimpressive war story.

Dawn
The sun rises and food is prepared. All seems peaceful enough. The Gravine returns and issues commands that the army is to make ready. By all accounts, the Goblinoids are camped not far from here. The King has decided that the battle must be taken to them. The Gravine agrees because it gives them the option of retreating to the safety of the city if need be and a subsequent escape via boat.

The Erengrad forces muster before the city - one thousand two hundred plus troops. The Dwarves make ready. The Middenheimers and Talabheimers form into marching order. The commanders mount their steeds. The Knights Panther and Order of the White Wolf elite cavalry lead the way, followed by the men at arms and the Kislevite Winged Lancers. The Middenheim command group marches with the Knights Panther.


The High Wizard and their forces will be kept nearby so they can be deployed as required. The Knight Eternal, General, Marshal, Golthog, and any other important player characters will also be there. The Dwarves and Elves are kept very far apart.

It is a 5-hour march before scouts report back and inform all that the enemy is ahead. This allows deployment to begin in earnest.

Preparations
There are a few things the players may choose to do before the battle. Appraise and handle them as you wish, one possibility though is covered here.

Ancient Spirits: If you have played ‘Something Rotten In Kislev’ the players have the choice of summoning some beforehand and striking a bargain with them.


Polevik: Weapon blesses for blood as usual.


Vodyanoy: The battle is too far from water. He suggests they talk to Leshy and stop bothering him. Unless they want to come for a swim first?


Leshy: The Lord of this area will not reveal the existence of the ambush because it’ll be waaay too much fun to watch. Of course, Leshy may opt to help the characters afterwards, either with a concealing mist or to put in an appearance to frighten the army. When the Dragons enter the fray, he will be very annoyed and will start fighting with them. This will give a regiment or two enough time to get off the battlefield before they are incinerated. The requirements for his aid are a lot of ale, wine, and sweet-talking, and a year and a day of unwavering service (effectively removing them from the adventure), alternatively, he may know that the other Gods have their eye on the characters and want to steal some of it (a fate point). Do not make him come cheap because his interaction will save countless lives and perhaps extra fate points for the characters.

Staging the Battle

The adventurers are experienced and seasoned fighters and will be able to cause some severe damage in their own right. As the battle is handled ignoring their existence, the things they do will not alter the outcome but will affect the number of survivors.


Lone adventurers not part of battle line may be overwhelmed as the enemy grab them, drag them down, hold them, and bash through armour and flesh. Grapples from behind are more likely because of the double weapon skill to offset the penalty for lack of wrestling skill.

Multiple Opponents

If you are using lead figures to form the line, the relevant base size obviously controls the amount of opponents. If you are not, the enemy line has troops ranging from 4 ft to 12 ft tall in them, affecting the amount of troops who can target each other based on what race they are. The maximum numbers of opponents that can attack an adventurer are as follows.

In a battle line: 2 attack points (face forward only)

Moving forward up to four yards from the battle line: 4 attack points (front and sides).

If alone or four yards or more from the battle line: 6 attack points (all around them).

Enemy Goblinoids have massive size differences. They soak up attack points as follows. The front is always filled first, then sides, then the rear. Only whole points are considered, fractions are ignored.


Ogre: 2

Black Orc: 1.5
Goblin: 1
Orc: 1.5


Hobgoblin: 1
Human/Elf: 1
Dwarf: 1

Movement

Those with multiple attacks, especially with three or more are incredibly skilled fighters who can overcome dodges and are not left standing idle when an opponent falls. When coupled with effects like hammerhand, accelerate time, and zone of steadfastness, skilled warriors can become unimaginable inHuman whirlwinds of utter slaughter.


One attack can be spent swapping to a new adjacent opponent or it can be spent moving forward a yard. Another attack can be expended to target a new foe and any excess then employed (this is not a charge).


A successful dodge leaves a foe two yards away because of their evasive leap, therefore, two attacks can bring a character engaged in combat with them back to their position. Another attack targets them, and any extra attacks are levied that the foe can do nothing about because of their precarious and awkward stance after throwing themselves desperately out of the way of a potentially lethal strike. This makes dodging a last resort against exceptionally skilled opponents.

Where combat has lasted more than three rounds, bodies, blood, entrails, and limbs make the terrain very treacherous.

Running: Risk at – 40% or stumble. Initiative – 40 or fall.

Standard: Risk test – 10% or stumble. Initiative –20 or fall.

Cautious: Risk test or stumble. Initiative or fall.

Fighting: A yard move or swap to a new opponent requires an initiative test or they will stumble and lose an attack. If another initiative test is failed, the character falls.

The Fallen

Fighting from the ground has a penalty of –20 weapon skill and –2 damage. A character can only gain the opportunity to rise by winning the combat. If they just want to get up, opponents receive double to hit, and double the damage that gets through armour and toughness. A parry or dodge will throw them back to the ground again.

Fighting
Units: Troops fight in blocks and will remain in this formation if they can. The average sensory input of a soldier is nil when lost within dense ranks. Their only option is to obey orders and stay in formation. Anything else could be disastrous. However, when a troop sees those around them breaking and running, they tend to follow them.

Cavalry: Mounts are not targeted lest the slain beast topple forward and crush those fighting it or pin them down and leave them open to a swift kill. Riderless mounts are swiftly disgorged from a regiment as those with riders push forward to continue the attack. A rider against foot soldiers gains +10 to hit, and the attacker suffers –10 due to targeting the rider (this is in addition to any other location targeting penalties such as –20 for head or an arm, and –10 for a leg or the body).

Skills: The tight formation of a unit renders dodge blow and parry impossible. There is nowhere to leap and no space to perform any fancy sword work. Battle is a matter of hacking at the enemy and pouring troops in until one side or the other breaks.


Leaders and other highly skilled warriors often choose a mount or chariot to enter the fray because although this leaves them more exposed they can employ their full fighting skill without hindrance.


With regard to the initiative test of an area effect magic missile, this remains the same as the bodies of others shield, they duck, drop down, or otherwise shelter from the ravages of the blast.

Missile Weapons: Only the front two ranks may fire. When firing from a gradient, all those on the slope and one rank after the crest may fire.

Spells: Those attacks that do not affect the first thing they hit, such as fireballs and other area effect magic missiles may be ‘lobbed’ into the enemy ranks. No targeting is required, they are just cast into the dense ranks and apply their damage. Again, zone spells cannot be employed for more than one round due to the constant shove and jolt from a fluctuating battle line.

The Battle

After five hours of marching, the enemy is sighted. The sections in brackets are for Golthog to know or to mention to any player character he is with.

Through the sparse trees, you bear witness to a large open area that is sparsely covered with shrubs. The other side is a wall of dense coniferous forest that is dark and foreboding. The plain is some two hundred yards wide. The Goblinoid army waits before the tree line.


Contingents of Ogres stand at the front. They number around a hundred and are under two ragged banners of skulls and rags (the Consoomerz and Plaineaterz). To the left of the Ogre regiment are around eighty Orc boar riders (Eezee Riderz). Next to them is a similar number of goblin wolf riders under a crude hand banner. (Green Fingaz Wolf Boyz). Beside these central forces are infantry units. A regiment of some three hundred Orcs stand to the right of the Ogres under three banners of a red hand, cracked jawbone, and broken leg bone (Blud Palmz, Crooked Jawz, Bonebusta’s). A force of some one hundred and forty Black Orcs lie under banners of a black spider and a roaring hairless Black Orc face (Black Widaz, Baldies). Goblin units stand to the left of the wolf riders, beneath cobbled together banners. Thirty stand under a stylised red eye (Crimson Eyeball Rippaz), sixty stand under a pale crescent moon (Whyte Moonies), and a hundred stand beneath a muddy black standard (Midnyte Marauderz). At the rear, near the trees, stand Warlords from all the Goblinoid races. They wear dark suits of platemail that are decorated with spines and which are covered in strange unnatural runes and sigils. Musicians with drums and horns stand by them to issue commands.


The Imperial and Kislevite forces quickly deploy. The Knights on foot stand before the Goblins with the Elven archers behind them, lurking in the trees. The Knights on horseback stand ready to intercept the wolf and boar riders with the Talabheim regiment standing behind them. The Dwarves and Winged Lancers stand to face the Ogres with the Middenheim infantry in reserve. Amidst this unit is the command group. The Kislev infantry face the Orcs and the Norscans face the Black Orcs.


When all are set, it is roughly 3 pm.

A few of the priests and wizards are dispersed amidst the various regiments where zones of steadfastness will be invaluable. The push and shove of the line keep such spells brief but they give a quick edge that can often change the course of the conflict. A High Wizard player character will be in charge of deployment.

The details presented on the leader’s armour are too far away to make out what language it is. There is no sign of any robed figures.

Some of the players may be wondering about an oddity in the enemy force. Those in the command group will overhear it from military leaders. Where are the war machines? Doom divers? Pump Wagons? Trolls? Giants? Archers? For that matter, where are the Norscans who sided with them?

The Goblinoids are waiting for the Humans to make the first move. The front ranks of the two forces are 152 yards from each other.

Timeline of the Battle

The following allows you to conduct an abstract battle that deals solely with the adventurers. The characters are not controlling any troops and thus may act independently. They will be willingly accepted in the front ranks of any relevant force. If they have warhorses, they can joint the Knights or Winged Lancers.

Keep track of how many and of what each involved player character deals with so as to keep the illusion that they are having an effect. Their involvement at the moment will not save any lives, but once the ambush is sprung, you should keep the tally on a separate record. Each enemy they kill from then on will be a warrior who is not chasing fleeing friendly forces and hacking them down from behind. Each life they save now will result in extra troops when it comes to taking back Kislev in Part 5 of this campaign.

Round 1

The signal is given. Horns trump and with the clatter of hooves and armour the Knights of the White Wolf and the Knights Panther march forth, banners fluttering in the chill morning breeze. The mob of Goblin wolf riders gibber and yell as they move out onto the field, their mounts howling and barking.


A moment later, the Dwarven warriors stomp forward. Their heavy tread makes the ground shudder. The Slayers preen their spikes of hair, straighten their jewellery, wring the hafts of their massive weapons, and follow at their side. They keep their eyes locked to the regiment of titanic Ogres that await them across the field.


As the Knights and Dwarves depart, the Middenheim infantry move into the area they have vacated.


Wolf Riders move 36 yards, and the Knights advance 32 yards. The Dwarves march 12 yards.

Round 2

The Wolf Riders and Knights continue to march forward, conserving strength and energy for a virulent charge. They are almost upon each other. A swift dash is all that separates the two cavalry forces. Spears and lances are levelled in readiness.

The advance of the Dwarves brings action from the Ogres, who break from the enemy line and start their swift approach. The raucous war songs of the Ogres join the grim battle hymns of the Dwarves.


The Men at Arms move out a steady pace. The Goblin regiments standing across from them instantly mimic this action.


Wolf riders move 36 yards, and Knights advance 32 yards. They are now 16 yards from each other. The men at arms and Goblins march 16 yards. The Dwarves march 12 yards. The Ogres march 24.

Round 3

With a furious roar, the Knights kick their warhorses into a gallop. In an instant, they have crossed the small distance to the Wolf riders. Lances gouge into the enemy line, ripping Goblins from their mounts and spitting wolves in one. The front ranks drop their lances and haul hammers and swords free as hand-to-hand combat ensues. The din of steel striking steel rings out along with the wet rip of flesh, the squeal of horses, the whimpers of wolves, wailing cries of agony, and thud of falling limbs and bodies.


As the Ogres continue their relentless advance to meet the Dwarves, the Kislevite lancers move out at a trot to intercept them.


With battle underway, the Black Orc mob sets off towards the Norscan regiment. A moment later the Orcs join them, heading for the Kislev infantry column. Both Human units remain firm and do not move. The Men at Arms and Goblins continue to close upon each other.


The Knights charge the Wolf Riders. The Ogres have marched a total of 48 yards. The Dwarves have covered 36 yards. The Lancers move to pass the Dwarves and meet the Ogres, covering 32 yards. The Orcs and Black Orcs move 16 yards.

Round 4

The Knights and Wolf Riders continue to fight. Gore soaked weapons rise and fall. Riderless wolves and horses peel from the battle line and dash out across the field.


The Lancers and Ogres are almost upon each other as the Dwarves close in from behind and ready to bolster the Kislevite line.


The Men at Arms and Goblins continue to approach each other. The Greenskins whoop and holler with gusto, but their enthusiasm seems to dampen slightly as the Elven regiment moves off in the wake of the Men at Arms.


The Norscan regiment and Kislevite infantry begin to march out onto the battlefield, heading towards Orc columns.


The Lancers and Ogres are 16 yards from each other. The Dwarves have covered 48 yards. The Kislev infantry and Norscans have covered 16 yards. The Orcs before them have covered 32. The Men at Arms and Goblins have reached 32 yards. The Elves follow behind them, reaching 20 yards.

Round 5

The Ogres bound forward, hollering, and cheering. The Kislev Winged Lancers level their weapons and break into a gallop. The lines meet with a tremendous crash. The initial charge causes tremendous damage on both sides, but then the Kislevites are fighting hand to hand with Ogres and they start to take heavy casualties. The Slayers and Dwarves continue to move in to support them.


The Goblins and Men at Arms are closing rapidly as the Elves continue to catch up and start to ready their bows.


The Middenheim and Talabheim forces set off at the centre of the battlefield and carry the command group with them.

The Goblins and Men at Arms are now 24 yards apart. The Elves have covered a total of 40 yards. The Middenheim and Talabheim force advance 16 yards. The Lancers and Ogres charge each other. The Orcs have covered 48 yards, the Kislevites and Norscans reach 32 yards.

Round 6

The Men at Arms surge forward. Roaring praise to Ulric, they reach the Goblin line and brutal combat ensues. The Elves continue forward and then they stop and notch arrows. Steel arrow tips wink in the light as they aim skyward over the Men at Arms and into the dense ranks of Goblins.


The Boar Boyz kick their snarling mounts into activity and move from the tree line. Trotting slowly forward, they head towards the rapidly ailing line of Wolf Riders. The Middenheim and Talabheim forces continue their advance towards the same area.


The Ogres have all but annihilated the Kislevite Winged Lancers. The bodies of horse and man lay strewn before the axes and clubs of the mighty beasts. The grass is soaked red with a comprehensive carpet of blood and gore. The Ogres leap and howl, slapping each other and butting heads as they gloat over the wounded and slain.


Their victory is short lived. With a howling prayer for death, the Slayers run forward and plough their weapons into the Ogres. The Dwarves give praise to Grugni and follow them in. The last few Kislevites limp from the battle line. The wounded stagger as they weep blood from their wounds or clutch the ragged stumps of amputated limbs.


The Orcs and Kislev/Norscan units continue to close upon each other as the din of battle continues to rise in ferocious volume.


The Men at Arms rush 24 yards and engage the Goblins. The Elves stop after covering a total of 60 yards and take aim. The Boar Boyz set off and cover 28 yards. The Middenheim and Talabheim units head towards them and the central battle to cover a total of 32 yards. As the Kislevite Lancers fall, the Dwarves and Slayers engage the Ogres, ending their 72-yard advance.


The Orcs have reached 64 yards, the Kislevites and Norscans 48 yards.

Round 7

The Men at Arms eat into the Goblin line. The greenskin weapons rarely penetrate the dense armour of the Knights, but the endless droves that hurl themselves from the column and into the Human warriors start to cause casualties. Suddenly a whistling cloud of shards enters the air. The Elven arrows arc high and pour down from above and into the heart of the Goblin horde. Internal sections collapse as they are shredded. The mob closes up as the Elves reload.


The Wolf Riders are falling swiftly to the hammers and swords of the Knights, but the Boar Boyz are closing in behind them. The Orcs start to ready their spears and blades as they watch the Goblins die with amused grins spread across their fanged maws.


The Middenheim and Talabheim regiment halt and wait to see if any portion of the battle starts to ail before deploying.


The small burly figures of the Dwarves assault the Ogres, felling the giant creatures and then hacking them apart. The Ogres smash their weapons down into the Dwarves, fighting with berserk fury and terrible strength. Neither side relents or pauses in a manic and impossibly potent fight to the death.


The Orcs, Norscans, and Kislevites are now mere yards from each other.


The Elves fire. The Boar Boyz advance to cover a total of 56 yards. The Middenheimers and Talabheimers stop their advance at the 48-yard mark. The Orcs and Kislev infantry, and the Black Orcs and Norscans are now 8 yards apart.

Round 8

The Elves rain another dense cloud of arrows into the ranks of the Goblins as the Men at Arms continue their battle with the gibbering horde. The Wolf Rider line crumbles and the few remaining Goblins flee. The Orcs chuckle as they run passed and then goad their war boars into a savage gallop that casts them into the Knights. Tusks and spears pierce armour and take lives. As the impetus of the Orc attack fades, hooves pound, hammers smash, swords slice, axes and maces batter and club. The blood drenched Knights resume their fight as the Orcs retaliate with sanguinary gusto.


The Dwarves and Ogres tear at each other’s ranks. The Ogres are strong and resilient, but the Dwarves are fanatical and skilled. Slayers wail with joy as they sustain grotesque wounds and perish. Their comrades renew their offensive with even greater enthusiasm as the promise of fulfilling their vows is offered.


The Kislev infantry give a unified battle cry and charge into the Orcs, fighting with brutal intent as they seek to defend their homeland from the invaders. The Norscan force howl to their Gods and rush forward, ploughing into the Black Orcs.


The Elves fire. The Boar Boyz engage the victorious Knights, having covered 80 yards. The Kislev infantry charge 8 yards and into the Orcs. The Norscans charge the Black Orcs.

Round 9

The battle continues to rage. The heat of opened bodies creates a sticky humidity. Crimson and green condensation starts to form. Across the entire line, spray enters the air, sections of sundered flesh arc as weapons rise and fall. No quarter is given or expected. As one warrior falls, another instantly takes their place. The lines hardly move as each regiment surges against its adversary, seeking to break their ranks. The ground becomes muddy with sprays of blood. Morsels of gore, severed limbs, and twitching cadavers make it a treacherous and hideous terrain. The air quakes with the deafening pound of weapons, the piercing screams of the wounded, the gurgle of the dying, and the spatter of lifeblood being spilt. 

Round 10

A series of shadows sweep across the battlefield. A cold wind rushes out, banishing the sweaty heat of conflict. As troops look up, anguished screams of terror go up. People on both sides drop to the ground, wailing and gibbering as their minds retreat from what they are bearing witness to.


If any character looks up, they must make an immediate terror test, and if successful, a fear test (–20 if they are under 10 ft tall).


Swooping downward like forks of dark lightning come seven Dragons of monstrous size. Sixty feet in length, they are midnight black and terrible to behold. The majestic strength and hideous power of the giant beasts falls over the battlefield like a tidal wave. Dark ornate armour adorns their powerful frames, and each has a rider in similar platemail upon their back. The scale like design throws out metallic wing extensions and ridges of curled spines. Their helmets are shaped like the heads of their mounts and they wield screaming serrated bastard swords.


Warriors on both sides are forsaking weapons and combat to break away and sprint for the tree line.


The command group is largely paralysed with terror or fear. A quick thinking wizard activates a spell jewel with rally. Those immediately adjacent to the Gravine are freed from psychological effects. Instantly, the bodyguards around her grab her horse and bolt with a couple of high-ranking Wizards/Clerics. This is very much a ‘Secret Service rushing the President out to the limo’ scenario. The Gravine is now on a frenzied one-way dash straight for Middenheim that will keep her ahead of the enemy.

Two other wizards and six clerics grab ingredients and prepare rally spells. The battle is clearly lost so as much of the high command as possible must now be saved.

Around one third of the army is in terror, and a third of those still able to operate are stalled by fear. This leaves around 45% of the army able to continue the fight.

Shouting orders requires leadership rolls and will be hampered by the overall incoherent mortified screeching. The roll is modified by +5 if mounted, +10 if a Knight, +10 if Hero of the Hammer, +10 if they are the Knight Eternal. If successful, all those within 16 yards who are able to function will obey.

6 rally spells are applied as you see fit at the end of the round. They will generally be placed on commanders, other priests, and wizards etc.

Round 11

If any believe that this is an illusion, the following event will dissuade such notions.


Blazing cones of flame pour from the massive maws of the Dragons. The raging sheets of fire engulf whole sections of the army. The screams of terror reach a squealing crescendo as flesh blackens and lungs burn. Charred husks drop in their dozens and vast broiling columns of inky smoke curl upward from the inferno. Vast sections of both armies are now running for the nearest tree line, all notion of fighting and even of allegiance forsaken. Many are running back towards Erengrad, but a number are running forward with the fleeing Goblinoids. The sight of the evil beasts has them consumed only with the need to escape from beneath their vast shadow. Those in terror on both sides are being deserted as survival takes precedence over victory.


Over three-quarters of the Dwarven regiments are functioning and they levy their blows into the largely aghast and terrified Ogres. The casualties they inflict are grievously severe.


The Knights and Men at Arms have fared better than most of the Human forces and although the Boars continue to fight, their riders are easy prey. Around half of the Elven regiment draws aim and launch arrows into the Dragons, concentrating their fire on those that are closest. The missiles bounce from the hide and armour of the beasts, not one has penetrated.


A ninth of the army come out of fear. Those spellcasters freed of terror either flee or cast rally if they are able.


A single Dragon each hits the core of the Men at Arms, the Talabheimers, the Knights Panther, the Knights of the White Wolf, and the Kislev infantry. Two blast the Middenheim regiment. Loses are very, very heavy.


The Dragons are targeting the centre to rear portion of each unit to avoid incinerating Goblinoids and to make retreat harder for those remaining because they will have to flee over burning bodies. This makes it unlikely that a player character fighting in the front line will be hit.

Note, the Dragons are immune to non-magic weapons and attacks (which includes missile fire), but are just as vulnerable to magic as anything else. Their appearance as Dragons may dissuade fireballs and the like, but if they are hit, they can be wounded.

Anyone in a targeted regiment can make an initiative – 20 test to spot a repeated runic symbol upon the armour of the beasts and their riders. Handout 4.



Round 12

Suddenly from the enemy tree line come reinforcements. A disorganised stream of Orc Boar Boyz and Goblin Wolf Riders charge recklessly forwards, crossing much of the battlefield. They are so consumed by the sight of easy prey that they remain largely ignorant of the doom loitering overhead and spreading blazing death amidst the Imperial and Kislevite ranks. Huge lines of Goblins and Orcs emerge and lines of archers dash out and begin to randomly fire forward. Their arrows fly high and then drop into the terrified and the fleeing. Their own forces sustain loss from these wild attacks but the archers continue to fire with abandon. Ogres bound amidst the Goblinoids, swinging huge clubs, and axes with great enthusiasm.

Small pockets of troops try to form into fighting units but they are terribly outnumbered. Wherever a significant group forms, a Dragon instantly swoops in and incinerates both them and the Goblinoids they fight to hold back. The Elven and Dwarven forces are suddenly paused in their fight as four of the Dragons cruise low across the scene of massacre and spread their monstrous jaws. Blinding columns of fire billow out and sweep across their ranks. Ogres, Elves, and Dwarves vanish amidst curling white heat that drifts up and lights a plume of oily smog from within. The fireball deserts the ground and exposes the depiction of utter incendiary carnage beneath it.


Wolf Riders scamper anything up to 144 yards, the Boars cover up to 112. Some fall to terror, others stop to hack apart those who are in terror, swipe at the fleeing, or engage coherent units. Ogres do the same, covering 96 yards. Orcs and Goblins cover 64 yards and enter the main line of combat.

Two Dragons hit the Elf regiment, one hits the Slayers, and the other hits the Dwarves. Loses are best described as total. Any player character in these regiments will be hit as follows.

	D100 roll
	Elf
	Dwarf

	01 – 75
	1 hit
	1 hit

	76 – 90
	2 hits
	1 hit

	91 – 00
	0 hits
	0 hits


The breath attacks of the Dragons cause 2d6 wounds at strength: 8, ignoring non magic armour and counting as a magic spell with regard to armour and protection. Because these are not Dragons but Greater Daemons, the fire is unnaturally intense. It envelops all within its 30 yard by 10 yard cone and it is so comprehensive that there is no way to evade it, thus there is no initiative test for halving the damage.

The other three Dragons circle to keep the terror in full effect and pick off any significant pockets of resistance.

Daemon Lore: This is a vital time to make use of this skill. Any character that is hit by Dragon flame can be deemed within 48 yards of the beast as it cruises over and lays down the sheet of fire. They can judge that by the look of the beasts, the unnatural quality of their flame, and the fact that physically they are too disproportionate to fly, they cannot be real animals and must therefore be of Daemonic origin and construction.

Anyone still fighting now flees.

Round 13

The fear of the Dragons has almost totally been overcome, but those whose minds have become unhinged by what they have seen are swiftly being torn apart at the leisure of the enemy. Only the Norscan regiment seems to be spared this fate. The Dragons concentrate their incendiary plumes on pockets where fewer Goblinoids exist, minimising casualties, but not eradicating them.


The Norse are being spared so that they can be offered another shot at recruitment now that they know what the ‘advisors’ can bring to a battle.

Round 14

The Dragons peel off and swoop back over the trees. Forces on both sides start to shake off the ghastly dread the visage of the beasts inspired. People try to flee but they are now deep in Goblinoid territory. All around them are Goblins, Orcs, and Ogres. Fighting resumes in a few places but then, from the tree line pours another fresh wave of troops. Norscan warriors on horseback and foot enter the fray, slaying the stalwart and giving chase to the routing troops.


The Dragons are leaving to re-enter the sorcerous stones brought from Maultark and keep the illusion that they are genuine Dragons firmly intact. They can only remain abroad for a short time before they become subject to instability again. Each has had stop instability cast on them, giving them a maximum of two minutes (12 rounds) to strike and then return safely (3 to reach the field, 4 of combat, 3 to return, 1 to enter the stones).


The Norscans have been kept back because they lack the single-minded ferocity of the Orcs and Goblins. This aggressive devotion made them less likely to notice the Dragons, but now that they are gone, the Norse can be deployed.


With fear and terror gone, a lot of troops are now stranded roughly sixty to seventy yards from the trees, in an area replete with the Goblinoid forces.

The enemy will pursue for a few rounds and then return to loot the battlefield and regroup. They are under specific instructions not to keep after the routing soldiers. The standard reason of having terrified, shattered survivors spreading fear with their stories of Dragons will do far more damage to Kislev and the Empire. Besides, a fair number of the people who made it off the battlefield will never be able to face holding a weapon again after this day.

ENEMY FORCES

	Race
	Number
	Bosses
	Big Bosses
	Worth

	Ogre
	100 
	3
	1
	6.5

	Black Orcs
	140
	1
	1
	1.5

	Orcs
	300
	4 (2)
	3 (2)
	1

	Orc Boar Boyz
	80
	2 (1)
	1 (1)
	4.5

	Goblins
	190
	4 (1)
	2 (1)
	0.5

	Goblin Wolf Riders
	80
	4 (1)
	2 (1)
	1.5

	Reserve forces
	
	
	
	

	Ogres
	50
	1
	1
	6.5

	Orc Boar Boyz
	100
	1
	0
	4.5

	Orc Arrer Boyz
	100
	0
	0
	1

	Goblin Wolf Riders
	100
	1
	0
	1.5

	Norse Cavalry
	250
	8
	4
	4

	Norse Infantry
	100
	6
	3
	2


Boss value: x 6

Big Boss value: x 13

The command group is comprised of 1 Warlord for each tribe. In the unlikely event that they are attacked, they are considered major heroes of their race and have full plate and chain, and generally pack a two handed weapon.

The number in brackets refers to the number of bosses that are Black Orcs, whose brutality and disdain for lower troops prevents infighting and other Goblinoid rowdiness.

STATISTICS

Their characteristics are down a few percentiles and the odd point. The Goblinoids have been starving and turning on each other with greater voracity in order to survive, this has resulted in some enfeeblement, dulled reactions, as well as lack of strength, irritability, and so forth.

	Race
	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel
	Social

	GOBLIN
	4
	25
	25
	3
	3
	4
	20
	1
	18
	15
	19
	19
	15
	8
	-1

	- Boss
	4
	35
	35
	4
	3
	5
	30
	1
	18
	15
	19
	19
	15
	17
	0

	- Big Boss
	4
	35
	35
	4
	4
	9
	40
	2
	28
	25
	29
	29
	25
	27
	+1

	ORC
	4
	35
	25
	3
	4
	6
	20
	1
	18
	25
	19
	29
	25
	12
	0

	- Boar boyz
	4
	35
	25
	3
	4
	6
	20
	1
	18
	25
	19
	29
	25
	12
	+1

	- Big un
	4
	45
	25
	4
	4
	6
	30
	1
	18
	25
	19
	29
	25
	12
	+1

	- Boss
	4
	45
	35
	4
	4
	7
	30
	1
	18
	25
	19
	29
	25
	12
	+2

	- Big Boss
	4
	45
	35
	4
	5
	9
	40
	2
	28
	35
	29
	39
	35
	22
	+3

	BLACK ORC
	4
	35
	17
	4
	4
	6
	30
	1
	18
	25
	19
	29
	25
	12
	+1

	- Boss
	4
	45
	30
	5
	4
	7
	40
	1
	18
	25
	19
	29
	25
	12
	+2

	- Big boss
	4
	45
	30
	5
	5
	9
	50
	2
	28
	35
	29
	39
	35
	22
	+3

	OGRE
	6
	35
	15
	4
	5
	15
	30
	2
	15
	15
	14
	19
	29
	8
	+1

	- Boss
	6
	45
	25
	5
	5
	16
	40
	2
	15
	15
	14
	19
	29
	8
	+2

	- Big Boss
	6
	45
	25
	5
	6
	18
	50
	3
	25
	25
	24
	29
	29
	12
	+3

	NORSE
	4
	28
	22
	3
	3
	5
	30
	1
	28
	28
	29
	29
	28
	28
	0

	- Champion
	4
	38
	32
	4
	3
	8
	40
	1
	28
	28
	29
	29
	28
	28
	+

	- Chieftain
	4
	38
	32
	4
	4
	10
	40
	2
	38
	38
	39
	39
	38
	38
	+2

	WOLF
	9
	41
	0
	3
	3
	5
	30
	1
	-
	10
	14
	14
	14
	-
	-

	BOAR
	7
	33
	0
	3
	3
	11
	30
	1
	-
	10
	14
	14
	14
	-
	-

	Dragon Rider
	5
	61
	64
	5
	5
	12
	70
	3
	83
	76
	53
	86
	53
	23
	+5


SPECIAL RULES


GOBLIN: Animosity other Goblinoids, hate Dwarves, fear Elves.


ORC: Animosity other Goblinoids.


BLACK ORC: Bosses negate animosity in their troops.


OGRE: Cause fear in under 10 ft.


BOAR: 30% infected wounds. When wounded subject to frenzy.

DRAGON RIDERS: Hate High Elves and non-Xakishia Dark Elves.

SKILLS

Archer: None.


Warrior: Dodge Blow.


Boss: + Strike Mighty Blow.


Big Boss:  + Strike to Injure, Specialist weapon: two handed


Cavalry: Ride, Animal care.


Dragon Rider: Strike Mighty Blow, Strike to Injure, Specialist weapon: two handed, Dodge Blow, Ride, Theology, Disarm.

POSSESSIONS

Warrior: Hand weapon, Dagger, Shield, Mail shirt/breastplate, Pot helm.


Archers: + Bow (Goblin’s have short bows), Quiver, 3d6 arrows


Boss: + Plate/mail sleeves, Spare hand weapon


Big Boss: + Two handed weapon, Plate/mail legs, Coif, Helm


Cavalry: Spear, Steed


Dragon Rider: Xakishia Armour (as Chaos armour but evil, 2 armour points all locations, +10 magic tests), Sleeved mail coat, Mail coif, Shield +1 armour point, Daemonic bastard sword (lesser Daemon +20 to hit, 1 wound kills the target, whereupon one third of the victim’s strength goes to the wielder, one third to Xakishia, and one third to the Daemon which is sated and becomes inactive after 30 points of Strength.)

Fate Points

Player Characters in regiments hit hard and stranded deep in the battlefield may well end up being overwhelmed. Fate point expenditure should ensure that they get out alive and don’t end up having to spend loads more to get back because of their weakened condition and from being left far behind enemy lines. Some examples are as follows.

Room On My Horse: A warrior kills a Norscan, or grabs another steed, hauls the character across it and makes a daring escape. They can have a healing potion on them, some of Aunt Klauser’s herbal rub, or some rudimentary heal wounds skill. The option of them being critically injured during the escape and found dying as the character comes too a day or so later is another option. The warrior has set traps and follow trail skills and will have caught some game en route.

Switching Sides: A few Norscans who are appalled that their chief has sided with the Goblinoids see the chance to swap sides. They see the player character go down and recognise them either mistakenly or for real as someone important. They yank them up onto a horse and gallop into the woods. They heal them a little, travel swiftly, and in return expect sanctuary and amnesty.

Left Overs: The player character comes too a day or so later. The battlefield is deserted. They catch a glimpse of some robed and armoured Humanoids galloping through on horseback. An initiative test spots the symbol on Handout 4 emblazoned on their shields.


There are lots of dead Norse in hefty furs and armour all around and a few stray horses (disguise is a very good way to travel). The Norscans don’t speak Greenskin and the Greenskins don’t speak Norscan. Communication is not even attempted and the first real trouble they’ll encounter is when they run into Imperials who will of course wonder whose side they were on (a lot of people saw the Norscans being spared and wondered if they were in on the trap. Tempers are very high and nerves very, very frayed).

The Flight to Erengrad

You should stage the journey to Erengrad very carefully. If presented in a true dramatic style it can be very tense and effective. Once the adventurers are in the woods, they have a little cover. It is 15 miles back to Erengrad so exhaustion is a big factor here.

Exhaustion: If they are running, this removes 1 yard per round (WFRP pg. 73) and pausing and catching one’s breath can recover these yards. Each round takes their rate back up by 2 yards. If they have been reduced to Standard, then this level of fatigue takes longer to recover from, and the yards are recovered at the rate of 1 per round.

Encounters

Optional events en route can be included to give the players something other than a ‘you reach Erengrad after lots of running’ result.

1/ The Dragon

‘A sudden breeze comes up from behind you, kicking up a cloud of dust and making the trees bend and sway.’


A defiant stand, or run, or hide is probable. A moment later one of the Dragons cruises overhead at sixty feet. It is a fresh one, on the way to Erengrad. This is a clue not to boldly wander up to the city.

2/ New Meat

If the party require any replacement player characters or certain abilities to assist their survival, then now is a good time to have them stumble upon it. Fleeing troops, inquisitive locals etc.

3/ Boar Boyz (foot bound player characters only)

Several Orc Boar Boyz disobey orders and continue the pursuit. The party see the mounted Orcs squabbling over some slain troops. The number is up to you. If the party even vaguely attempt to sneak around them, they will be successful.

4/ The Priestess (foot bound player character’s only)

The adventurers are alerted by nearby screams. Upon investigation, they find several Goblin wolf riders prodding and teasing a Priestess of Shallya with their spears. If the party do not intervene, they will prod her harder a few times, thinking her more resilient. This accidentally brutality kills her.


The Priestess is Wanda Berghaffen. She is a frightened and panicked 1st level Cleric of Shallya, who has only just entered the career. Wanda is quiet and withdrawn but is very compassionate and goodly. Unable to function in the real world because of these traits she became a Cleric. She recently prayed to Shallya and was elevated to Cleric status. To show her gratitude for this blessing she came to Kislev to heal the wounded. She was separated from the Middenheimers that she was travelling with when the Dragons appeared. She will be extremely grateful and will provide healing to all those who require it. When encountering Dark Elf riders she is easily netted, knocked out, and whisked away to remove her from the party.

	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel

	3
	24
	26
	3
	2
	5
	48
	1
	38
	25
	46
	49
	35
	23


Skills: Meditate, Heal Wounds, Read/write, Scroll lore, Secret Language – Classical, Theology, Cast Spells: Clerical level 1.

Possessions: Robes, Potion of healing, Scroll 2 x Cure Severe Wound

Magic Points: 11

Spells: Cure light wound

5/ Dilemma

The party comes across one of the troops that managed to flee the battlefield, ideally of a regiment that one or more of the player characters have a close tie to. If the party are mounted and/or got off the field quick, the trooper will have to also have been from a mounted unit.


The soldier has sustained a +3 critical hit (a 10 result) to the chest and is suffering from terminal bleeding from the pierced lung. He managed to staunch the flow as best he could but blood loss has finally caused him to collapse. Do the player character’s desert them? If he is treated successfully, he cannot easily be moved and may be in a coma. In either event, he will ask for a quick death rather than be left to the Goblinoids. If Wanda is with them, she will plead for them not to do this. Seeing them execute him may well break her brain.

6/ Late Arrivals

Six local peasant militia from a nearby and very isolated Kislevite village are encountered wandering towards the battlefield. In rough attire with poor quality spears, they are on their way to join in the battle and prove themselves to their elders. They hope it is not over but can easily be persuaded to go back if told by any credible player character what has happened.

Approaching Erengrad

The adventurers may be nearing the city, or they may have given it a wide berth. The exact time will depend on what they have been up to. It is generally assumed that it will dusk.

Morrslieb is starting to appear as the sun slips slowly behind the horizon. It may be a trick of the light but it appears to be grinning. The air resounds with the unified howls of wolves but they seem fairly distant. Up ahead you can make out a dull glow through the trees - the lights of Erengrad.

Upon closer approach…

The city is a vision of horror and destruction. The seaport is filled with dark sailed ships with a strange rune symbol set upon them in glittering silver. They have Dragon style prows and appear to have emptied their crews into the city. All other ships have been sunk or burned.


The city gates are wide open and you can see the surviving members of the population being escorted in chains by dark armoured figures. Bodies litter the streets and scorched corpses fill the burned battlements. Several buildings have been razed but the most vicious attacks have been made to the temples. None stand.

PART 4: A PASSAGE TO MIDDENHEIM

There is a 10% chance per day of encountering a unit of 4 Dark Elves. Listen or observe tests as appropriate.


Mounted on horses, they are fanning out to drag in prisoners. 20% of all such encounters will be returning to Erengrad with d6+1 locale peasants or stragglers from the battle (anyone sufficiently terrified for their purpose of spreading panic will be well on their way home by now).

At night, the percentage remains the same. Campfires will draw their attention and will add 10% to the chance of an encounter. Torches and lanterns will add 5%. The Dark Elves racially possess excellent vision and night vision and have food at Erengrad, so who else but Humans would build a fire at night?


Sneaky player character’s may well set up an ambush after building a fire, luring in the foe and then hitting them hard in a well lit spot. This is a very good idea and stands a good chance of success, gaining them horses, food, equipment, and intelligence on the enemy.

Use a d6 and a d12 to determine time. 1-3 the encounter is in the a.m. 4-6 it is a p.m. event. Use the d12 to give you the hour itself.

If encountered, they will aim initially to entangle and stun so they can manacle the targets and return to Erengrad. They are seeking prisoners for slavery or interrogation if the party look like officers or other important persons. As soon as they are wounded or one of their number dies, they start to go for the kill. If they lose two or more riders, the remainder will try to flee to seek reinforcements.


If a Dark Elf manages to flee, afterwards there will be a 40% chance per 12-hour period of encountering 7 mounted Dark Elves, scouring the area. They are only covering the local vicinity and so this chance only exists until the party clear 50 miles, after which the percentage for a normal patrol is used. Again, they will initially seek to net the characters and then stun them.

Captives will be stripped of equipment, chained, and taken to Erengrad. However, a group of troops from the battle suddenly ambush the Dark Elves.


Seeking their uniforms to facilitate escape, they accidentally liberate the adventurers as well (we couldn’t have them sitting out the war in a dungeon now could we?).

Once the player character’s are 75 miles away from Erengrad, the percentile for an encounter drops 1% every day.

Renegade Dark Elf of Xakishia – Cavalry

	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel

	5
	49
	35
	4
	3
	9
	60
	2
	66
	43
	49
	66
	53
	20


Skills: Animal care, Excellent vision, Disarm, Dodge Blow, Night vision, Ride, Specialist weapon: Net, Strike Mighty Blow, Strike to Stun.

Possessions: Warhorse, Full plate, Mail shirt, Mail coif, Sword, (20% chance that it is magic with +1 damage, +10 weapon skill), Crossbow, Dagger, Quiver of 25 bolts, Net, Dragon pendant, Keys to manacles.

Saddlebags containing a tinderbox, blanket, 5 days preserved rations, a skillet, knife, d3 pairs of manacles, and 10 yards of rope.

What the hell are you?: Removing the helm will gain the identity of the race skulking behind this affair.


The features are distinctly Elven, but the skin is very pale and the hair is sable black. Its features are cruel and hateful rather than the usual soft traits of Elven heritage and it bears many scars. On the forehead is tattoo of a strange runic symbol (Handout 4).


The cavalry has been training hard for this day, and all are criss-crossed with wounds from heated and frenzied practice, duelling, and drilling.

Stealing Uniforms/Disguise

The first requirement is to defeat some Dark Elves. Providing the armour is not too badly damaged (critical hits will require the area that sustained the hit to be replaced with a piece from another body) the subterfuge might work. Steal mind or the use of lasso, net, whip and fighting to stun are wise tactics to ensure this.

The second feat is actually getting in it. The armour is very well fitted and of sinister design. It will only fit someone who falls into the following measurements give or take an inch in height, 5 lbs less, or 2 lbs more. Needless to say, Elves are the best at fitting in the armour.

Build: d6 roll  1-3 light, 4-6 average

Height: 5’ 6” +d10”

Weight: 100 + 3d10 lbs.

If the impersonator is to have colleagues as ‘captives’ they will need to be manacled to pull this off (The Dark Elves are permitted an initiative-10 test to spot manacles that are not properly secured).


Any Dark Elves who are encountered by the party will have the following typical things that they will notice and question if they occur.

Damaged Armour: Eltharin ‘Trouble with the Human scum?’ Any non-Eltharin response results in attack. Responses in Eltharin are not regarded as suspicious as any accent is obliterated by the acoustics of a helm.

Prisoners: ‘Return to the city with them, I doubt there’s any more around here, and there’s plenty of work for them to do.’

No Horse: ‘What occurred here? Report!’ They will be deeply suspicious and some decent well-put reasons will be required. They will seek to ‘escort’ the fellow Dark Elf to the city or offer them a ride back to get a fresh steed. They will be very suspicious of those who decline and will seek to confirm their identity.

Questions: Their reaction will depend on who is asking, if they are suspicious of them, and what the question is. The player character will have to be subtle. No Dark Elf will say anything about the rune, or whom it is that they worship. Their position is still very tenuous. If the player character thinks them normal Dark Elves of Naggaroth and speaks as such, then attack, ambush, or flight to get reinforcements is likely.

Journeying to Middenheim

The return to the city of the White Wolf is fraught with peril. Not only are the Dark Elves still scouring the area for stragglers but also there are other dangers, lack of food being the most deadly.

Distance: It is 200 miles of near coast travel where the Dark Elf forces are patrolling. Their ships landed along this stretch during the Erengrad assault and performed lightning raids on every village and hamlet along the coast. They abducted the villagers, and looted everything of value. After this point, the journey starts to dip south and head to Middenheim, this safer, second leg of the journey is 300 miles.

The Coast: The 200 mile stretch of coast past Erengrad provides a good view of the Dark Elf invasion fleet. Whenever they are in sight of the sea, the characters will see black sailed vessels. They are grim and sleek and travel on the distant waves, heading for Erengrad.

Villages/Farms: Any hopes they have of aid will be dashed when they find these places deserted and looted. The occupants have been taken prisoner by the Dark Elves. Nothing of valuable remains and what they have not taken has been burned. Once the characters have cleared the 200-mile mark the settlements will be normal and unmolested. Horses will be hard to come by, and a lot of the residents may have fled south after seeing the Middenheim task force come by.


Devastated villages have many tracks leading straight to the sea.

Game: The skill of Set trap is invaluable at this point. Captured creatures provide much needed food. If set trap is not one of their skills, it may be the old hiding-in-a-bush-and-wait-for-something time. The chance of a passer by is 2% per hour (cumulative). Listen and observe tests on both sides determine the result.

Vegetation: Handy sustenance that will not require campfires. A person with Identify Plant can locate one day’s worth of basic fare in 100-initiative turns.

Water: A spring, stream, or pool can be located on a successful hour-long search. An initiative test while walking and looking has a 5% chance per hour of spotting something on their route. The water has a 10% chance of bearing leeches and 3% of causing diarrhoea.

Follow Trail: Animal tracks can lead hungry adventurers to a source of food.

	D6 roll
	Tracks lead to

	1-2
	Watering hole, streams, spring, pond

	3
	Burrow, nest

	4-5
	Feeding, grazing, stalking ground

	6
	Creature itself


Produce Small Animal: Probably the most powerful spell they could ever hope for. Quiet, no ingredients, silent, discreet, saves searching and hunting. Lizards, snakes, and mice may be feeble sources of meat, but the odd rabbit, dove, or fish is very useful.

	Animal
	Days/Food

	Mouse
	0.25

	Rabbit
	1

	Dove
	1

	Snake
	1

	Fish
	0.75

	Lizard
	0.2


Optional Encounters

A few set encounters along the route home may present the adventurers with some extra aids or perils. Some examples are as follows.

1/ Bandits

A group of bandits have been oblivious to the war due to their long stint in the wilds. They are ambushing travellers in this area. They will challenge anyone they come across while hiding in the trees. Unless spotted they will demand the adventurer’s money. They are quite bold and will threaten even fully armoured parties.


Player characters with decent fellowships, previous outlaw careers, or very convincing stories may achieve several things, for instance, recruiting these fellows or joining them is not all that bad an idea. Influential characters may even be able to offer pardons to them, after all, Middenheim is going to need every able-bodied warrior it can get at the moment.


They have a chief and she is their spokesman, whatever she says, goes. They have been using a small ruined fort as their base. If the players have talked with them and revealed some of what has happened, they will want to take this matter to her.


Alternatively, if you have run the relevant adventure, and if she is still alive, you may like to have the adventurers run into an old acquaintance. If you have not, she can be an old outlaw companion from waaaay back in a suitable rogue player characters pre-adventure days.


‘Hands off the weapons and get them on your purses. I am the Black Arrow and two dozen of my men have bows trained on you!’ bellows a female voice.

The masked form of Annalisa Kessler then emerges with three outlaws. If the player characters faces are covered, she will require an intelligence test to remember them. This is automatic for any male player character she was romantically involved with. If they tell her who they are, she will recall instantly as the ‘Affair of the Hidden Jewel’ was not a minor event in her career.


Annalisa will be most impressed with any elevated social standing acquired by the party and will enquire about what is going on. At first, she will not believe them, assuming that it is some bad taste joke on their behalf. Invites back to her new base are given, as are questions about what they have been up to since last they met.


Annalisa will gladly aid them for a pardon or promises of good words on her behalf. She is so notorious now that every bounty hunter in the Empire is after her head. She seeks to give up the life of robbery before it gets her killed or hung. This intent has driven her north. She was heading to Kislev where the monies she has made will go a lot further, but with the player characters information, she will decide against this.


The aid that Annalisa can offer is invaluable – horses, escort, food, weapons, and secret trails to Middenheim. The band is used to evading the authorities and their tactics will work just as effectively against Dark Elf patrols.


If her lover has married the Gravine, the news will be a source of disappointment but at least she has more chance of getting a full pardon. Lurking in the back of her thoughts is also the option of blackmail if she ever really needs help.


Only six of her outlaws will accompany her. The rest will continue as they are, operating from the fort. Within the year, they will all be dead or captured.


Once the Gravine signs her pardon she will move to Mercenary Captain as soon as possible and her outlaws (it is up to you how many stay with her once pardoned) become her mercenaries.


Annalisa has a warhorse that she ‘acquired’ when the rider tried to pull a pistol on her. She has fourteen other horses that are currently also between owners. Six are the fort and there are two sets of four hidden an hours walk away in discreet grazing areas.

Fort Hideaway

This small stone fort/outpost is hidden deep within the forest. Its structure is ivy covered, tall trees surround it, and one might walk straight by it without thinking it anything other than a mundane outcrop. Annalisa has her booty stored here (as portable gems and jewellery in small chests), as well as provisions, some livestock, the horses, and the rest of her band.

Annalisa Kessler – the Black Arrow.

Her profile has improved since last the adventurers encountered her. If you are not using Annalisa, use this profile for the outlaw chief Helga Bergmann.

	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel

	4
	56
	76
	4
	6
	11
	57
	3
	26
	62
	40
	40
	35
	42


Skills: Animal care, Concealment rural & urban, Disarm, Dodge blow, Follow trail, Identify plants, Marksmanship (included), Ride, Scale sheer surface, Secret Language – battle & thief, Set trap, Silent move rural & Urban, Spot trap, Strike mighty blow, Strike to stun.

Possessions: Mail shirt +1 armour point, Black hooded cloak, Sword +1 damage, Knife, Bow, Quiver, 30 black arrows.

25 x Outlaws (15 at ambush site, 10 more at Fort Hideaway)

	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel

	4
	43
	35
	3
	4
	8
	30
	1
	29
	24
	29
	36
	35
	30


Skills: Concealment rural, Disarm, Dodge blow, Scale sheer surface, Secret language – Battle tongue, Set trap, Silent move rural, Spot trap, Strike mighty blow, Strike to stun.

Possessions: Leather jack, Mask, Hand weapon, Bow, Quiver of 20 arrows.

2/ I Had A Dream

One night, an adventurer is visited by a vision sent by the Gods. Ideally, this will be the one with the most religious ties or who bore Ghal Maraz. They have just finished their watch and are settling down to sleep when they are awoken by the sound of movement in the trees.


Whoever is on watch is fast asleep and any attempts to awaken them fail. They are in a deep comatose state, as though drugged. All the other characters are in the same catatonic state. Once complete panic sets in, they see the outline of someone in the trees. They are too indistinct to get an accurate shot at, and seem to heading slowly, but stealthily away.


If they do not follow, they awaken suddenly, soaked in sweat. If they give chase, the usual rules for movement apply including falls and wounds etc. They will eventually come across a small clearing. It is perfectly tended and in its centre stands a small pyramid of white stone that is about a yard high. The stone gleams in the moonlight and every one of its surfaces are dotted with strange runes. A robed figure stands on the opposite side of the pyramid and a dull glow radiates from within its hood.


Any questions are ignored. If they approach, the figure points to a handprint on one face of the pyramid. The dream is broken if the character attacks or touches the figure or attempts to flee.


Looking closely at the indicated spot discovers that the palm print appears to have been melted into the pure white stone. Placing a hand in it causes the following to occur.

The figure is engulfed by a pulse of light and vanishes. The pyramid hums with power and your hand is affixed to it and cannot be moved from the glowing stone. You can feel tendrils of irresistible force grabbing at the bones of your entire arm to hold you in place. A radiant white light illuminates the pyramid from within and starts to grow more potent. It becomes brighter and brighter until the light pains your eyes and pours unchecked through your eyelids. Throwing an arm across your face to shield from the awful glare does nothing. You can see your skeleton through the limb. Soon, you can see nothing but this fierce and terrible light.


An image suddenly flashes before your eyes and it lasts only a split second. You see a dark foreboding hall. It is covered in strange unnatural runes that pulsate and glow. A group of dark-clad Elves are conducting some kind of worship here. The image is suddenly gone and then another appears. It is of a woman of unearthly beauty. She is an image of perfection and possessed of an impossible clarity, so much so that your eyes ache from having to bear witness to her. A few seconds later you see a gem explode. You hear a scream and flames billow forth from every direction, covering your entire field of vision. A strange rune emerges from the inferno and then another arises to replace the first. The vision fades with your consciousness.

Dawn

As everyone arises it becomes immediately apparent that the character is missing if they followed the dream in full to its final conclusion. No one saw them leave or heard them move, not even those on watch. They are gone. Everything they left behind is still there, and anything they grabbed when chasing the figure is gone.


Follow Trail or an initiative test automatically locates a single set of very distinct tracks leaving the camp. Following them is surprisingly easy and they lead to the following sight.

You come to an overgrown clearing. In the centre stands a cracked and ancient monument of some sort. It is too lost within ivy to discern what it is. Lying curled in a ball before the monument is (character’s name). One arm is stretched out and a strange mark is now present on their palm. It looks a lot like a birthmark and for a brief moment, it seems to catch the light and sparkle.

The character can easily be awoken. They feel exhilarated and all insanity points, wounds, and injuries are gone. Even badly healed joints, breaks, limps, and defective distinguishing characteristics have vanished. Any amputations or lost body parts are back and work perfectly. Not even one trace of a scar remains. They also remember everything that occurred in the dream.


Clearing away the ivy exposes a cracked and ancient stone pyramid. Faded by the centuries it is lichen covered and badly weathered. Much of it has crumbled away and a few indistinct runes mark the surfaces. Directly before the area where the character was lying, there is a worn palm print in the stone. A design in the centre is visible but vague. An initiative test notes the similarity to the rune on the character’s palm.

Rune Lore: an intelligence test reveals that these runes are religious scriptures at least 5000 years old. The text is too worn to make out.

Theology: This is definitely a shrine of some sort, but none that can be attributed to any cult or faith.

The Dream: An intelligence test means that the character recalls details of the runes they saw in the hall. Rune lore or etching them in the dirt for someone with that skill can reveal that they are summoning runes and runes to contain great magical power. The two symbols at the end are recalled with an intelligence +20 test to recall correctly. Rune lore does not identify them, but the first is Handout 4, and the second is the one on the character’s palm and on the pyramid - Handout 5.



3/ Undead and Buried

During their journey, they start to hear a muffled commotion. It sounds like people banging on doors, scratching at wood, and thrashing around against walls. It sounds close but there is nothing anywhere that they can see. A listen test (normal noise, +10 acute hearing) tells that it is coming from about ten yards off to the right. The area is a series of ivy and moss covered lumps about a yard high.

Magic Sense: you feel a chill sense of foreboding, of something twisted and unnatural all around you, in the plants, beneath your feet, in every breath you take. A horrible clamminess starts to possess your skin.

Any others will just feel a little colder.

Clearing off the plant life reveals gravestones and the sounds are coming from beneath the ground.

The power flowing out from the expanded Warpgates has spontaneously reanimated these cadavers. The twelve graves are unmarked and the occupants have been raised as standard zombies. They are currently trying to get out. It will take them 5 minutes to claw their way free, and so instability will almost certainly eat through most of their ranks.

PART 5: RETURN TO MIDDENHEIM

When the adventurers return they find a city readying for war. The guards will search and question every entrant most thoroughly. Those who protest will receive an even harder grilling (if they are veterans of ‘Power Behind The Throne’ the fact that they thwarted one doppelganger should make them amiable to such precautions because the enemy will almost certainly try to send infiltrators in). Magic sense is run over them all to detect any illusionary or possession type magic, or any other sly deceptions.

The City

The Walls: They are mostly manned by citizens with bows. A few trained guardsmen dot the city walls, but it obvious that they are desperately under strength. On several towers, a wizard or cleric is visible. Some clutch scrolls or fondle rings with obvious angst. Everyone is watching the skies with dread.

The Temples: Every shrine resounds with prayer. The doors are open and people form a steady stream both in and out. Many bear sacrifices or donations. It is obvious that the citizenry are giving up their most valuable treasures in the hope of being preserved by their deity. Previously lip service members have become devout and humble. The sermons that can be heard try to give hope, but they are a little cracked or overtly fanatic.

The Streets and Shops: People are buying up food at an alarming rate. Some shops have closed in order to hoard their wares, many are selling at massively inflated prices, and yet the panic buying continues unabated. Gold is being given for bread and meat. Bulging purses are handed over for the simplest weapons and preserves. Haggling is no longer an option.

	Item
	Cost modifier
	Availability modifier
	Very Rare Items*

	Tools
	x 3
	1 level more rare
	-1% per level

	Armour
	x 5
	1 level more rare
	-2% per level

	Cloth/hide items
	x 6
	1 level more rare
	-2% per level

	Illumination
	x 7
	1 level more rare
	-3% per level

	Food/weapons
	x 8
	1 level more rare
	-5% per level

	Livestock
	x 10
	2 level more rare
	-10% per level

	Preserves
	x 12
	3 level more rare
	-10% per level


Once an item is very rare, for every level beyond this indicated by the modifier, deduct the listed percentile. At zero or less, the item is simply sold out, there are just no more left in the city. Doubling the affected price makes an item one level more available.

Wizards Guild: The return of the High Wizard will be a cause of great relief (whether player character of non-player character). The deputy will brief them on the situation.

Since your departure, we have had most of our membership return from the outlying area. I have issued apprentices with as many spell rings and jewels as possible. Range attacks and defence magics are being used in case of Dragon attack. It is a pity that there are no specific warding magics for such beasts, but I have librarians digging in the deepest vaults of lost lore to try to find something, anything, that might help. The Gravine has ordered that a member of the Inner Council be present near all viaducts in case the words of command are required.

Currently returned…

20 x Apprentices, 18 x 1st, 10 x 2nd, 3 x 3rd, 2 x 4th level.

Illusionists, 5 x 1st level, 2 x 2nd, 1 x 3rd 

Alchemists, 6 x 1st level, 3 x 2nd, 1 x 3rd

Any wizards in regiments at Erengrad other than the Middenheim force are almost certainly dead.


If the adventurers are veterans of ‘Death on the Reik’, you may like to add Heironymous Blitzen the 3rd level wizard and his now 1st level understudy Hans Peter Schiller. They were coming to assist with the Magicopoeia.


Heironymous is a member here, having served his apprenticeship in Middenheim and he wants to make his understudy a member. He was also hoping that the mages of Middenheim could calm his power hungry streak.

Hans Peter is cold and aloof. He is slowly being seduced into the power of evil wizardry and is only waiting for the opportunity to present itself to turn to Necromancy or Daemonology.

Taverns: Full to bursting with people trying to find a rosier outlook through the bottom of a bottle.

Inns: Full to capacity. The massive influx of wealthy persons seeking shelter in the city has meant that every room is fully booked in perpetuity. In the event of another Waaagh, Middenheim will be one of the securest places in the Empire. Sleeping in the streets is safe enough though, there are hardly any watch left to do anything about it.

The Great Park: The Gravine has given permission for refugees to camp there. The Great Park is dotted with all manner of tents and some caravans and covered wagons. The temple of Shallya is running a soup kitchen for those who arrived in Middenheim less than prepared.

What Can We Do?

The Gravine and the court will be kept busy planning and organising. If a player character is married to her, they will be spending their nights alone as she foregoes sleep to continue working.


The adventurers will be given instructions to remain in the city for the next two days. No reasons are given save that it is the Gravine’s wish.


Military types can keep themselves occupied by drilling peasants and organising defences. Academics can do some research into the runic symbols that may have come to light during the flight from Erengrad.

Research
The three main authorities can provide much information of great consequence. Each Title/Subject has an Intelligence Modifier and a Time Roll listed after it, followed by the results for success. The listed intelligence modifier affects the roll to locate the results, the time roll is how long each attempt takes whether the roll is successful or not.

Collegium Theologica
Much of it is locked. Students have been drafted into weapons training. The two librarians Hermann Grosz and Hugo Durchfall will require one of the following to reopen the DHSS for them.

a)  A letter of authorisation from the Gravine

b) Authority – Knights Panther, Knight Eternal, High Wizard

c) A bribe of at least 20 GC

Results

Xakishia Rune (-20/2d4 hrs) Classical – you locate a reference to an evil goddess of old whose symbol was similar to the one you witnessed.

Palm Symbol (-20/2d3hrs) Classical – A scroll of ancient origin that was written by an obscure prophet named ‘the eye of fates’. The symbol is accompanied by a vague prophecy. Handout 6. GM’s note: This is a reference to Arianka’s ability to banish Xakishia.

Arianka (+10/d4hrs). Old Worlder - Handout 7

High Elves (+20/d2 hrs). Old Worlder: Denizens of Ulthuan and several isolated outposts. Highly sorcerous, possessed of unnatural longevity. Ruled by an elected Phoenix King and an Everqueen. The High Elves brought their potent forms of sorcery to the Empire after the last Chaos Incursion, thereby founding the Colleges of Magic. Norse raiders have repeatedly attacked the northeast coastline of Ulthuan. Magnus the Mad made a suicide assault on Lothern on 1703 IC. Following this event, a strange mist and shifting reefs and shoals began to form across the eastern coasts, preventing any approach or landing. Lothern, their capital, is the only part of their sorcerous isle where non-High Elves may set foot as a result. The rest of the island remains a mystery. The infamous Goblin Warlord Grom the Paunch, left the Empire for Ulthuan 2425 IC. His forces and he were killed there soon after.

Dark Elves (+10/d3hrs) Old Worlder. The evil renegade faction that split from Ulthuan many hundreds of years ago. They populate a dark and cold land north of Ulthuan called Naggaroth. They are led by the Witch King Malekith and his mother the Hag Queen, Morathi. They ride reptilian steeds and worship the lord of murder - Khaine. Female Dark Elves are called Witch Elves and fight as bloodthirsty berserks in battle. Dark Elf fortresses were set adrift by sorcery and now prowl the seas, towed by many foul sea monsters. These Black Arks seek captives to return to Naggaroth for sacrifice or can land to deploy their troops for battle.

Slaan’s Beloved (-10/2d3hrs) Classical. A legendary race of supreme beings from the heavens that were said to have created the Elves. There are references to ruins left by these beings in the depths of Lustria.

Temple of Verena

The temple is packed with worshippers twenty-four hours a day. It is a physical feat to get through the crowd to a priest. Access to the library requires supervision and they just do not have anyone to spare. The exceptions are if they have orders from the Gravine, or if they are Knights, High Wizard, Watch Commander, a priest of Verena etc.


An initiate will be rustled up to supervise their searches. The initiate is an inquisitive fellow called Vernon Kohl who cannot help in the search but will hinder with constant interruptions. What are they looking for? Why? Were they at Erengrad? What did they see?


The library is virtually deserted and eventually, Vernon will become bored and start reading some books of his own after a few hours, or take forty winks.

Results

Xakishia Rune (-10/2d4+1hrs) Classical – a single page from a book on runes bears the symbol and one sentence ‘the Black Queen - Xakishia’

Xakishia (-5/2d3hrs) Classical – an ancient tome dictated by a priest of Verena to a scribe who then took his life soon after, it is dated 2001 IC. It bears a passage mentioning the Black Queen. Handout 8.
Finubar Seafarer (+10/d3hrs) Old Worlder. High Elven Prince who travelled abroad establishing relations with all races and cultures. He became the 11th Phoenix King of Ulthuan on 2163 IC

Palm Symbol (-10/2d3hrs) Old Worlder. The symbol appears on a design for a grave marker in a book on Morrspark of Middenheim. It is written by a priest of Morr. The stone is a white marble pyramid that bears the symbol over the name and inscription ‘Oskar Baum. 2304 – 2386. A Mage and Friend.’

Oskar Baum (+5/d2hrs) Classical – a book on archaeology and history mentions him amongst other pioneering historians. He was an insane genius, creator of many spells for the city of Middenheim and he was also a renowned archaeologist who specialised in ancient religions. Much of his later work was centred on the lost Goddess Arianka. His exhaustive diaries are kept in the library at the Guild of Wizards. Sadly, much of his writings are incoherent and so much of his vast knowledge faded from this world with his passing.

Arianka (+5/d3+1hrs) Old Worlder. Handout 7.

High Elves and Dark Elves: as in the Collegium.

The Wizards & Alchemists Guild

This is strictly members only. Those in the employ of the High Wizard or Gravine may acquire temporary access. The library is deserted.

Results

Diaries of Oskar Baum (+20/2d3 minutes). Old Worlder. The last pages of his diary. Handout 9.

Morrspark

The temple of Morr reverberates with the services and sounds of grief for those lost at Erengrad. No remains could be recovered, but prayers continue, as does much mourning.

Oskar’s Gravestone

A marble pyramid bearing the symbol of Arianka above ‘Oskar Baum. 2304 – 2386. A Mage and Friend.’

Magic Sense: the adventurer feels a great power in close proximity. The clerics put this down to his magical abilities at the time of burial when they were first burying him. The people who tend this old part of the graveyard do not have the skill and thus have never noticed it. A magic user will know that any residual power would have long since dissipated by now.

The Dreamer: A character marked by the shrine will feel their hand tingle when within 4 yards of the grave.

Exhuming Oskar: This requires the signing of an order by the Gravine, the Law Lords, and the high priest of Morr. All of them will be most interested in their reasoning behind this. The first opportunity the player characters will get to see the Gravine is when she summons them 2 days after their arrival. Once the relevant persons are convinced, then they will sign the order. The Clerics will be most displeased but will conduct the exhumation after asking why (the player characters are not actually under any obligation to provide this information).

The diggers stop as they strike the coffin. After clambering out, they attach ropes. The supervising priests murmur prayers to Morr to forgive this transgression. With groans of strain, the coffin is raised. After heaving it onto the grass, the diggers move away and sit down to watch what is going on. They put scented cloths over their nose and mouth in readiness for the opening.


The clerics start to open the casket as another supervisors and conducts rites to appease the anger of their deity and the spirit of the departed. The lid is raised and within is the perfectly preserved body of Oskar Baum. His body is old, but shows no sign of decay. His hands are held to his chest where he holds a shard of translucent crystal.


The crystal is the first of the keys to Arianka’s release. Magic sense will reveal that it is more powerful than anything they have ever encountered. A tremendous source of power is held within the crystal but no details can be acquired. The moment the crystal is removed, Oskar’s face stretches slowly into a smile, and then his body crumbles into dust.

PART 6: THE QUEST BEGINS

After two days, a messenger locates the adventurers. They are told that the Gravine requests their presence, immediately. They are led through the palace to the throne room where Gravine Katarina Todbringer sits. Her eyes are red rimmed and dull. It is obvious that she has slept little in these past days. The Chancellor, the Law Lords, and the Midden Marshals are present. For those who have spotted it before or knew of his habit there is an initiative test to notice the signs that Chancellor Sparsam is back on the laughing powder.


He had managed to quit after ‘Power Behind The Throne’, but with all the new stress and an entire city to prepare for siege he has relapsed. If the subject is broached in private, he can assure them that it is a temporary thing. They may all end up dead soon anyway, so he needs something to relax him on occasion.

The Gravine motions to Chancellor Sparsam who begins. “Honoured servants of the great city of Middenheim, it seems that our situation has worsened. According to recent reports, many of the mercenaries and Norse who were aiding our armies at Erengrad and who managed to survive the assault were not killed. They were spared and a large number have now gone over to the enemy. Also, from the last word we received before lines of communication were cut, Praag has been taken. The enemy are now entrenched in Erengrad, are fortifying their position in Praag, and are now mustering for a march on the capital. Nothing has been heard from Kislev since. We have also received reports from abroad. The situation between Araby and the South is rapidly deteriorating. Apparently, there have been several assassination attempts. Some have succeeded, others have failed, and this has implicated old rivals. And finally, the Gravine has received word from Emperor Heinrich X…”


The Chancellor unravels a scroll, takes a deep sniff, and clears his throat.


“To Gravine Katarina Todbringer, ruler of Middenheim and its City State…Dear Sister. The situation looks grave. The size of the enemy force and their anonymous leaders has caused us to reconsider our position. I am therefore calling a gathering of the Electors to discuss our course of action. I understand that you wish to remain within the City State of Middenheim to oversee the preparations during this dark time, but we must unite to ensure victory. Lines are stretched and the delay caused by long distance communication is only aiding out foes. I will not call this an official meeting, the choice to attend is purely voluntary, but I ask that you do come to Altdorf.”


The Chancellor rolls the scroll up and turns to you. “The Gravine has decided to attend. With our forces under such grievous strain and burden, we will travel with a small escort of elite. We ask that you volunteer.”

It is assumed that they say yes, if they do not, they will be ordered to. This is not a time to be squeamish or to dither.

“Now, I shall have the necessary preparations made. We leave at dawn. Do you wish anything for the journey and have you any questions?”

Now is the time to bring up the exhumation of Oskar, Annalisa’s pardon, and anything else the players may require handling. All will be granted with minimal questioning.


The entire escort will be comprised as follows.

Coach 1: Three Knights Panther on top. One is a sergeant. Inside are the Champion, any non-player characters, and any player characters that lack ride.

Coach 2: The Gravine (+ husband). A Knights Panther captain and two sergeants ride on top.

Coach 3: Three ladies in waiting. Three normal Knights Panther on top. 

Horseback: 6 Knights Panther + the adventurers.

Dawn

The coaches are prepared, luggage is strapped down tightly, and the armoured warhorses are brought forth from amongst the finest steeds in the stables of the elite cavalry. The Knights Panther check their weapons and climb aboard. The ladies in waiting board their coach and the Gravine is shown into hers. Again, she is dressed not in finery, but in light field plate, with her Runefang at her side.

Warhorse
	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel

	8
	41
	0
	5
	4
	13
	35
	1
	-
	16
	14
	20
	14
	-


Special Rules: 1 stomp attack

Possessions: Plate and chain barding on body and head (2 armour points)

Saddle, Saddlebags, 2 weeks preserved rations, water skin, 10 yards of rope.

PART 7: THE JOURNEY TO ALTDORF

The journey to Altdorf will be fairly uneventful and coaches travel with increased speed. It will take ten days to hurtle down to Altdorf. Each night they stop at an Inn and take a wing that the Knights guard with vigilance.

The party may relax downstairs for awhile. Rumours about the war abound at every stop. The Gravine is separated from work and without it she manages to sleep almost the entire way.

IMPERIAL NEWS AND RUMOURS

The people at the inns will ask the characters a lot of questions. If they are escorting the Gravine, it is assumed they will know much.

1/ The Electors are being called to…


- replace Heinrich
- he’s mad.





- he’s ill, same thing as his father.





- he’s dead, killed by Chaos Worshippers.


- to discuss giving aid to Tilea/Estalia/Araby.


- raise the taxes to help pay for the war.

The party know the reason already.

2/ Tilea/Estalia/Araby have been defeated (stories of atrocity generally follow)

False, they are building their armies but no hostilities have broken out just yet.

3/ The Waaagh have taken Kislev/Bolgasgrad/Praag/Middenheim/ Talabheim

False, false (they flattened it), true, false, false.

4/ The Waaagh is aided by Daemons/Monsters/the Tsar of Kislev

True (‘the Dragons’), true (Ogres, Trolls etc), false.

5/ Reiksmarshall Von Genscher has been assassinated. He was found with…


- his throat cut


- a poisoned dart in his neck


- a poison blade in his back


- a poisoned dinner before him

6/ The Reiksmarshall was killed by Goblinoids/Chaos/Bretonnians

7/ The Captain of the Reiksguard, Kurt Helborg has been given Von Genscher’s position. He and Von Genscher were friends and fought in many battles together in their youth. Helborg is now thirsting for vengeance.

8/ Grand Theogonist Gludred IV of Averheim has…


- been slain in his sleep by Daemons.


- perished of old age. Why in Sigmar’s name did they elect such a decrepit old fart like that anyway?


- been removed from office due to senility


- been poisoned by assassins.

9/ Volkmar the Grim is now Grand Theogonist.


- he isn’t very powerful, magic wise. He’s an ex-Templar and real tough warrior though.


- the cult elected him because of his battle prowess. They want a warrior to lead the faith in this dark time. But it’ll bite ‘em when the wars over.


- The man is a psychotic zealot. But he’ll get the job done.

10/ The Emperor has taken a Champion. Ludwig Schwarzhelm.


- he’s a giant of a man and he’s never smiled once in his life.


- he’s also the Emperor’s bodyguard because of the recent assassinations.


- ain’t no-one getting near Heinrich now. Ludwig’ll chew ‘em up and spit ‘em out before they even get to raise a dagger. The man’s glower could freeze the heart of a Dragon.

The slaying of Von Genscher and the Grand Theogonist were conceived and executed by the forces of Xakishia. Maximillian was a man of courage, strength, and aptitude and could have proven problematic for them in their conquest. They thought him irreplaceable, but his successor is one of the finest warriors in the Empire and is now motivated by revenge. Killing Gludred was hoped to plunge the Empire back into chaos and revive the recent Ulric and Sigmar hostilities. Again, it has backfired. Volkmar is a fanatical Sigmarite who will hound the enemy to their graves and never admit defeat. He is not particularly skilled at magic, but is an accomplished warrior and an inspirational preacher.

PART 8: ALTDORF

Altdorf is exceedingly busy at present. The great distance from the front line and the lack of realisation as to the extent of the danger have given many people reason to believe that it is only a minor skirmish.


Many business people are ecstatic about the border war and are expecting record orders for military equipment as well as food, tools, and medical supplies. The sudden migration of the Dwarves to the south has left stone masons and other engineers salivating at the prospect of gaining all the business that the Dwarves would have handled with regard to creating, enhancing, and repairing defences for the Empire.

The Imperial: The Electors have congregated on Altdorf and most are staying at the Imperial. This is where the Gravine’s procession is taken.

The coaches and horses trot down the crowded streets with ease. The inquisitive citizens of Altdorf try to catch a glimpse inside as you pass. The fear and despair of the north has clearly not reached the capital. The expensive and elite Imperial appears and you can see that is heavily guarded by soldiers heralding from all over the Empire.

They have just enough time to enter and drop their gear before messengers rush to inform the Emperor. The Gravine was the last elector to arrive.


Duchess Krieglitz-Untermensch of Talabheim pays a brief visit to exchange a few words with the Gravine. If the adventurers are Heroes of the Hammer they will be addressed as friends, otherwise they be treated politely but still as little more than bodyguards. The Duchess has heard first hand about the events that occurred at Erengrad and wishes to talk with the only Elector properly acquainted with the dire situation. Typical topics are…


1/ To apologise for the lack of troops she sent to aid the Gravine at Erengrad (she did not think more were required). The Gravine will dismiss her guilt by telling her that the Countess could have sent every soldier and citizen of Talabheim and they would have just died with everyone else.


2/ To discuss on how important it is to convince the other Electors as to the gravity of the situation.


3/ To unofficially let the Gravine know that if an army moves on Middenheim, anyone she decides to evacuate can seek shelter at Talabheim. The Gravine reciprocates this offer of sanctuary.

A messenger arrives during the talk, informing the two Electors that the Emperor is calling the meeting and that their presence is required, also, that the Electors are advised to bring bodyguards.


The Emperor knows that the foe they face is powerful and sneaky. A poison dart killed Von Genscher while he was eating lunch and poison needles were placed inside Gludred’s favourite slippers. The assassins managed to get in and out of the palace without being detected. Heinrich does not want an enemy suicide hit squad turning up during the meeting and crippling the Empire by killing unarmed and undefended Electors.


The Gravine chooses the player characters with a warning of ‘Prepare for a battle with the Gods, my friends. My brother would not issue such advice lightly.’ She grabs a bag of Middenheim and checks that there are healing potions in there as well as potions of strength, toughness, and a couple of invisibility ones.

The Meeting

The Knights gather as they escort the Gravine to the main doors of the Imperial. Their hands are on their swords as they enter the reception hall. Ahead you see a contingent of soldiers from Nuln who escort someone into a waiting coach, and then it swiftly pulls away. The Gravine’s coach replaces it and Knights Panther form a swift cordon around it and an armoured passageway to the doors.


Just to give the players cause for alarm, have them relate their movement, position, and where they are looking. Once they get the Gravine on board, they head off.


Knights Panther draw swords and jog at the side the coach, glaring at the crowd and buildings. The Volkshalle is quickly reached. Many guards surround the building and a gauntlet of armoured warriors present a path to the doors. Once inside you can see that many Electors are already here. All are fully armoured and have battle hardened warriors all around them. Several sorcerers are locked in concentration at various strategic points. You feel the influence of various mystical zones bolstering your psyche and enhancing your physique and battle prowess.

The wizards are maintaining zones of sanctuary and steadfastness. They have been placed so that their zones to not touch and cancel each other out.


The adventurers have about 15 minutes before all of the Electors are assembled.

The occupants rise as Emperor Heinrich marches into the hall. At his side is his new Champion, Ludwig Schwarzhelm. He is as tall as Heinrich, of massive physique and his face is a mask of stone like severity behind a large bushy beard. Heinrich takes his throne. Skavenslayer lies at his side as does his Runefang, The Electors seat themselves and silence descends.


‘We are gathered here to work on a solution to the threat against the Empire,’ he announces and then takes a letter that is handed to him by the Grand Theogonist. Volkmar the Grim is a bald, savage looking man with bushy eyebrows and moustache. His jaw is clenched and frenzy burns in his eyes.


‘I have received a rather disturbing report from our scouts concerning Erengrad. The report is somewhat old, but intelligence has been harder to gather due to intense enemy patrols in the surrounding area.’


Heinrich opens it and looks to all the Electors before reading the contents.


‘Fallen Imperial and Kislevite troops have risen. Marching west. Human mercenary units and unknown leaders present,’ he then hands it back.


‘This should explain my advice as to caution and also the wizards I have had stationed here. Now, to ensure we are all thinking clearly on the full magnitude of this threat, I think a first hand account of the battle of Erengrad is in order. Gravine Todbringer of Middenheim?’


All eyes turn to your group.

The Gravine will turn to them and expect them to give their account, after all, they were in the thick of it, and the Gravine was rushed off the battlefield the moment the Dragons appeared. They also may have intelligence about the Dark Elves themselves, including who they worship. They are, at present, the foremost authority on the Dark Elves of Xakishia.


Some Electors will question them about their story, giving you the chance to get them to elaborate and cover bits they missed. Things like their apparent invulnerability to Elf Bows, the symbol of Xakishia, the looting of villages and their journey back. Eventually…

The Emperor arises. ‘Our foe is formidable. We have faced the masters of undead, we have faced Chaos, and we have faced Greenskins before. However, never all of them combined. We are facing a sorcerous and possibly Chaotic enemy that is using our own dead against us. In addition, they have gained the power of a budding Waaagh to steer at us. We need aid. I propose a mission to Ulthuan, there to seek the assistance of the High Elves.’

Typical opinions are…

- The High Elves will never aid us.

- We don’t need the help of Ulthuan. We can handle this ourselves.

- They’ve fought the Dark Elves for centuries, they’ll know best how to defeat them.

- At least we can get some tactical information. Weaknesses and the like.

- I’ll not set foot on that sorcerous place. I don’t trust them.

- I’m not for sorcery, I prefer cold steel in my hands, not fire in the hands of strangers.

- And how will your cold steel battle sheets of Dragon flame?

- Where did they get the Dragons from anyway? The High Elves, that’s where.

- We must fight Elf magic with Elf magic.

- The Colleges of Magic can handle it.

- We need masters of it, not dabblers in snippets of what they gave us.

- And why would they help us ‘mere Humans’. You know how up themselves they are.

- Aye, they only taught us a few spells so they wouldn’t have to dirty their hands against Chaos anymore.

- We have to find some way to bargain for their assistance.

- And what could we offer them for such help?

- What could Ulthuan possibly need from us?

The adventurers can either enter this squabbling or they can wait and watch until the scene is stopped by the arrival of a new report from the south.

The doors open and a group of Reiksguard escort a lone figure in dusty and flamboyant livery over to the Emperor

Heraldry allows an intelligence test to recognise it as that of Count Durgart, an Imperial noble who left after some sort of courtly scandal and then resettled in the realm of the Border Princes.

The Electors slowly quieten as the man hands the Emperor a letter that he reads with an appalled expression. The Emperor stands up and steps forward, bringing the Volkshalle to silence.


‘I have a message here to the Electors of Sigmar’s Empire. It is from Prince Durgart of the Border Princes.’ He then begins to read from the letter.


‘I send this message to inform the lands of my birth that a Waaagh is forming in the Badlands. At its heart are some of the great Warlords but there is no clear leader as of yet. The Border Princes are divided as to our course of action. I still bear loyalty to the Empire and so give you this warning should the Goblinoids advance north and we fall to them.’


Heinrich stops and folds up the letter. ‘Well, it seems the case for seeking aid strengthens, does it not?’

The arguing continues for a few rounds and then a powerful illusionary form is projected by the Dark Elves of Maultark. Those not arguing will feel a sudden out rush of air. They do not have enough time to draw weapons or give warnings, only notice it and not be caught completely by surprise.

There is a shimmering in the centre of the Volkshalle, a ripple upon the very air that swiftly coalesces into a dark form. It wears black robes of obvious quality and beneath it, you can spy the outlines of heavy platemail. It has large membranous wings growing from its back and the tip of its armoured snout is clearly reptilian. Two glowing red eyes can be seen deep within the shadows of its pointed hood. Clawed, gauntletted hands hold a contorted metal staff that throws out curled spines and has a rearing Dragon depiction atop it.

The adventurers may act as they wish. Everyone draws weapons and the Electors are pulled back behind their guards. This is a fanciful conjuration designed to confuse and inspire dread.

A deep resonant voice with a sibilant edge to it echoes in the stunned silence.


‘I come in peace…this time. You may sheath your puny weapons, mortals,’ it says, and the last word drips with disdain.


The Emperor composes himself and moves from his ring of Reiksguard Knights. Schwarzhelm comes with him. The Sword of Justice is in his hands and the Dwarven runes along the length of this heirloom of Emperor’s Champions flicker ferociously in the light.


‘And what fell purpose brings you here, dark one?’ asks Heinrich.


‘You be the chieftain of this rabble?’ it states and the form turns to Heinrich as its eyes wink with extra power.


Anger arises throughout the hall at the contempt it flaunts towards the rulers of the Empire.


‘I am the Emperor of Sigmar’s Empire and a direct descendent of that vaulted power, pawn of Chaos,’ he retorts lightly. The form chuckles and bares its numerous needle fangs. Black venom slips from its lips.


‘Chaos? I? Once, maybe. But now? Now I am aligned to a greater power and I bring to you a message, or to be more precise…an offer. You are being given the chance to surrender. Lay down your arms. They will only prolong your suffering. You can delay the inevitable but not stop it, You have seen only our pawns, a single piece in our arsenal. You are doomed. Give yourselves to us and you will be spared. Otherwise, they will see the flames of your Empire in Cathay.’


‘And what then? We live as slaves?’ snarls Heinrich.


‘Slaves? Loyal subjects!’ it declares with amusement. ‘The choice is yours primitives. Take the offer if you wish, there will be no others,’ it states and then fades from view. There is a brief silence that the Emperor breaks by sliding his Runefang back into its scabbard.


‘If there are no objections, the Phoenix King will be more receptive to my actual presence, so despite the seriousness of the current situation, I leave of Ulthuan as soon as possible. Now, to other matters.’

Any attacks on the form simply pass through it. Spells have no effect either, save dispel magic or any other magic or illusion destroying sorcery.

The rest of the meeting is conducted concerning military information, troops, movements, and other martial preparations. After several hours, the discussions break for dinner. Everyone relaxes and awaits the arrival of food. During this time, a messenger approaches the player characters. Emperor Heinrich wishes to see them in the shrine of Sigmar and the Gravine gives her permission.


Inside the shrine, the Emperor is on one knee before the statue of his distant father. He rises once the doors are closed. Schwarzhelm remains by the doors and glowers grimly at the party.

‘My friends, I have been informed by some of my agents that you have been quite busy of late. In Morrspark?’

He wants to know what they were looking for, what they found, what they suspect, and what they intend to do next. If they do not think of it, Heinrich will suggest that the High Elves seem to know much and it would wise to discover what. He can also add the following vital information when they mention Arianka.

Arianka was a Goddess of Law. She was imprisoned in a crystal coffin that could only be opened by a certain number of crystal keys. It was said that she rested in Praag for a time.

Heinrich takes the matter of the crystal very seriously. He has seen the affairs of the Gods drag the Empire back from the brink of total civil war. He is not about to turn a blind eye to a possible backup plan for victory. The Elves may know where the other keys are, what they do, details on Xakishia, her weaknesses, her objectives, and her followers.

‘I want you to accompany me to Ulthuan. There you may be able to learn more of this matter. Prepare yourselves, we are going to the oldest and most powerful civilisation in the world. We go to get their aid, and to get that with which we may yet aid ourselves. Your fates and mine seem to continue on the same path. Will you walk it once more?’
The party may decide to continue the campaign or not at this point. If they agree to continue…

‘Excellent. I want to stay here for two more days to sort out and organise as much as I can. Then we shall be off.’

If they fought with Von Genscher at Wolfenburg, or got to know him a little in ‘Power Behind The Throne’ then the following invite is extended.

‘Tomorrow morning there will be a small service in the chapel at the Reiksguard barracks. Maximillian Von Genscher will then be sent to rest in Middenheim. You may attend if you wish.’

If they wish to attend, the service is as follows.

In the chapel are ranks of Knights and other high ranking military. The massive inert form of Von Genscher lies in his armour with his two handed blade clutched to his chest. His coffin is carved from solid stone. Heinrich and Ludwig stand before it in ceremonial attire.


‘We are here to bid farewell to our comrade in arms, Maximillian Von Genscher. He was a brave, uncompromising soul, whose courage, honesty, leadership, and skill we all knew and depended on. Marshal of Middenheim, he served my father and was my friend and mentor. As Reiksmarshall of the Empire, he served us all.’


‘His accomplishments are too many to list. His blade was always there to help, his words were always there to inspire, and his friendship never once faltered. Beloved by his troops, trusted by those around him, he leaves a wife - Erika, two sons - Hermann and Anton, a daughter - Elise, and a hole in this world that can not easily be filled. Sigmar and Ulric watch over you, my friend.’


Heinrich, Ludwig, and other Knights from many different orders place the lid on the coffin. Swords are drawn and lifted in salute as the coffin passes by. They carry it out to a wagon in the courtyard where a rank of troops raise their handguns and fire a volley into the air. The Imperial flag is draped over the coffin and with an escort of Knights the wagon rumbles away.

The Knights will now indulge an all night drinking binge to honour their friend. Most of them have fought with Von Genscher and owe their lives to him. They all have stories of his achievements.

The End of Part 1. The campaign continues in Part 2: The Ulthuan Keys
PART 9: EXPERIENCE POINTS

Golthog

10 

Defeating the current chief.

40 

Discovering that the advisors are Elves.

Bolgasgrad

10 

Per area searched properly (all information gained).

15 

Discovering the tracks of the departing army.

The Road to Kislev

5 –  15 
Discovering news and rumours.

The High Wizard in Kislev

-5 


Showing the Tsar disrespect.

5  


Telling the Tsar about Bolgasgrad.

5 – 10 

Gathering spells at the university.

5 – 15
 
Gathering news and rumours.

5 


Sitting in on the document examination.

Arrival of the Gravine

3 – 20
 
Role-playing at the banquet.

20


Maintaining good relations with the Gravine.

Kislev

25


Getting Golthog out of the dungeons.

0 – 20

Role-playing at the council of fear.

15


For Golthog getting his people released.

The Battle of Erengrad

0-15/group
Role-playing with each group.

5


Calling on the Ancient Spirits for help.

0-15

Acting according to character in the battle

50


Discovering that the Dragons are actually Daemons.

Slaying enemy troops once the ambush has been sprung

	Race
	Warrior
	Cavalry
	Boss
	Big Boss
	Warlord

	Goblin
	.5
	1
	2
	5
	50

	Norse
	1
	2
	2
	5
	75

	Orc
	1
	2
	4
	8
	100

	Black Orc
	2
	-
	10
	20
	125

	Ogre
	3
	-
	20
	40
	150


5 – 20

Aiding the army when the ambush is sprung (in addition to the EP award for the kill itself based on race and status).

25


Getting off the battlefield

The Flight To Erengrad

15


Saving the Priestess

5


Killing the Orcs

15


Enlisting the aid of the outlaws

10


Seeing Erengrad’s fate

The Dream

30


Touching the pyramid

Middenheim

50 – 150
Reaching the city, depending on difficulty and risk involved.

5


Per piece of information gained from research

100

Getting Oskar exhumed

100

Acquiring the crystal +1 fate point

To Altdorf

5 – 10

Gathering news and rumours

Altdorf

5 – 20

Role-playing in the Volkshalle, telling the story of the battle well

20 

Accepting the mission to Ulthuan.

PART 10: NEW PERSONALITIES

GRAND THEOGONIST VOLKMAR the GRIM

Agitator, Demagogue, Mercenary, Sgt, Cpt, Freelance, Templar.

Appearance: A stern faced man with thick grey blonde eyebrows that curl up at the ends to points. His waxed moustache swoops down and around beneath his cheeks almost to his ears. His head is bald and his eyes have a piercing manic gleam to them. He is a stocky, powerfully built man who appears to be in his early forties. His loud deep voice adds immensely to his dominating presence.

Background: Born in the village of Wuppertal he was raised in this Sigmarite stronghold by ultra religious parents and was an only child. He was always found preaching and denouncing to all within earshot but quickly grew restless preaching to the pious and so headed out into the rest of the Empire. He swiftly learned that to back up his words he needed muscle and that the Empire needed fighting men who were devoted to the cause. He entered mercenary bands as a battle preacher and when he started to gain authority, he took those who were loyal to him and founded his own ultra Sigmarite mercenary force. Nicknamed the Hammer of Sigmar, his mercenary band took causes that defended Sigmarite holdings or persecuted those faiths that stood against Sigmar.


The machinations of frightened nobles and the other faiths soon had his mercenary force disbanded and so he became a roving warrior. During his private crusade, he saved a Sigmarite temple from a Chaos band and was properly inducted into the cult. He was quickly angered by the complacency toward Chaos and heathen religions and decided to move himself up the hierarchy so he could do something about it. His devotion, ruthlessness, and his powers of leadership brought a meteoric rise but it was one that was curtailed by his lack of spellcasting ability and clerical status. He would always remain military unless he took the vows.


When Yorri XV was possessed and killed by Sheeragatru, he saw the chance for advancement. He espoused that magical ability had caused Yorri’s downfall, and that a Grand Theogonist should better stay focused on the matters of the cult rather than self indulgent magical learning and development.


Afraid of his radical standpoint and zeal, the cult chose a more reserved and easily manipulated Gludred. His death and the rising possibility of serious war caused the clergy to rethink their position and Volkmar the grim was duly appointed Grand Theogonist.

Personality: A fanatical preacher, utterly loyal to the faith and pledged to the utter destruction of all that bear the taint of Chaos. He is a powerful personality and can sway even die-hard opponents through intimidation or verbal battery. He detests complacency and lack of action. He is impulsive and single-minded. This could be a bad trait but he is highly intelligent and coldly calculating, making these seemingly rash choices educated, informed, and usually correct.

Alignment: Neutral, Lawful tendencies

	M
	WS
	BS
	S
	T
	W
	I
	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel

	4
	52
	49
	5
	6
	14
	56
	3
	53
	84
	57
	68
	55
	74


Skills: Public speaking, read/write, blather, disarm, dodge blow, secret language – battle, strike mighty blow, strike to stun, drive cart, animal care, ride, street fighter, heraldry, strike to injure, specialist weapon – lance, two handed, flail, parrying, etiquette, secret signs – templar.

LUDWIG SCHWARTZELM – Champion of Emperor Heinrich X

Artisans apprentice, soldier, mercenary sgt, judicial champion, duellist, judicial champion

Appearance: A towering 6’ 6” man with bulging dense muscles. His face bears a stern expression and his brow is knotted. He bears many scars upon his massive frame. He has dark brown hair and deep piercing green eyes. He appears to be in his mid forties.

Background: Ludwig was born in Altdorf to a poor blacksmith. He was always a quiet child who constantly threw himself into aiding his one armed father in the smithy. The years of toil and the hard life in an Altdorf slum made him huge of build at a young age.


At fourteen, he entered the military. The smithy had given him a natural skill in hitting things accurately and very hard, and also gave him an affinity for instantly obeying orders. He made an excellent soldier but his limited leadership hampered any progression into officer status. At twenty-one he was brought to the attention of Reiksguard Captain Helborg and was offered entry into that elite regiment. It is said that he actually smiled.


The nobles of the Reiksguard were less than kind to this lowborn warrior. Ludwig persevered and his exemplary conduct and battle prowess could not be ignored for long. When Helborg was asked about a candidate for possible elevation to Champion, there was only one name on his list. He received the Sword of Justice and swore unwavering fealty to the defence of the Emperor.


His mere presence discouraged any attempt on the life of Karl-Franz, but he was visiting his retired father in Talabheim when the Emperor was assassinated. His guilt and grief at this failure caused him to retire from the position and seek solace in self imposed exile for many months. Heinrich called him back to take up his post and chose him not because of tradition or feeling of debt to Karl-Franz but because he was still the best man for the job. Ludwig accepted and his lingering shame at failing the previous Emperor makes him vigilant and alert at all times. He never leaves Heinrich’s side or immediate vicinity and his hand never leaves the Sword of Justice.

Alignment: Good

	M
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	BS
	S
	T
	W
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	A
	Dex
	Ld
	Int
	Cl
	WP
	Fel

	4
	76
	74
	7
	8
	13
	50
	3
	41
	44
	62
	68
	57
	24


Skills: Drive cart, very resilient, very strong x 2, disarm, dodge blow, secret language – battle, street fighter, etiquette, strike mighty blow, ride, strike to stun, specialist weapon – fencing, fist, flail, lasso, net, parrying, pistol, two handed.

Possessions: Full plate and chain. Buckler. Sword of Justice

Sword of Justice: Encrusted with ancient Dwarven runes it is a deadly and hideously accurate weapon. When used, a failed roll to hit may be re-rolled as the runes steer the blade to its mark. The sword cleaves through ordinary armour with ease, and so it ignores all non-magical armour and will automatically damage both layers of a location it hits.

PART 11: XAKISHIA

General Information

Xakishia is the black queen, a goddess of evil, dedicated to ambition, conquest, and a lust for power. She is a deity of harsh rule and oppression and she is dedicated to unrelenting conquest.


She rules in a black citadel, surrounded by a realm of skeletons – those who have stood in her path. The citadel is filled with trophies of victory, battle standards, weapons, flags and the heads of her greatest foes. On this world though, she has very little actual power.


Xakishia appears as a radiant beauty, generally of Elven descent, in metal plate, wielding a two handed trident. Her other form is that of a huge black Dragon.

Symbol

A curved trident formed from a downward pointing arrow. The number seven is regarded as her number and is often used to group units of soldiers or Daemons.

Worship

She is an obscure Elven deity from the times when their Dragons filled the skies. She received worship on this world from some of the Dragon Lords who regarded her as a patron. In their youth, the Elves sought to spread over the globe and the Dragon riders revelled in their own power and magnificence.


As the Elves became more passive, her worship diminished. Occasionally Elves would return to her in times of darkness but they soon deserted her in full. She was until recently only remembered on some ancient scrolls and other obscure writings. Even the fact that she exists is questioned.


Currently a small number of Dark Elves are worshipping her and the Goblinoids are equally eager to pay homage to a deity that rewards them with victories. She is worshipped by conquering armies, rivals, countries, and worlds.

Friends and Enemies

Chaos is regarded as petty and undisciplined despite its awesome power. Their plans would leave the world a barren husk. A natural animosity exists with good deities. Neutral is seen as weak and indecisive, a trait she loathes and despises. A small amount of respect exists towards law. The rigid structure and rule of Lawful deities is appealing. A hate exists towards the Elves of Ulthuan for deserting her.

Cult Requirements

Any who crave power above all else, those who seek to rule others, to be feared and respected. Those with ambition and a lust to raise themselves above all others, those who seek to be obeyed, to impose their ideals on others.

Spell Use

Magic is one of Xakishia’s most favoured paths. The hunger for power is strongest in mages and it is here that her promises of knowledge and absolute might find the most eager recruits. Clerics of Xakishia may choose from Battle or Dark magic spells. They may also access Summon Skeletal Horde and Summon Greater Daemon (Dread Lord only).

Daemons of Xakishia

Xakishia only constructs a small number of Greater Daemons. She uses a smaller portion of power to implant into weapons and create the equivalent of Lesser Daemon Weapons. These weapons cannot have their occupant called forth because they are too weak to exist on the material plane and are barely sentient. When their bearer is slain, roll d100 and consult the following table.

01 – 15: The entity departs, the weapon becomes non magic.

16 – 25: The Daemon weapon may be used for 101 days before the entity departs.

26 – 40: The entity departs, the weapon becomes non magic.

41 – 50: The weapon will allow itself to be used. The character now classes as its rightful bearer.

51 – 60: Leaves, a woman’s voice is vaguely heard swearing revenge on the killer of its minion.

61 – 70: Leaves. If the weapon causes a wound thereafter, there is a 15% chance that it will return and serve as normal.

71 – 75: Leaves while trying to force the character’s soul into the blade. Magic test or body goes into a coma. The character’s soul is now locked in the blade. The weapon counts as magical with no properties. If the weapon is somehow broken, the soul is released and can re-inhabit the body if it still lives.

76 – 00: The entity departs, the weapon becomes non magic.

Dread Lords

Greater Daemons of Xakishia

The Greater Daemons of Xakishia take Dragon forms for there is no other living creature that represents power better than the magnificent and terrible visage of a Dragon. The Dragons she was associated with are now the focal point for her entire pantheon. Sometimes they carry riders but only the most elevated of Xakishia’s Champions are given such an honour.

Physique: The Dread Lords appear as huge powerfully built Dragons. Their thick scales are midnight black and their massive heads are often dotted with spines and sometimes horns. They are almost always clad in baroque twisted armour that is either black or very dark purple or blue. The size of the Dragon can vary from 10 ft to 60 ft depending on the whim of the Daemon.

Alignment: Evil (Xakishia)

Psychological Traits: Subject to instability. Subject to hatred and frenzy if losing a fight or battle. The size of the Dragon form has the following effects

10 ft to 20 ft: Causes fear in living creatures under 10 ft tall.

20 ft to 55 ft: Causes terror in under 10 ft, and fear in all living things.
55 ft to 60 ft: Causes terror in living and fear in living (-20 cool if under 10 ft).

Magic: Dread Lords know a total of seven spells of various level. They always succeed in casting, no magic points are expended, and no ingredients are required. Typically, they will have spells from the following lists…

Battle: Hammerhand, strength of combat, cause hatred, aura of invulnerability, cure severe wound.

Dark: Blade wind, malediction of Nagash, soul drain.

Magic Items: Dread Lords have a 90% probability of being clad in Chaos Armour (2 armour points all locations, except wings, +10 on magic tests). If they are, there is a 25% chance that they are bonded with it to aid flight (+1 toughness).

Special Rules: Immune to non-magic attacks, their own attacks count as magical. They attack with six stomps or claws (front and sides only), three bites (front only) and one tail lash (rear or sides only).

They may breathe fire once per round providing they are not in combat. The fires cause 2d6 wounds at strength: 8, ignoring non magic armour and counting as a magic spell with regard to armour and protection. The fire envelops all within its 30 yard by 10 yard cone. It is so comprehensive that there is no way to evade it, thus there is no Initiative test for halving the damage.

They fly as swoopers and their tough scale skin gives them 2 points of armour on all locations.

Profile
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	Greater Daemon
	6
	90
	0
	9
	9
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PART 12: PREGENERATED CHARACTERS

Doctor Jonas Knifflig

Human, male, age 20, 5 fate points.

Smuggler, pharmacist, physician, outlaw, targeteer, assassin

	Profile
	M
	WS
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	S
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	Ld
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	Cl
	WP
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	Start
	3
	30
	32
	3
	3
	8
	37
	1
	28
	37
	38
	37
	28
	34

	Current
	3
	60
	82
	4
	4
	12
	67
	4
	38
	37
	68
	67
	48
	34


Skills: Drive cart, row, silent move rural and urban, consume alcohol, speak additional – Khazalid, heal wounds, manufacture drugs – herbal, read/write, luck, sing, sixth sense, ambidextrous, cure disease, surgery, strike mighty blow, dodge blow, marksmanship, specialist weapon – longbow, two handed, concealment rural and urban

Possessions: Robe of toughness +2, longbow of might ES: 5, gloves of archery, ring of striking, slingbag of Middenheim, potion of healing, herbs, 5 sapphires (50 GC each), 400 GC

Possible awards and standing: Gravine of Middenheim’s husband, Knight Panther, Silver star of Kislev

Background: Part of a gang that manufactured and smuggled herbal illicit drugs. He picked up a rudimentary skill at manufacture and learned heal wounds. The gang had numerous dealing along the Worlds Edge Mountains and he learned to speak Dwarf so they could get through more easily with bribe or bluff. The gang was arrested, he escaped, and signed up with a Dwarven pit fighter as a partner. He pursued medicine, but his adventuring soon gained him several important enemies. Living in hiding for awhile until he was sure he was not being hunted, he took a more reputable profession as a targeteer, before finding a better although far more dubious use for his many skills.

Kadrin Grimaz

Dwarf, female, age 80, 6 fate points

Pit fighter, judicial champion, mercenary, sgt, cpt, assassin, witch hunter

	Profile
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	Start
	5
	44
	21
	5
	6
	8
	26
	1
	26
	57
	31
	57
	58
	28

	Current
	5
	84
	61
	7
	8
	14
	56
	4
	56
	97
	51
	87
	98
	48


Skills: Nightvision, metallurgy, mining, fleetfooted, read/write, very resilient, very strong, strike mighty blow, strike to injure, dodge blow, disarm, ambidextrous, acute hearing specialist weapon fist, flail, parrying, two handed, throwing knife, street fighter, consume alcohol, gamble, secret language battle, ride horse, marksmanship, silent move urban, concealment urban.

Possessions: Medallion - Rune of battle. Bastard sword – warpblade, ring of protection ethereal undead, ring of protection fire, ring of enchanted jade, buckler, 500 GC

Possible award and standing: Knight Eternal of Middenheim (suit of +1 AP plate of wizardry), Knight panther, silver star of Kislev.

Background: Tired of never seeing combat and being protected in the strongholds, she went out into the realm of Humans to acquire the trappings of Dwarven success - wealth, renown, battle prowess, age, and a Dwarven female made an excellent draw in the pit fights. She ran into Jonas Knifflig, whose healing ability served them both well. He arranged the matches and bets, she fought them, then he healed any wounds. When he became a doctor, she served as his judicial champion before selling her services to the highest bidder. She employed a small group of mercenaries to assist her on her adventurers before devoting herself to a more singular profession of employed murder. The skills of stealth and slaying merged with her hatred of evil, Goblinoids, and chaos to devote her to killing for a cause as a witch hunter. She is considering taking up the vows of a cleric of Grugni.

Golthog

Ogre, male, age 14, 6 fate points

Mercenary, sgt, judicial champion

	Profile
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	Start
	6
	35
	17
	4
	5
	17
	32
	2
	18
	18
	15
	18
	29
	10

	Current
	6
	75
	37
	5
	6
	22
	52
	4
	28
	28
	25
	28
	39
	10


Skills: Ambidextrous, consume alcohol, disarm, dodge blow, gamble, secret language battle, speak additional language – Old Worlder, specialist weapon – fist, flail, two handed, parrying, net, lasso, street fighter, strike mighty blow, strike to stun

Possessions: Two handed flail +20 WS, full plate and chain, +1 AP breastplate and helm. Headband, immune to steal mind

Possible awards and standing: Ambassador to the tribes of the north, knight panther, silver star of Kislev

Background: After heading into the Empire to seek his fortune he signed up with Kadrin and Jonas and has remained with them ever since. After having served under Kadrin’s leadership, he is currently protecting the boss out of habit.

Etelka Loriel

Wood Elf, 7 fate points.

Wizards Apprentice, Wizard level 1 – 4

High Wizard of Middenheim

Felix Jaeger

Human, male, 6 fate points

Bounty hunter, judicial champion, assassin, wizards apprentice, wizard level 1

Midden Marshal, commander of the watch

Hans Reinhardt

Human, male, 5 fate points

Outlaw, outlaw chief, highwaymen, bounty hunter, targeteer

Master of the Hunt

PART 13: HANDOUTS

His Imperial Majesty Emperor Heinrich X invites you to attend an audience with him at the Imperial Palace as soon as possible. He asks that this matter is kept confidential, for reasons he will reveal pending your arrival.




Your humble and faithful servant,





Boris Fawwinn

Imperial Scribe to the Imperial Court

Handout 1

Gravine Katarina Todbringer, duly appointed ruler of Middenheim and the City State requests that you attend the court of Middenheim on Marktag, 3rd Jahrdrung, year of Sigmar 2514.
Handout 2
The Father of the People, Tsar Radii Bokha and the Citizens of Kislev wish to extend an invitation to the visiting dignitaries of the Great City State of Middenheim to attend a dinner party to honour this great occasion. The people wish for you to attend at sunset in the Great Hall.

Handout 3

What was the one becomes the many. The many hold much. That which unites the many may be divided by the uniting of the many from one.

Handout 6

Arianka – The Lost Goddess of Law.

Also known as the Goddess of the Moon and the Chaos Hunt. Consort/brother to Solkan the God of vengeance.

One of the most worshipped of Lawful deities, her following ended abruptly with her unexplained loss of power and presence. Her clergy were deprived of magical ability and some blamed improper or inadequate worship and demanded increased sacrifice to bring her back. This led to several bloody massacres and the prohibiting of her worship in some areas. Several sources maintain that she was imprisoned by an as yet unknown Lord of Chaos.

Handout 7

And when Finubar seafarer came amongst us, he did show us many things. Some were wonderful but some were terrible and did grievously vex my sanity. I was fortunate to be chosen to come with him to his blessed isle. The vast knowledge there did sorely tempt me, and so I did enter those areas that had been forbidden to us. Deceit and darkness were more allies and shame was my penance for had these gracious beings not extended their friendship and trust openly and without fee?


In those bleak and terrible corners, I did set my mortal eyes upon tomes of old and dark wisdom. In my foolish quest for knowledge I did open and read from them. It was then that I did know that our hosts were protecting us from these horrible truths.


I did read most heavily of Gods and Goddesses. I read of that old hate called Chaos. Of the Bloody God, of the Changer, of the Pestilent, and the Depraved. I read of evil itself, the black queen, the murder lord and more. I did read on how to summon and banish those not of this world. All of this did I read without care for the consequences for I could not look away. I was possessed. My appetite went on unquenched and I did continue, and the last book I ever did look upon did tell me of Law and of Good. So heinous was the truth that I forsook my faith and did tear the eyes from mine own head, so never more could I bear witness to such things. Verena, Goddess of learning, I beseech thee to leave us ignorant, for the truth will consume us all and leave naught but ash.
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CurSe thaT WeaK CleRic. If WiSe hE Were, aNd If folloW hEr teAchingS He dId, thEn WherE he WoUlD hAve GiVen! LoSt, LosT, lOsT aM I

12tH 5 ’86

PrAaG. YeS. PraAg Do I gO too. NoW. SeeKiNg. Him. He. Who KnOws. ThE AnSweRs aRe wiTh hIm. ThE JigsAw bEgiNs, thE bRokEn mEndEd. i haVe founD thE Key. yEs. Key it iS. sLaans beLoVed hoLd tHem foR me. thE KeyS to A gReAt dOor, yeS, gReat, greAt iNdeEd.

15th 6 ’86

ThIs eNtry wiLl be nO moRe foR mE aFtEr. ThE PlagUe LoRd wIthIn tHis sheLl, hE Is wiTh mE. PiTy thIs. KeY. I haVe the KeY. YeS i dO, it iS in My vEry haNd. I Was gIft iT. GiFt? ENTrUsT! The fIrst I haVe, But oF HoW mAny I KnoW nOt. gO? Me? YeS, bUt noT tO tHe othErs, eLseWheRe. A dIfFerEnt JoURneY. ThE gReaTesT frOm wHicH nO reTurNinG aM i. THe flAmE oF hOpe fliCkErINg anD dYing. DiEs it dOes. The grEat gaMe begIns sOon, I aLreAdy sEe piEces On tHe moVe, pAwNs saCriFicEd. ThE mOst PowErfUl oF thEm ruN aMok. ReIgNiNg suPrEme. PaSs on My knOWleDGe I caNNot. DaRK is thAt whIch I sEe. DaRk is tHe fuTUre. I sHalL keEp thE seeD oF hOpe tO My brEAst. MorR’s guArDiAn. PaWns beComE KiNgS dO thEy NoT?

Oskar passed from this life after this entry was made. His wishes to have his diaries made available are respected, as was the design of his gravestone. He was laid to rest in Morrspark
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Part 14: Useful rules

Gathered from various published sources that may or may not be out of print, they make life easier for WFRP and are useful for this campaign.

Armour damage

1/ Attacks

If damaged, armour only encumbers and does not protect. If a critical hit is sustained, a natural 01 is rolled to hit, additional damage is caused, or the attack is strength 7 or more, a piece of armour is damaged. Further damage to the same location will damage the layer beneath, i.e. chainmail under platemail is safe until the plate is damaged and exposes it.

Both layers will automatically be affected by a critical hit or strength 7+ attack.

If the armour is magical, it will lose an armour point only on the roll of a 1 on a d6.

If a shield, net, or buckler is being used to provide one armour point on all locations, this is the first thing damaged, and this opens armour on locations to successive damaging attacks.

2/ Area Effect

Take damage sustained before toughness is deducted and adjust as follows…

Magical fire/lightning/Dragon breath x 0.5

Non-magical fire/incendiaries/failed risk test/a dodged magic missile x 0.25

Magic missile/jumping damage/falling damage/bomb/constrict or stomp attack x 1

Roll d6 and if less than that amount, the armour is damaged. Magic armour may add its armour point bonus to the roll and shields are also rolled for.

Weapon breakages

If an attack of strength seven or more is parried, it results in a roll of the attackers Str x 5 to break the defending weapon. Parrying weapons are designed to hold out and deduct 20% from this chance.

If attacking with a strength of seven or more, should the opponent parry, the attacker may roll their Str x 3 to break the defending weapon.

Additional damage takes the total before toughness and armour are considered, or parrying effects applied, and this is used as a percentage to break the weapon.

A damaged weapon is basically halved with regard to blades only, all others (mace, hammer, quarterstaff) become cudgels or improvised weapons. Greatswords become handweapons, handweapons become daggers, daggers become improvised weapons.

Disarm
If the skill is possessed, a character is educated in how to resist losing their weapon and is rendered immune to being disarmed. Only those who lack the skill are susceptible, therefore any character trained in hand-to-hand weapon combat knows how to ensure they do not lose their grip. There are exceptions; certain ultra-skilled branches of martial training can overcome this with additional purchases of the skill. Each purchase lowers the dexterity test of a character without the skill by ten, and once three purchases have been made, they are so masterful with their weapon that they can even force characters with disarm to make a dexterity test.

Unarmed combat

All damage is to stun unless additional damage is accrued. This die roll of damage is applied straight to wounds and ignores toughness and armour.

	Skills
	Initiative
	Weapon Skill
	Damage
	Parry

	Unarmed
	-
	-20
	-3
	-

	Street fighting
	-
	-20
	-1
	-

	Specialist weapon: fist
	-
	-10
	-2
	-

	Specialist weapon fist & Street fighting
	-
	-10
	-
	-


Specialist weapon: fist assumes that they are actually using such a weapon in the fight.

Targeting a Location
Head -20%

Arm -20%

Body -10%

Legs -10%

Effective Initiative (EI)

Each character has their initiative (modified by the weapon being used) divided by their total number attacks to create a list of effective initiative.

E.g, a Dwarf with initiative of 34 and a two handed weapon (-10 initiative) has three attacks. He and a Human with a sword, two attacks, and an initiative of 52 are facing three Orcs with an initiative of 40, two attacks, and handweapons, and a Goblin with a dagger (+20 initiative), one attack, and an initiative of 40.

Attacks would occur in the following order.

Goblin 1st and only attack: EI 60

Human 1st attack: EI 52

Orcs 1st attack: EI 40

Human 2nd attack, EI: 26 

Dwarf 1st attack, EI 24

Orcs 2nd attack, EI: 20

Dwarf 2nd attack, EI: 16

Dwarf 3rd attack, EI 8

Take up Actions

Shields, bucklers: 1 round

Knife, Dagger, Knuckledusters: -10 EI

Hand Weapon: -20 EI

Bastard Weapon: -25 EI

2 Handed weapons, bows: 1 round

PAGE  
4

