Playtest Report: 26 July 2010 - A
Hi Alfred,
 
I’ve finally got round to finishing off the session report for our first game of Conquering Darkness. Here’s what happened:
 
33rd Sommerzeit
 
Recuperating in the Inn of the Fighting Dragon, Karelia told the PCs of the road ahead. Their destination was Ubersreik, although the route they took to get there was a matter of some discussion. They would not be returning to Karak Hirn, since there was too much risk of being arrested there. Instead, they all agreed to continue along the Blackwood Pass back into the Empire. Karelia knew that along this route it would take around five days to reach Wusterburg. Stromni had some maps of the region and from looking at these, the PCs thought it might be easiest to hire passage on a boat for the last couple of days travel from Sonnefurt to Wusterburg. From that town, they could head downriver to Pfeildorf, with a detour via Hess Tower. Horst was keen to remind everyone of his desire to deal with the threat of the Order of the Sacred Hammer in their supposed base of operations. They had had enough of the Order’s assassins ambushing them on their travels.
 
They left Khazid Grentaz and spent most of the day in the Black Mountains, stopping briefly at the stronghold of Kazad Hraban at the edge of the Dwarf kingdom. There they were required to surrender their writ of passage and have their names recorded in a ledger. This was a tense moment as the party didn’t know whether they would be detained for having caused trouble in Karak Hirn. The Dwarfs on duty were stern and officious, but no more than usual and soon the group were permitted to pass. The Dwarfs warned them that the frontier land beyond was controlled by no authority and consequently was a favourite haunt of bandits and worse creatures. The PCs were urged to make haste towards Schrambeck.
 
They kept a good lookout for anything unusual along the way and about an hour later spotted a few wagons up ahead, travelling towards them. It looked like a merchant caravan, with guards. Konrad spotted signs of ambushers lying in wait for the caravan, and it appeared that the merchants were unaware of the danger. On closer inspection, the potential attackers looked to be greenskins. The PCs had a few moments to make a decision about what to do here. They agreed that they should help out the caravan, indeed Stromni and Karelia were both adamant that the greenskins must be destroyed, but they thought it best to wait until the ambush was sprung. This way, they could surprise the greenskins and attack them from behind. They were sure the caravan guards could hold their own for a time until they arrived. However, the attackers were Orcs and there were more of them attacking than expected.
 
The PCs approached as quietly as they could and watched as the Orcs ran screaming down the side of a hill towards the wagons. The PCs then sped up and joined the fight from the rear. There were over a dozen Orcs, one of whom seemed to be some kind of shaman, and their shields bore a gruesome severed head motif. Fighting for the other side were ten Humans, none of whom looked like merchants. (The terrified traders were cowering inside the wagons.) Horst and Stromni charged into the fight, along with Karelia who had prepared a Hammerhand spell to deal with this tough enemy. Konrad and Isabella stayed further back to assist with magic. Gustavius waited with a bow to pick off any single targets he could find, while Leon hid behind him making excuses (claiming to be waiting for an opportune moment).
 
It was a tough fight, with several caravan guards falling to the ferocious greenskins. Horst and Stromni fought valiantly and Karelia managed to take down the Orc leader before being incapacitated herself. Konrad successfully knocked the shaman out with a Steal Mind spell, but as the wizard was surrounded by a bodyguard of other Orcs, nobody was able to finish him off before he recovered. Angered by the magical attack, the shaman launched a volley of fire towards Konrad. Gustavius and Isabella managed to dodge out of the way in time, but Leon and Konrad were both hit by a wave of flames and were blasted downhill into some bushes. (Konrad spent a Fate Point to survive. Everyone thought it apt that Leon was caught in the crossfire after trying to avoid the fight.)
 
Eventually the PCs and guards prevailed and all the Orcs were killed. Those that tried to retreat after the death of their boss were cut down in the attempt. The two merchants emerged from their wagons and thanked the PCs for the help. Three guards had died, so the PCs helped their fellows bury the bodies. The Orc corpses were dragged to the side of the road and burned. Leon, Konrad and Karelia were badly injured, the others had minor injuries. They spent a short while patching up the wounded and talking to the merchants and guards before continuing on their way.
 
No further troubles beset them before they reached the safety of the stone walls of Schrambeck. Inside, they had the choice of three different inns, and booked rooms at the Inn of the Miners, although a few of them visited the Inn of the Iron Maiden later to sample the gooseberry pie. The local miners were grumbling about the Goblin tribes in the mountains getting bolder and raiding close to the mines. Of course, they felt greedy local Baron wasn’t doing enough to combat this threat. This complaining was tempered by the fact that tomorrow was the feast day of Sonnstill, the summer solstice. Few of the locals particularly revered the Old Faith, so they didn’t believe the day held much religious significance for them, but planned to enjoy the feasting and celebrations of summer. To pay his dues to Ranald, Gustavius gambled with the locals for low stakes.
 
Sonnstill
 
The PCs wanted to continue their journey rather than hang around too long in Schrambeck, so they set off along the road north. It was a quiet trip, perhaps because most locals were at home celebrating Sonnstill. They paused for lunch at the farming village of Lederfeld, where the barman at the Cooked Goose regaled them with tales of his days in the Wissenland armies. They followed the shallow River Sonne from the village towards Sonnefurt. A few miles out of the village, Konrad became aware that they were being watched from the woods up ahead. He warned the others and Horst loaded his blunderbuss. They continued cautiously, until they came to a patch of very slippy and treacherous terrain which they would have to carefully make their way around. At that moment, Konrad began feeling dizzy, his mind clouded over and he fell to the ground. Horst, at the front of the group, heard a soft voice muttering in a strange tongue. It seemed to be coming from the woods to his left.
 
A rider darted out of the forest and across the river, coming to a stop in front of them on the path. He looked like an Elf. He was thin and stylishly dressed, wearing a flamboyant mask and wielding a pistol in each hand. The PCs could see more pistols strapped around his waist. “Stand and deliver,” the highwayman announced theatrically. “No, you stand and deliver,” replied Horst, blunderbuss raised. Also a highwayman, albeit not so fashionable, Horst was not about to be outdone by a rival.
 
The Elf laughed, commending Horst on his brave effort to defend his companions. “But surely you don’t wish to be shot to pieces in front of your lady friends. That would be most embarrassing.” The others stood back while the two highwaymen exchanged insults. The Elf was wittier, while Horst was cruder and more direct. Eventually the ambusher tired of the conversation. “Tell your stunted servant to fill this sack with your valuables,” he demanded and threw it at Stromni. The sack landed on the Dwarf’s head, enraging him. This was the momentary distraction Horst had been waiting for and he took the opportunity to fire his blunderbuss at the rider. The Elf made a retaliatory shot of his own and quickly both highwaymen had shot each other in the arm. Horst was injured, but he had made the better shot and the Elf was more heavily wounded, grimacing in pain. Feeling that a fight would be likely to not go his way, the Elf spoke a single, incomprehensible word and a thick mist erupted around him. Stromni discarded the sack and hefted his axe, striding into the mist. Horst drew his sword, and everyone waited for the rider to emerge. But nothing came out and soon the mist began to disperse on the wind. There was no sign of the Elf.
 
Picking up the highwayman’s sack, Horst discovered it was of good quality and monogrammed with the initials GG. Despite the gushing wound in his shoulder, he considered this a victory: the Elf had also left injured, but Horst had his sack! He was clearly the better highwayman. Leon attended to Horst, removing the shot from the wound, washing and binding his arm. They continued along the path, wary of further magical attack. They were sure that the highwayman had accomplices hiding in the trees – who else could have created the various magical effects that had beset them? But no further danger presented itself and they arrived in Sonnefurt safely.
 
Walking through the riverside town, they spotted wanted posters with a description of the highwayman they had encountered earlier. From these, they learned his name was Gorgeous Georg and he was obviously something of a terror in the region, with a not-insubstantial bounty upon his head. They booked into an inn called Lacothea’s Spa for the night. The inn was named for the small spring rising in its grounds and the PCs watched boatmen throw pennies in for good luck. After eating, they walked down to the docks to secure river passage to Wusterburg for the next day. They were able to do so, but there was no room on the barge for Horst’s pony – he would have to ride alongside on the riverbank.
 
***
GM’s notes:
 
We played the Orc ambush using miniatures, which we don’t often do, but this time there were so many participants on both sides that I thought it would be the easiest way to keep track of everything. This method actually got the players more involved in the battle because they could take on the roles of the defending guards as well. They gave them names and different fighting styles and we had one brave guard who managed to defeat several Orcs single-handedly. It was a more memorable fight for the use of miniatures.
 
The players loved the Gorgeous Georg character and it was fun to have a stand-off between two highwaymen. They were glad to survive the encounter with as little damage as they did – they expected an Elf highwayman with spellcasting support (little did they know he was alone) to be beyond their ability to deal with.
 
Cheers,
Rich
