Playtest Report: 2 February 2009 

Hi Alfred,
 
More from Grim Pursuits:
 
After two peaceful days of travel along quiet Sudenland tracks, the PCs and gypsies arrived in Dessau on 5th Sigmarzeit. The PCs had remained vigilant on the journey, taking watches overnight and especially keeping an eye on the ninth caravan. They believed it was only a matter of time before the vampire inside felt the thirst for blood.
 
Dessau was a small village of charcoalers and woodcutters, situated near the small forest of Habichtwald. Across the river Reik was the larger settlement of Loningbruck, in Averland. This town was fairly wealthy and the gypsies planned to put on their carnival outside Dessau for four days in the hopes of attracting Averlanders across the river. The PCs noted two large buildings of interest in the village: one was a tall guard tower overlooking the forest, patrolled by liveried men-at-arms; the other was the Sailing Merchant, a riverside inn. The inn was smaller than most along the Reik, but still dwarfed the peasant cottages surrounding it.
 
The gypsies manoeuvred their caravans into the usual circle, with the ninth caravan parking itself some distance away. The PCs had decided to try and keep a low profile for the rest of the journey, so as to not bring attention on themselves. But Eponriel, with his drinking problem, was finding it hard to resist the lure of the Sailing Merchant. The others told him it would be dangerous to go in there and make himself known. He thought they were overreacting, but to be safe, he would send a scout ahead of him. He hired Luigi, a young gypsy boy, for the task, paying him a few shillings to go into the inn and report back on its occupants. Luigi returned several minutes later with the news that it appeared to be local woodcutters inside, drinking quietly. Also, the landlord had a wooden leg. Eponriel took this to mean he was an old sailor and not wanting to miss the opportunity of talking to a fellow seaman, he headed over there himself.
 
The inn was dark, cramped and mostly empty. There was one table occupied by three men nursing pints and saying very little. They looked at the Elf in gypsy garb and frowned. The innkeeper, Tobias, welcomed Eponriel and sold him some brandy. They chatted and Eponriel asked how Tobias had lost his leg, was it in battle at sea? Tobias said he had never been to sea, much to Eponriel’s disappointment, but the story was worth hearing anyway. Tobias told him that the tower on the other side of the village was Freiherr Mengs’ to defend against the goblins from the forest. Tobias used to be a man-at-arms under the knight’s command until a run-in with a goblin wizard left him with a gangrenous leg wound. It had to be amputated below the knee. Eponriel asked why you would want to be so high up in a tower if goblins arrived – wouldn’t it be better to charge them and deal with the creatures directly? Tobias explained that the tower provided a good vantage point from which to shoot goblin raiders with bowfire. He also drew Eponriel’s attention to a series of flaming torches set at the perimeter of the forest to illuminate any goblins who ventured out at night. Eponriel told Tobias that Elf strategy would be different in such situations and they discussed the merits of each.
 
Eventually, Eponriel returned to camp to share some of the drink he’d bought with the other PCs. Johannes joined them as they talked through what could be done about the occupants of the ninth caravan. The safest thing they could do would be to just observe the caravan for the time being. They had to balance their curiosity and desire to find out what was going on inside that caravan with the likelihood of offending the gypsies or putting themselves in danger. Their nightly watches would concentrate on the ninth caravan in particular.
 
6th Sigmarzeit
The next day, the carnival began, with many people from Loningbruck making their way across the river to see what the gypsies had to offer. Lucius took a ferry in the opposite direction, noting that the ferryman seemed particularly pleased at the sudden increase in trade. Lucius had some mail shirts and shields he’d looted from the bounty hunters they’d defeated a few days ago and he hoped to sell or trade them at a blacksmiths. He’d changed from his gypsy disguise into everyday clothing for the trip. In Loningbruck, he asked around and found a suitable armourer. After a bit of negotiation, he handed over three mail shirts and three swords and in exchange received a new shield and some gold coins. Satisfied with his trade, he took a walk around the town. Out of habit, he began sizing up buildings for thieving opportunities. Loningbruck seemed fairly wealthy – he would mention his findings later to Oli, who also hadn’t quite given up being a burglar.
 
Oli was receptive to the idea of making a bit of money along the way, but the two of them thought it wise to wait until the night before they were due to leave Dessau. Leon had similar thoughts regarding setting up his stall of quack medicines. So the PCs bided their time for a few days, continuing with training or keeping themselves to themselves.
 
8th Sigmarzeit
Partway through the third day of the carnival, the PCs noticed three solemn riders approaching Dessau. They wore red tunics with the device of a raven over their armour. Oli, who had been working at the edge of the gypsy camp, watched them ride past. The third rider in line nodded at him, which worried him so much that he immediately returned to his wagon. Did this man know who he was or was he just being friendly? Heinrich saw the three men head towards the Sailing Merchant, perhaps looking for rooms for the night.
 
The PCs gathered in their wagon to discuss the new arrivals. Johannes was not present, as he had crossed the river to visit Loningbruck that morning. Between them they figured out that the riders were Raven Knights – warriors of Morr dedicated to defeating the undead and those who would bring them into the world. Could these men be the answers to the PC’s problem of the vampire in the ninth caravan? (They were still unsure exactly what the old gypsy woman was, but vampire was a good enough term for the time being.) They couldn’t believe their luck that these fighters of the undead would turn up at such an opportune moment. They talked about approaching the knights to tell them of their findings, but were wary of revealing their identities. What if the knights had come from Pfeildorf and knew of Father Feodor’s murder? What if they recognised the PCs as the alleged culprits? They couldn’t meet the knights in person; instead they decided to write them an anonymous letter.
 
Leon took on the task of writing, but he did so with his left hand, so as to disguise his handwriting. He wrote the letter from the point of view of a concerned villager. The PCs were careful not to mention anything too specific to anywhere they had visited, otherwise the knights would be able to figure out that the letter’s author was also travelling with the ninth wagon. They wanted to include a reference to Khaine, to make the letter have more of an impact on the knights. This is what he wrote:
 
“To Knights of Morr,
 
The gypsy wagon driven by the big mute harbours a witch.
I saw her consorting with ghosts in the graveyard and I heard her chanting about the Dreaded Lord.
You must stop her, for Morr’s sake!
 
Signed,
A concerned villager”
 
They briefly considered sealing the letter with the heretical ring they’d been given by Brother Gustavus, thinking that would be certain to get the knights’ attention, but they dismissed this idea as far too risky. Next, they had to devise a way of getting the letter to the knights secretly and untraceably. Lucius volunteered for the task, being the stealthiest among them. (Technically, Oli was the stealthiest when he wanted to be, but he had been careful not to reveal this fact to the other PCs so far. He was also quite large; Lucius was the more forgettable of the two.) 
 
Lucius put on dark clothes and a cap, hiding the letter in his pocket. He walked into the village and headed for the Sailing Merchant. Inside, he saw a few locals drinking and the three Raven Knights at one table tucking into their evening meal. They had taken off their heavy plate armour and piled it up neatly next to the table. Lucius was careful not to make eye contact with the men and passed by them to order a drink from the bar. He had a brief conversation with the barmaid, in which he claimed to have come over from Loningbruck to visit the carnival. After she excused herself to serve other customers, Lucius quietly drank his weak ale alone. As he rose to leave, he pulled a purse out of his pocket and, with mock clumsiness, dropped it on the floor. As planned, it spilled its contents of pennies across the barroom. Lucius cursed and got on his knees to begin picking the pennies up. The barmaid rushed over to assist him. Lucius kept his head low so that the knights would be unable to get a good look at him. He noticed some of the locals trying to subtly collect a few of the pennies that had scattered in their direction, but he didn’t mind. As he had hoped, some of the coins had rolled near the knights and as Lucius approached to pick them up, he slid the letter into the pile of belongings the knights had placed beside them. His job done, Lucius left as quickly as possible, making sure to keep his back to the knights as he did so. It all went very successfully, thanks to some rare lucky dice rolls from Tim.
 
Meanwhile, back at the carnival, the others noticed two watchmen in uniform walking around the stalls obviously looking for someone. Oli headed for the Habichtwald immediately, Leon went to his wagon, while Heinrich continued working. Eponriel looked on as the two watchmen spoke to Francesco, who in turn pointed them towards the Elf. Deeming it unwise to run from the law on this occasion, he waited to find out what the men wanted. “We’re looking for a Tilean called Lucius,” one of them announced. “I’m not sure I know anyone by that name,” Eponriel replied, “what does he look like?” The watchman only had a rough description which could apply to almost any Tilean man of average height. “Oh, I know him!” Eponriel responded, “he’s in that caravan over there.” He pointed to Giorgio’s wagon…
 
The watchmen headed in the direction indicated, as Eponriel made for the woods. A commotion erupted around Giorgio’s wagon, and the watchmen and several gypsies were soon arguing heatedly. When Leon emerged from his hiding place, the carnival was continuing as normal, with no sign of Giorgio or the watchmen. Meanwhile, Oli had run along the edge of the forest, doubling back towards the village. He waited until he saw Lucius emerge from the Sailing Merchant and intercepted him. Oli warned Lucius about the watchmen looking for him and they both thought it a good idea to head into the woods for the time being. Lucius was confused as to why the watch would be after just him. Could it be to do with the swords and armour he’d sold in Loningbruck? He was sure he hadn’t given his name. The two of them talked about the possibility of thieving from the wealthy town, but decided against it since the watch obviously knew something of Lucius already. They watched the inn to see what the Raven Knights’ response would be to the note passed to them. A while later, they saw one knight leave and cross the river to Loningbruck while another wandered around the village.
 
As Oli and Lucius were hiding, Leon took it upon himself to find out what the watchmen wanted with Lucius and what had happened to Giorgio. He found Cosimo taking a break from work and spoke to him about the matter. Cosimo said that the watchmen wanted a Tilean named Lucius in connection with stolen goods. He wasn’t sure if a theft had taken place in Loningbruck or if the crime was selling stolen goods, but Leon assumed the latter. The watchmen had let Giorgio go after some questioning. Apparently, he had an alibi to confirm that he hadn’t been to Loningbruck.
 
Oli returned to the camp in the early evening to eat. He collected some food to take back to Lucius along with some gypsy clothes for him to change into. Leon told him what he had learned about the watchmen and Oli passed this on to Lucius. After nightfall, Lucius crept back into the camp. Safe in their wagon, the PCs discussed who had informed on Lucius. Someone must have crossed the Reik to Loningbruck and tipped off the watchmen, but it sounded like Giorgio was in the clear. Did this mean they had another enemy in the camp? Could it even be Johannes? He had travelled over to Loningbruck, although he claimed to be studying history at the Verenan temple there – he had even recommended the extensive library to them. Oli pointed out that there would be no reason for him to betray them at this point, After all, he was the one who had rescued them from Pfeildorf. They could probably trust him, but it was wise to be cautious nonetheless. 
 
That night, the PCs continued their watch of the ninth caravan. Heinrich noticed one of the Raven Knights was also watching the caravan from a distance. He was making no attempt to hide himself, sitting rather obviously in plain view of the old gypsy’s wagon. The knight did nothing more than watch the caravan. Heinrich pointed the knight out to Eponriel, who took the next watch. Throughout the night, two different Raven Knights watched the caravan, but neither made any move. The PCs were relieved that the knights had followed their advice. 
 
9th Sigmarzeit
In the morning, the third knight took over the watch. Eponriel thought they needed more evidence to spur the knights into action against the vampire and he was still suspicious of the tray of food being taken to the ninth caravan at meal times. He pretended to be practising acrobatics while waiting for someone to head over to the ninth wagon.  When he saw Sofia Gatti carrying a covered tray in that direction, he cartwheeled towards her, as if he hadn’t seen her. She spotted him at the last second, but despite being a trained juggler she couldn’t avoid dropping the tray and its contents on the ground as she was knocked over by the flailing Elf. She was furious, while he was very apologetic. He helped her pick up the fallen tray of food and even offered to carry another tray to the old gypsy woman himself. Sofia refused, shouting that he was too clumsy and if he wanted to practise carnival tricks he should do so further away from the camp. Eponriel noticed with disappointment that the food scattered at their feet was nothing out of the ordinary, just cereal and milk. He returned to the others.
 
Later that morning, Sofia’s husband, Alessio approached Eponriel for a quiet word about his behaviour. Alessio was the brother of the gypsy leader, Salvatore, and also a strongman in the carnival. He was quite intimidating and made Eponriel promise to restrict his acrobatics practice to supervised training or when nobody else was around.
 
This was the final day of the carnival in Dessau and the PCs helped out as usual. The Raven Knights seemed to be maintaining a vigil some distance from the ninth caravan. Benito and the old woman must surely know they were being watched. Perhaps the knights were trying to force them into making a move. 
 
***
GM’s note: The players were puzzled as to why the watch were after Lucius. They were right to suspect someone had tipped the watch off, but wrong to believe Giorgio’s alibi. Giorgio is fleeing from Miraglianese justice and is still concerned about having Lucius around, as he thinks the suspicious Tilean may have been sent as an assassin or bounty hunter. In disguise, he hired a local to tip off the Loningbruck watch about a thief and seller of stolen goods hiding within the gypsies. He hoped they would arrest Lucius and at the very least, detain him long enough for the carnival to move on. Unfortunately, his plan went awry as his description of Lucius was too vague and both Giorgio and Lucius would look fairly similar to the watchmen. Eponriel was quick-thinking enough to redirect the attention back at Giorgio, even though he didn’t realise Giorgio was the cause of the problem in the first place. In the end, Giorgio’s plan only resulted in getting himself questioned by the watch and he had to rely on the word of his friends in the camp to keep from being arrested. Giorgio is now angry and plotting his revenge! 
 
Cheers,
Rich
