Playtest Report: 12 September 2008 

Alfred,
 
The adventure continues:
 
 
The PCs had arrived in the small village of Sexau where they would spend the night. Eponriel stabled the horse and secured the wagon while the others went inside the Inn of the Drunken Shepherd. This was set up in the village hall and the only accommodation available was to sleep on one of the tables in the hall, or share with the animals in the barn or stable. Since they were nearing their destination, where they expected to be paid, the PCs decided to spend a little more on food that evening. They kept Eponriel away from alcohol for most of the night until he finally persuaded them to let him buy a bottle of Auersperg Riesling to share with the group. 
Karelia Meitner accompanied them into the inn and asked Heinrich about life in the Border Princes.  
 
Leon slipped away to pour some of the wine into a small bottle, planning to use it as an ingredient in one of the quack medicines he was concocting. Oli made the excuse of guarding the wagon in order to take the opportunity to search the sacks of potatoes and discover exactly what they were transporting for ‘Big Hair’, the Meissen crime boss. He found a wooden box inside one of the sacks, covered with potatoes. It was securely nailed shut and Oli didn’t want to risk prizing it open, so he carefully put it back where he found it.
 
The night was uneventful and the next morning they were up early to continue their journey. There was some nervousness when a patrol of roadwardens took a look inside the wagon, but they weren’t interested in making a detailed inspection. It was lunchtime when the PCs passed the village of Wurmgrube on the opposite bank of the river to them. Rather than stopping here and crossing the Söll, they drove on for another half a mile and stopped at a coaching inn, the Lonely Road. Eponriel could smell fermenting apples and was keen to head inside to see if any cider was available. He jumped off the cart and into the inn before the others could argue. Oli was sent to retrieve him. Inside the inn, Oli and Eponriel had an argument about whether it was possible to safely drive a cart having drunk a bottle of strong cider. Oli made a deal with the Elf – he was allowed to buy the bottle, but Oli would keep it until they’d arrived in Pfeildorf.
 
As they left the inn, Eponriel noticed a stern-looking man paying close attention to them. He watched from the doorway as they returned to their wagon. Eponriel took the driver’s seat again and told the others they were being watched. Lucius became immediately angry and he and Oli headed back to the inn to confront the man. Heinrich and Leon were worried about another possible ambush. Karelia pulled her hat down low on her head, so as not to be identified.
 
The man was rolling tobacco as Oli and Lucius approached him. They demanded to know why he was spying on them, but he denied doing any such thing. He explained he was just travelling to Pfeildorf, minding his own business and they must have mistaken his actions for something he hadn’t intended. At this Lucius offered him a ride in their wagon, since they were both going to the same place, but the man said he was in no particular hurry and would prefer to make his own leisurely progress. Oli openly suggested that all this was a lie, to which the man responded that there was no need to be so rude. He bid them good day and left, heading north along the riverbank. Oli and Lucius returned to the wagon and shortly afterwards set off themselves. As they continued, they paid close attention to where the stranger had gone. He had met another man who had rowed him across the river to Wurmgrube itself. Leon made a note of the few boats moored in the village, in case the man used one of them to follow them downriver. The PCs expected an ambush and thought that it would involve attackers overtaking them by river (since their wagon was overloaded and slow) and waiting for them on the road ahead.
 
They decided that their only hope of avoiding conflict was to push on past the next village and hope their old horse could take them to an inn further down the road. Karelia knew the area and told them that Durbheim was only eight miles away from Hinkend, so the PCs drove through the first village they came to, despite the late hour. Karelia was interested in why the PCs were being watched and who they thought would ambush them. They had told her that the previous attacks were just opportunistic bandits and the like, but now it appeared there was a pattern to this harassment. If she was likely to be in danger, she explained, she would like to know who these attackers are and why they are chasing the PCs. None of the PCs would offer her an explanation. Heinrich said he didn’t know, but he suspected the attackers thought the PCs knew something they didn’t know! Karelia asked what it was they didn’t know that the attackers thought they did know… and so it went. Heinrich didn’t reveal anything incriminating, under the stern gaze of the rest of the party.
 
The wagon made it to the farming village of Durbheim without too much difficulty. Heinrich volunteered to care for the horse that evening and see it was well fed and happy after having been pushed a little too far. Leon went into the Inn of the Stork and Fox to check whether anyone suspicious was waiting for them inside and arrange for rooms. Karelia said she would prefer not to be seen entering the inn with the PCs and would take a walk around the village first, before returning to the inn. She wandered off, but Oli and Lucius were suspicious of what she might be up to. Oli followed her discreetly. It turned out she did exactly as she said she would, talking to nobody and doing nothing out of the ordinary.
 
Leon gave the all-clear after talking to the innkeeper, Bernd. Nobody was here to ambush them and there had been no news of bandits on the road in the last few days. Bernd did reveal the rumour that Baroness Toppenheimer was said to be planning to raise an army to deal with robbers and highwaymen. He then went on to moan about how bad an idea it was to buy this inn, as very few travellers stop in Durbheim, preferring to push on to Hinkend if travelling south, or Pfeildorf if heading north. Leon was sympathetic, but uninterested. Instead, he wanted to speak to a man in robes sat alone reading a book. He excused himself after ordering food and drink and approached the scholarly-looking gentleman. The book was in Classical, so Leon couldn’t read it. Leon explained he was with rather boorish company and would welcome conversing with a more learned individual for an evening. Something about Leon must have convinced the stranger that the Bretonnian would also be boorish company (critically failed Fel roll). The man said he would prefer to be alone in peace and quiet and retired to his room.
 
The PCs ate a hearty meal, again spending their last few coins, confident they would be paid tomorrow. Karelia sat at the next table along, so she could dissociate herself from the PCs in case trouble arose. But nothing untoward happened and they spent a pleasant evening in the inn. 
 
The next day they drove the last 20 miles to Pfeildorf, paranoid of being ambushed the whole way. After passing some outlying buildings, they joined the queue of traffic hoping to be admitted into the town. The PCs readied their weapons, thinking that trouble would be likely to find them at this point, but they would be out of danger once safely inside the town walls. However, there was no threat here and they arrived at the front of the queue to be inspected by a guard and accompanying scribe. As they had their weapons out, there was no chance of concealing them somewhere in the wagon to avoid them being confiscated. The guard promised they would be returned when the PCs left town again, and he gave them one half of a broken wooden bar as a receipt. They were allowed to carry a hand weapon and wear leather armour or a mail shirt. 
 
Then there was the matter of the 5 shillings-a-leg fee to enter Pfeildorf. At this, the PCs groaned. They had spent almost all their money and could not afford to get into the town! Eponriel paid the toll, as he hadn’t been robbed like the others and was hired to get the wagon to Goodberry’s House of Pies in the Schwarzwache district. Leon remembered the warrant from the cult of Verena, and hoped he could use this and a bit of fast talk to get them through the gates. The guard couldn’t read, but his scribe confirmed that they would be allowed to pass without paying. Eponriel could have claimed to be the ‘Heironymous’ named on the warrant to avoid paying, but didn’t think of this plan in time. Karelia paid her 10 shillings and entered the town.
 
Once inside, Karelia explained that her task of escorting them had come to an end and she would be on her way. She told them they that if they headed to the docks they would find the Inn of the Laughing Trout, where they were due to meet Aldebrand Mössbauer, and she gave them directions. The PCs were sad to see her go – she was one of the few competent NPCs who didn’t want them dead! They made their way across town to Schwarzwache and easily found Bäckerplatz, the square on which Goodberry’s House of Pies was situated. As Eponriel had been instructed, he took the wagon down an alley to the side of the building and knocked on the back door. An elderly Halfling woman answered and asked if this was the potato delivery from Meissen. Eponriel nodded and the woman shouted for assistance. A swarm of young Halflings came pouring out of the building and surrounded the wagon. The PCs watched as its contents were removed in a matter of seconds, and the horse and wagon were taken away to a warehouse. Leon asked old Elsa Goodberry if the horse was going to be baked into a pie, perhaps using a Bretonnian recipe. She told him that wasn’t her plan, but she would be more than happy to hear about any foreign recipes he could relate to her. He apologised that he wasn’t a very good cook and wouldn’t be able to pass on any details.
 
As a token of gratitude, the PCs were treated to an assortment of tasty pies inside Goodberry’s, after which they headed back across town towards the docks. On their way, they noted the location of the Temple of Verena, opposite the impressive Embassy of the Dwarf Kingdoms on Alttorplatz. They discovered that the docks were outside the town walls, although Eponriel may not have realised this would mean another ten shilling toll to re-enter the town. The Laughing Trout was easy to find, it was loud and bustling with dockhands, traders and boatmen. The two bouncers allowed them in, but there was no sign of their employer inside. The PCs ordered drinks and sat at an available table to await Herr Mössbauer’s arrival.
 
***
We left it there for this week. 
 
Interesting that after all their suspicions of Karelia, they didn’t want her to leave. I don’t think they entirely trusted her (they still didn’t want to tell her much about what they found near Eppiswald), but appreciated having her around. Maybe they assumed she could take care of herself in a fight, and hopefully them too.
 
The man spying on them in Wurmgrube got them worried. They are beginning to think there is a big conspiracy set against them…
 
Cheers,
Rich
