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THE EXTR AORDINARY
ADVENTURES OF BARON
MUNCHAUSEN

So, this ‘Extraordinary Adventures of Baron Munch - Munchaar - Mun...

Munchausen. Pronounced ‘Mun-chow-zen’. If you're being pedantic then there should be

another ‘h’ in there, but it got dropped about 1870 and we didn’t feel like picking it up.

What is it?

Who, not what. The Baron was a real-life eighteenth-century German aristocrat, soldier

and adventurer, whose after-dinner tales of his extraordinary exploits were immortalised

in a book by Rudolph Raspe, and turned into several films — most notably by Terry Gilliam.

What sort of adventures?

Journeying to the Moon and the Sun, riding a fly-

ing cannonball, lifting the siege of Gibraltar sin-

gle-handed, finding a floating island made of

cheese, escaping from Turks on half a horse, fall-

ing through the centre of the Earth, seducing the

Empress of Russia, meeting Vulcan and Venus,

being swallowed by giant fish. That sort of thing.

So why is he in here?

Because Hogshead Publishing has unearthed the

RPG he wrote.

What, the Baron?

Yes.

You're having me on.

Possibly.

Go on. Explain.

James Wallis, who runs Hogshead, has a large fam-

ily tree. At the end of the eighteenth century, two

branches of that tree were designing and pub- P & iR

lishing games, producing such works as ‘Every Man to His Station’ and ‘The New Arithmetica’.

This is a wind-up. You’re making it up.

No, it's completely true. They were John and Edward Wallis, and you can see some of their

published games in the Bethnal Green Museum of Childhood in London.

I'm not sure I believe you, but... go on.

In the early 1790s — we don’t know the exact year — John Wallis met Baron Munchausen

and invited him to design a game for the firm. The Baron accepted. John entrusted the job

of transcriber to his son Edward, who could also edit the game as it developed.
Unfortunately Edward had fallen under the influence of cheap gin, cheap women and

American games designers; and as a result had some dangerously radical ideas about game-

creation. This, combined with the Baron'’s talent for excess, produced a truly extraordinary

manuscript, way ahead of its time, which John decided not to publish. The manuscript has

lain in the family archives ever since, until Hogshead happened across it last year.




And how much of that is true?

A bit.

So what’s the game?

It’s a role-playing game devised by Baron Mun-

chausen, allowing ordinary people to recreate

the stories of his extraordinary adventures, or

even to create new ones. As you might expect of

the Baron, it’s not your average RPG. For a start,

it only takes an hour to play, and there’s an ac-

tual winner. You can start playing three minutes

after starting to read it, it's so easy to learn. In-

stead of dice or cards, its mechanics use money

and fine wines. And you don’t need a GM.

So it’s nothing like a normal RPG?

No. I mean yes. Well... it has character genera-

tion, a combat system (actually two combat sys-

tems: ‘Duelling’ and ‘Duelling for Cowards’) and

all of that stuff, but — basically, no, this is some-

thing completely new. Or completely old, de-
T pending on how you look at it.

I can’t bring in my WFRP character Boris the rat-catcher from Kislev, then?

Rat-catchers are common folk, and therefore barred. You have to be a nobleman to play

Baron Munchausen’s game.

Any adventures with it?

More than two hundred ready-to-play adventures are in the rulebook.

Two hundred! The book must be massive!

It’s only 24 pages long. And, before you ask, it's not printed in teeny-tiny type either.

I don’t understand how that’s possible.

If Baron Munchausen is involved, anything is possible.

How does it work?

It’s a game of competitive boasting. The players all play eighteenth-century noblemen, and

challenge each other to tell stories of their amazing adventures. For example, if it was my

go, I might turn to you and say, “My dear Baron, do tell us the story of how you defeated the

entire Turkish army with only the aid of two rabbits and a piece of cheese.”

Does this story exist?

No, you have to make it up.

What, on the spot?

Yes. With other players putting questions to you, placing wagers on your story, and so on.

Sounds hard.

Itisn’t. In fact it’s huge fun. We've tested it with people who have never role-played before,

and they can handle it fine. After all, what is role-playing if it isn’t making up stories?

All right, so try to sell it to me a bit harder.

The Extraordinary Adventures of Baron Munchausen is a pick-up-and-play RPG. It’s fast to

play, cheap to buy — just $5.95 or £3.95 — and is a great way of introducing new players to

the idea of RPGs without making them plough through a 200-page rulebook first. It's al-

ready been praised by games-industry figures such as Allen Varney, Phil Masters and Steffan

O’Sullivan. In short, it's a new type of RPG for less than the price of a deck of collectible

cards. Go on. It's the world’s first larger than life RPG. Give it a try.
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BAD TIDINGS

A WFRP adventure by James Wallis

Introduction

This adventure is set in the city of Marienburg, as described in the Warbammer FRP
sourcebook Marienburg: Sold Down the River. 1t is a short stand-alone adventure which
can be fitted between two longer scenarios, or which can overlap with an ongoing adven-
ture to introduce the player characters to personalities and locations in the city.

The adventure is designed for PCs in their first or second career, and should be played
before any characters start on Dying of the Light. The PCs are in Marienburg and looking
for work, or possibly engaged on another contract or mission. Either way, they should have
a small reputation in the city as potentially unscrupulous people who are available for hire.

Setting

It is almost the feast of Mitterfruhl or Mittherbst, depending on whether you want to set the
adventure in the spring or autumn. One morning the city wakes to shocking news from the
town criers: a warehouse guard has been killed and his body hideously dismembered,
down in the Suiddock. A few coins to a crier will reveal the man was guarding a warehouse
belonging to the van Scheldt family and his body was found on the dockside, chopped into
pieces and gruesomely disfigured. The corpse was found at dawn, two hours after high
tide — one of the three very high’spring’ tides that occur at three-day intervals around the
spring and autumn equinoxes, due to a conjunction of the two moons.

The story causes some gossip in the city’s inns and meeting-places — murders aren’t
common, even in a city the size of Marienburg — and speculation as well. Rational types
dismiss it as a robbery gone wrong, while the more credulous or easily frightened are
talking about cultists and sacrifices. Racists are blaming it on the Dwarfs, Sea-Elves, Impe-
rials or Bretonnians. As usual, everybody’s talking but nobody really knows anything.

By the time that the PCs reach the docks - if they bother, and so far there’s no reason
for them to - all the evidence has been removed. The facts of the case can be learned by
asking at the Watch headquarters (if the PCs can provide a good reason for needing to
know), or by buying a few drinks in the inns around the Suiddock. The dead man was
Claes Smits, a former soldier who had been working for the van Scheldts as a night-guard
for ten years. He had a wife, who also worked nights as a baker. His body was found by the
day-guard who was coming to relieve him: one Siemon Zagers, a former docker who had
changed careers after breaking both his legs in an accident.

Zagers called the watch, but a few people saw the body before it could be carried away.
Whether the PCs are talking to watchmen or dockers, it'll take at least a guilder in bribes to
be told who these people are — they’re in the same office or tavern — and another guilder to
get them talking. They don't look happy about remembering the details:

“Like nothing I've seen, it was. I've seen corpses before, and bloody ones too, but this...
I pray to Haendryk I never see its like. Those limbs — both arms and a leg — it was like they’d
been torn off. Not like with an axe or a sword, nor ripped with brute strength, but... cut.
Like with shears.” At this point the person wants to stop, and it’ll take another coin or drink
to get them to resume: “The worst part was the skin. I saw a man pulled from the sea once.
He’d been in there a week, and the fish and the scavengers had been at him. Worms and
crabs and that. Claes’s skin was like that. Pockmarked. I lost my breakfast there and then.”

He looks like he might be about to lose it again, and has nothing more to tell.



HOG WASH

A Commission

Less than a day after the mysterious killing, the PCs have a visit from Leo Gerber, a middle-
aged man who introduces himself as one of the van Scheldts’ trusted agents. He takes them
to a private room and explains that Wessel van Scheldt, worried by the killing, wants to hire
the PCs to find out who killed the guard, and to make sure it doesn’t happen again. If they
catch his drift. The fee is 60 guilders, plus 40 more if they can present proof of the murder-
er’s guilt. If the PCs need to contact Leo, he will be at the van Scheldts’ offices at the eastern
end of the Suiddock.

All initial lines of exploration will be fruitless. Nobody in the docks knows anything
that will help the PCs, but they will hear many wild rumours, ranging from Chaos fish-men
to a conspiracy against the van Scheldt family. If they ask if there’s anyone who might have
seen something, someone will mention Willi, an old tramp who hangs around the docks
and often keeps warehouse guards company. But he hasn’t been seen since the killing.

The Body

Smits’ body has been taken to the Temple of Morr in Ostmuur, where it will be kept for two
days and then buried at sea. If the PCs can come up with a good reason to see it, or a decent
donation to the Temple’s appeal fund for a new roof, they will be granted access to it.

All characters viewing the corpse must make a T roll or vomit. It’s a ghastly sight. Both
arms and one leg are missing, sliced through as if by giant scissors. All over, the skin has
had tiny bites taken out of it. Some are no bigger than acne scars; some are craters as wide
as a guilder. The man’s eyes are missing. The body stinks of the sea. Crushed on the sole of
the man’s shoe (I test to spot) are two or three tiny crabs, barely an inch across.

Beggars belief
The PCs will need to track Willi down. The Watch, if told that the old tramp may be impli-
cated, will issue a general alert, find him, arrest him and torture him half to death, con-
vinced that he is the killer. This will send Willi completely mad. Far better is for the PCs to
use some detectives of their own: gangs of street-urchins such as the Captains are particu-
larly good for this sort of work. If the adventurers spread their search wide enough, they
will eventually hear that Willi is sleeping in Tarnopol’s Clock Tower, in Kruiersmuur.

If tracked down to his lair, which is strewn with empty wineskins, Willi will try to
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escape. Luckily for the PCs he is old and his body, ravaged by both time and cheap wine,
cannot do more than scrabble into a corner and cower. Questions or threats will do little
good: he is already terrified and half insane from what he has seen. Only kindness and
offers of alcohol will persuade him to talk of what he witnessed. Even then he stutters and
shakes, and his words make little sense.

“C-cold night. Claes had a brazier lit and I was sat by whilst he did his rounds. Saw her.
Little thing. Such a little thing. In a cloak with a red scarf around her neck. Didn't see me.
Saw Claes, though. And - and - and she went to him, and it was big like a lobster and
snipper-snap it went and Claes screamed and I screamed and - coming out of the sea!
From the sea! And it eats and they eat and eat and eat and eat and eat...” He slumps in a
heap, mumbling and burbling. Nothing else he says makes any sense.

Can’t get the scarf

Any Rogue characters can make an Int test to see if the words ‘red scarf’ ring a bell — there’s
a thief in town with that name. If they ask around for more information, then any Rogue
living in Marienburg will know point (1); members of the Watch will know (1) and (2), and
any thief or fence based in the city for at least a year will know (1), (2) and (3). If the PCs
ask around the seedy bars in the heart of Riddra Isle, it is only after a long evening of being
stared at and treated with suspicion, or if a Thief or anyone affiliated with them asks a
member of the League of Gentlemen Entrepreneurs, will they learn point (4).

(1) 'Red Scarf” is a female cat-burglar who specialises in robbing merchants’ houses. There
is a reward for her capture.

(2) 'Red Scarf’ usually operates after dark. She usually only steals two or three items, but
always of high value. The scarf is her trademark: she leaves one at the scene of her thefts.
(3) She is young, but not a native Marienburger. Nobody knows where she lives, but it may
be in the Vlakland district. And she hasn’t been heard of for about three months.

(4) She keeps a room in the van de Ploeg boarding-house in Vlakland, but she hasn’t been
there for weeks.

Nobody else can reveal any more information at this stage,

Room with a view

To get into the boarding house - a poor place occupied mostly by families of immigrant
workers — the PCs will either have to break in or bribe the caretaker with a couple of small
coins. Red Scarf’s room is sparsely decorated, and doesn’t seem to have been occupied for
some time: there is mouldy fruit on the table and the cupboard has clearly been emptied.
A search will find eight items - silver cups, ornate hairbrushes, etc. - which any Rogue can
guess (Int test) are stolen goods, which the thief is holding until the hue and cry about
them dies down and they can be fenced. They’re worth about 60 guilders in total, but every
time one is sold there’s a 5% chance that the purchaser will recognise it as stolen.

Also on the table is a plate-sized statuette of a crab, carved from a black rock that seems
to almost glow. Anyone with the skill Demon Lore or who has encountered the substance
before will recognise it as warpstone. Red Scarf stole the statuette from a house which was
actually the meeting place of an obscure Chaos cult, the Reavers of the Sea (not detailed
here because without their idol - the statue - they will disband). The statue has caused Red
Scarf’s mutation, her dreams and her need to kill at each high tide. If any PC takes it with
them, they will begin to suffer the same ill effects within ten weeks.

Lying on the table under a plate is a scrap of parchment with one word on it: ‘Caddiz’.
No matter how hard they try at this stage, the PCs will not be able to discover what it
means, apart from a type of river-fly and a small port in Estalia. The trail seems to go cold.
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Mother Geertruida

At some time during their investigation the PCs will run into Mother Geertruida and her
son Jasper. The two are religious fanatics who spend most of their time in the square
outside the Stadsraad (government building), where they preach the worship of Ulric and
harangue passers-by for their heathen beliefs.

Mother Geertruida’s normal routine is to peer deeply into the face of random passer-
by: “I can read your mind! I can see it in your eyes! I can smell your thoughts and they are
of darkness and sin! Do not deny it! You harbour wickedness in your heart. Envy! Greed!
Depravity! You lust after that woman, don’t you?” — indicating any attractive woman in the
area. “Do not deny it! You have the weakness of man! Look to the greatest one to forgive
you and strengthen you! Pledge yourself to the archetype of humanity! Give your worship
to great Ulric and he will put stone in your heart and make you stand upright! Like a real
man! Do not deny it!” Her son stands mutely beside her, clutching a prayer-book.

This time, the old woman'’s speech is different. Instead of attacking one person, she is
preaching to a crowd. “I have seen it! The evil one! The one of Chaos! It is among us, sent
by its blasphemous gods to bring us low! It hides now, in among the alleys and the dark
places, but when this city’s wickedness has grown high enough, it will make itself known
and will destroy us all — as it destroyed that watchman, and countless others. For I have
seen it, the night of the spring tide. It was as a woman, but its arms were the claws of great
crabs, and it cackled and burbled as it ran. Is this not an omen of Chaos? Do not deny it!”

Any PC who is a Witch-hunter or a Templar, or who has the skill Demon Lore, can make
an Int roll to recognise Mother Geertruida’s description as a Daemonette of Slaanesh (de-
scribed in Apocrypba Now). And it seems possible that the corpse’s limbs could have
been snapped off by some kind of huge crab-claw. Unfortunately for the PCs, that isn’t what
Mother Geertruida saw. She caught a glimpse of Red Scarf’s afflicted limb and, aided by her
religious zeal and her knowledge of things Chaotic, believes it was a Daemonette. If there
are any Daemonettes loose in Marienburg, they're nothing to do with this adventure...

The turning of the tide

The next incident occurs on the day of the second spring tide. During the afternoon, as a
PC walks past a fisherman'’s boat or stall, they will overhear a snatch of conversation: one
man remarks to another that there seem to be a lot of crabs in the pots today, and they’re
frisky ones too. Then there’s a scream as the one he’s holding grabs his thumb. Morbid
GMs may want to add a sound of snapping bones.

The PCs may well regard this as an omen and may be out in the city that night, waiting
for something to happen. (If not, then they’'ll have to piece together the story from criers
and gossip in the morning, like everyone else.) About two in the morning, as the tide is at
its fullest, a PC near the riverside (choose randomly) will hear an awful screaming from the
opposite bank. It's too dark to see much of what’s going on, but on an I test (Elves and
Dwarfs get +20) they can make out two figures fighting on the other side. The taller one -
probably a man - is gripped by the shorter one, which seems lop-sided and misshapen. As
they watch, the taller figure falls to the ground. Then it’s as if a blanket swarms out of the
river to cover it. The other figure drops to its knees. The screaming cuts off.

If anyone has a way of observing more closely (e.g. a telescope), they see the following:
a man in rough clothes is fighting a short, cloaked figure. The figure is wearing a red scarf.
One of its arms, like a giant crab’s claw, is fastened around his leg. As the PC watches, the
claw closes and the leg snaps off. (The PC must make a Fear check or close their eyes at this
point). The man falls. Something — it’s still not clear what — moves up out of the water. It’s
mottled, with patches that move. The other figure drops to its knees, blocking the view.
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After about a minute it stands and runs off, away from the river. There is no one else
around. After another minute, parts of the 'blanket’ begin to break off and fall back into the
river. If the PC has the skill Sailing, they can guess what they are — crabs, hundreds of them.

If the PCs go to investigate the body, it looks very similar to the first; missing one leg
and one arm, and covered with tiny bites. There is no sign of the cloaked figure.

Next morning

The town is busy with the news: one killing is something but two smacks of cultists, con-
spiracies or something even darker. If the PCs tell the Watch what they have seen, they will
be questioned thoroughly and informed that they are now suspects in the investigation. So
much for helping the authorities.

Shortly before noon, word spreads about a witness who was much closer to the action:
Anna Knuppel, a lady of the night who had been with the victim only minutes before he
died. She’s telling her story to crowds at the Pelican’s Perch inn in the Suiddock, which is
charging 1 Guilder on the door. The PCs can get the story from her, or from someone
who's heard it from her for five shillings — this is Marienburg, after all, where only air and
water are free, and water without salt costs extra.

Anna’s story is this: the sailor (she can’t name him) had just left her and was walking
back to his ship when she heard him scream. She ran after him, to see him in the clutches
of a giant crab which lunged out of the river and caught him up, snipped off his arm and
leg and ate them, then tossed his body onto the riverside. At the first telling the crab-thing
is ten feet wide, but after Anna’s has a few drinks it's grown to the size of a ship.

She is lying, because she likes having people pay attention to her and buy her drinks,
but the PCs have no way of proving it. More importantly, she’s the person that the locals
and the Watch believe — she’s a Marienburger, and the PCs aren’t. The'story of the giant
crab spreads across the city, and any talk of women with crab-claws will be ridiculed.

A number of priests set off to try to exorcise the monster from the harbour, and there
are far fewer small boats about on the rivers and canals over the next few days. Otherwise,
business continues as normal.

Job Off

A few hours later, the PCs will be contacted by Leo, either in person or via a letter left at
their inn if they spend the day elsewhere. He says that as the murderer has been identified
as a sea-beast, the killing of the sailor couldn’t have been malicious and therefore their
services are no longer needed. He will listen to their protests with an amused ear, and will
finally agree that if they can provide incontrovertible proof that Claes was murdered, they
will still be paid in full — but frankly he thinks they’re wasting their time.

Temple On
If, during the course of their investigations the PCs should mention the subject of mutants
or demons to any Marienburger, they will receive a lengthy diatribe against idiot Emperors
and the fools who would shelter Chaos beings. In the Cult of Shallya, says their informant,
there’s some mad priestess who “believes that mutants are to be cared for. I ask you! Drown
them, I say. Let the crab-beast get them.” They get a name as well: Sister Astrid. This may
not be much of a lead, but it may quickly become all the PCs have to follow. And after all,
priests are supposed to know about daemons

The Cult of Shallya is based in Kruiersmuur and during the day, when most people are
busy trading and working, it is quiet. Anyone asking to see Sister Astrid will be told to wait
in a private meeting room (small and sparsely decorated, with some bare chairs and an
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icon on the wall). While they’re waiting, any PC looking around can make an I test to spot
the one anomalous thing in the room: a tiny crab, just inside the door, squashed flat.

A priestess arrives a few minutes later, and introduces herself as Sister Maartje. She
explains that Sister Astrid has sadly left the Cult (for why, read Dying of the Light) but
Maartje and she were close and she may be able to help them. Maartje will answer general
questions truthfully and to the best of her ability, but will not be drawn on the subject of
mutants. She does, in fact, know about Red Scarf who visited her the night before, and the
young thief left her scarf behind — the nun has it in her pocket. And while Maartje is not as
tolerant of mutants as Astrid, she does not fear them.

To get Maartje to talk about Red Scarf, she must feel that the PCs (a) have the young
thief’s best interests at heart; (b) are acting to prevent another tragedy (Red Scarf told her
that she felt the urge to kill, but not that she already had); and (c) can be trusted. Any
threats, irrational behaviour or violence and she will clam up. Information cannot be tor-
tured out of her: she would rather die.

Finally, if the Sister is convinced it is the right thing to do, she will tell the PCs that she
may know the woman they want. All Sister Maartje knows is that Red Scarf is a mutant with
strange dreams of the sea. The priestess had urged the thief to flee into the Wasteland, but
she claimed she couldn’t — she had to be close to the sea for at least the next few days. “It
was as if something was coming,” Maartje says, “though what or when, she didn’t know.”
She believes the woman is living in the Vlakland district, but isn’t sure.

'‘Caddiz’

It is not until the day of the last spring tide, and quite late in that day as well, that the PCs
find out the meaning of *Caddiz’ — most likely by asking in the sailors’ taverns in the Vlakland
or Suiddock. It’s the name of an old river-boat, beached on the mud-flats beyond the city,
where it’s been for at least ten years, touched only by the tides. Nobody’s sure who owns it.

This is where Red Scarf has been hiding out, to be away from people and closer to the
sea. Tonight, with the final tide, she knows she must kill again, but after that she has no
idea what will happen to her.

It’s a cold night, and it’s raining. By the time the PCs reach the boat the rising water is
already a foot deep around it, and wading out across the mud looks almost impossible. If
anyone tries, let them make Dex tests, but the noise will alert Red Scarf, who will slip over
the far side of the boat, into the river and away. If the PCs watch from the bank, about 100
feet away — a full moon provides light — they will notice occasional movement on board.
Finally, past midnight, a figure wearing a curiously misshapen cloak and red scarf comes
on deck, jumps over the side of the boat, and does not resurface. Red Scarf’s mutation has
advanced so far that she can breathe under water.

Tidal race

It’s next to impossible to track her, although if a PC has a brilliant idea then let them make
a couple of Int rolls for it. However, the party can make an astute guess about where she’s
headed: up the Reik, past Elftown towards Schattinwaard. Running, they can make it to the
first dock just in time to see her pull herself out of the river on the far bank, look around
and drop back into the water.

A couple of minutes and two hundred yards further on she surfaces again, climbing
onto a dock only 200 yards from the PCs, They are not alone: an old derelict staggers along
the far end, and Red Scarf makes straight for him. He turns to run but she’s already there,
raising her clawed arm. There is a crunch, and the man drops. Thousands of tiny crabs
swarm up out of the river and cover the corpse. The mutant crouches and prepares to feed.
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If the PCs approach or make their presence known, she will return to the river and
head further upstream to look for another victim. Missile fire may wound her, but the PCs’
best bet is to get closer using the warehouses and crates on the dockside as cover, and
ambush her, blocking her way to the river. Her instinct is to flee, but if attacked from all
sides she will basically defend herself, using her claw to parry blows.

As this happens, the river at the edge of the dock begins to seethe and boil (I test to
notice), and after a few rounds of combat something like a great dark rock, thirty feet
across and overgrown with seaweed, breaks the surface. It has eyestalks — and, rising up a
moment later, two enormous claws, dwarfing the cranes on the dockside. It is a vast, in-
credibly ancient crab. Everybody must make a Fear test, and those who fail will try to get as
far from the river as possible.

If Red Scarf is alive, she will run to the edge of the dock, crying, “Master! I have seen
you in my dreams!” One giant pincer descends, picks up her body with a strange gentle-
ness (this will happen even if she is dead) and carries it in front of the beast’s eye-stalks.
The crab gazes at her for a long moment and then delicately, almost tenderly, bites her
head off. The body drops onto the dockside. Evidently the crab was not here to claim the
mutant as one of its own. It is here for something else

Cutting out the cancer

If the PCs attack it, the crab will barely notice; instead it will attempt to pick up and inspect
each of the PCs in turn. Each round it gets two attacks: if successful it has grabbed a PC for
1D6 damage (it will not grab more than one PC per round), and will inspect it. If they’re
the wrong one (see below), they will be dropped — 60% chance of falling ten feet onto the
dockside; 40% chance of landing in the water. If the PCs break off the fight and run, they
would be well advised not travel by sea for the next few years, lest their ship sink.
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The crab will not leave the river, but only two things will send it back to the deep. One
is being blinded: if both its eyes each take 5W or more, it will submerge and go. The other
is the warpstone idol from Red Scarf’s room. If none of the PCs have ever handled it then
after inspecting them all, the monster will submerge and disappear. If any of the PCs are
carrying the idol with them, the crab will sense it during its inspection and will try to carry
them away with it, back to the sea. The only way a character can save themselves from this
is to throw the idol away: the crab will drop them and follow it, then sink and disappear.

If any of the PCs have handled the idol but don’t currently have it, the crab will sense
that. A mental image — more of an emotion than a picture — will form in their head: a sense
of searching for something small but powerful. If the PC tries to send back an image - it
doesn’t have to be of the idol or its location — then they must make a WP roll to succeed.
This can go three ways:
® If they fail, the crab will bite their head off (give them one final Dex roll to wriggle from
its grasp and fall into the water).

@ If they succeed and send an image of a place the crab can get to (i.e. not out of water),
then the crab will replace them on the dockside and move away in the direction they
indicated. If the idol isn’t there, that character should stay away from the sea in future.

® If they succeed but indicate somewhere that the crab can’t get to, then the PC will be
placed on the dock, and the crab will move off. However, within a month that PC will begin
to be plagued by dreams of deep water, and in three months will begin to mutate as Red
Scarf did. In six months they will feel the irresistible urge to eat flesh beside the river... and
the crab will return for its idol.

Picking up the pieces
Assuming they survive, the PCs now have two corpses: a mutilated vagrant and a mutant
woman - surely the proof that Leo wanted. Of course, someone may have witnessed the
giant crab, in which case nobody will believe the mutant was responsible for the killings,
although the PCs may get some small reward for driving the great beast away.

That may not be a good thing. Somewhere in the city are the Reavers of the Sea, the cult
who worshipped the crab, not happy about the loss of their idol. They may want revenge.

What was the crab anyway? A beast mutated by warpstone, or something greater — even
a forgotten god? Trying to learn the nature of the threat could lead the PCs almost any-
where, from the Unseen Library (see Dying of the Light) to Baron Henryk’s College of
Navigation and Sea Magicks (see Marienburg: Sold Down the River).

And of course, one PC may be turning into sushi. Let’s hope they didn’t sell the idol to
a dealer who's left town, or anything as silly as that. It could be the only thing that could
reverse the infestation — or save them from having their head bitten off.

Experience points

Accepting the contract - S5 EPseach Why are there no NPC
Viewing the first corpse - 5 EPs each and monster stats with
Viewing the second corpse ~ 5 EPs each this adventure, you ask?
Getting information from Willi — 10 EPs each We simply didn’t bave
Visiting Red Scarf’s room - 15 EPs each room for them - and

Realising what the idol is made from — 15 EPs for that PC they're not really impor-
Getting information from tant. If you must, use a

Sister Maartje — 10 EPs each Daemonette’s stats for
Working out what Caddiz is — 10 EPs each Red Scarf, and a Dragon
Getting rid of the crab — 30 EPs for that PC Turtle for the crab.
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WHAT’S UP WITH THE
ENEMY WITHIN®?

The Enemy Within campaign for Warbammer Fantasy Roleplay has a formidable reputa-
tion. A few months ago, a poll of French RPG designers rated it the best campaign ever,
along with Masks of Nylarthotep for Call of Cthulbu. There’s no counting how many gamers
have struggled through its intrigues and deceptions, but it has left its mark on all of them.

Recently there have been rumours that Hogshead is going to — heresy! treason! — change
The Enemy Within. With the recent re-publication of Power Bebind the Throne, the ru-
mours would seem to have been proved: the book had a new 14-page prologue, ‘Carrion
Up the Reik’, which introduced new plot-threads to the saga. Now the rumours have gained
strength: Hogshead, they say, has been ordered to make these changes. Or it wants to
impose its own stamp on The Enemy Within, to mess with a classic.

We reckon it's time to set the record straight. So here, once and for all, is what's going
on with The Enemy Within — and why.

Power Behind the Throne

Hogshead's re-release of this classic city-adventure contains a new
14-page adventure, ‘Carrion Up the Reik’, by Hogshead boss and
games designer James Wallis.

“We created ‘Carrion Up the Reik’ for several reasons,” he says.
“Mainly, there’s always been an ugly gap between the end of Death
on the Reik and the beginning of Power Bebind the Throne. With-
out giving too much away, DotR ends with a heavy hint that you should
go somewhere, and PBtT begins with you arriving there. We wanted
to bridge that. The new bit had to serve two roles: it had to lead into
the main action of PBtT, ideally by giving the PCs introductions to some of the characters
from it; and it also had to foreshadow or even set up things from other adventures later on
in the campaign. And once I'd realised that, I thought — why not use it to pull the whole
campaign together, linking in with elements from the beginning as well?

“I've tried to make it fun to play, but at the same time some of its secrets won’t become
clear until the players reach the climax of the campaign. I'm not going to say more because
that would give the plot away, but I think it works. I'm pleased with it.”

Something Rotten in Kislev

Something Rotten in Kislev is an interesting adventure: it’s set out-
side the Empire, and acts as an interlude in the campaign. “I think of
it as like Act 4 Scene 3 of Macbeth,” says James. “It shows us what’s
going on elsewhere in the world — which may or may not be impor-
tant to the climax — and it lets things develop in the Empire, out of
sight of the characters and audience.” Hogshead is planning to make
very few changes to it, he says: “A few tweaks, mostly about playability.
A lot of GMs have complained that SRiK is too generous with experi-
ence points, or that certain bad guys are over- or under-powered. But
we’ll be leaving the plot, artwork and layout well alone.”




HOG WASH

Empire in Flames

The climax of the campaign, Empire in Flames will be getting a complete face-lift before
Hogshead re-releases it. Almost everything is changing, from the plot right down to the
title — it will be republished as Empire in Chaos. But why? James explains.

“As an adventure, Empire in Flames just about stands up. As the climax to an epic
series, it doesn’t. It leaves hundreds of plot-threads unexplained, and the principal villains
of the campaign don’t even make an appearance.

“The trouble is that The Enemy Within was originally conceived as an open-ended
campaign: at the time the first volume was released the designers had no idea how many
books there would be, or how it would end. I'm told that the decision that EiF was to be
the last book was made at short notice, so it didn’t get the planning that it should have had.
We’'re not saying it’s a bad adventure, we're just saying that we believe it could be even
better than it is.”

But what exactly is Hogshead planning to do? Will it be a completely new adventure?
“Not exactly. There are so many excellent ideas in the original that we couldn’t throw them
away. So we're keeping a lot of elements and scenes, but at the same time we've listened to
a lot of fans’ criticism and comments about what’s wrong with EiF at the moment, and we
want to make sure that the new Empire in Chaos actually concludes most of the plots and
themes from the rest of the campaign.”

Empire in Chaos isn’t scheduled for publication until late 1999, but is already well
into its planning. Apparently it’s going to contain the reappearance of several characters
from earlier volumes of the adventure, quests, political intrigue, the most devilish con-
spiracy the PCs will ever have faced, legendary items from history, treachery, a good number
of shocks and surprises, and what James describes as “the resolution of the campaign’s first
and greatest unanswered question — why was this cultist, Kastor Lieberung so important?”

Will the Empire still be fundamentally changed by the end of the campaign? Under-
standably James isn’t going to give away any plot-twists, but he does give a few hints. “A lot
depends on the PCs. If they can work out what’s going on and who their true allies are,
then they should be okay. If the PCs screw it up e
then you're looking at decades of civil war and
bloodshed, the destruction of the Empire, inva-
sions from Bretonnia and the east, and the ulti-
mate triumph of Chaos and darkness. So they’d
better not get it wrong.”

The question has to be asked: why is Hogs-
head doing this? The answer is not what you may
have heard, and there have been some weird
rumours flying around. James laughs them off.

“We're changing The Enemy Within because
we want to make it better. That’s the bottom line,
and it always has been. If we didn’t think we
could improve parts of the campaign, we
wouldn’t have touched it, but it does have weak-
nesses and we want to address them. The hard-
core fans may throw up their hands and call it an
act of desecration but ultimately — well, the next
time they poll those French games designers, 1
want The Enemy Within to be so good that it has
the top spot all to itself.”

@




HOG WASH

cover of Marienburg: Sold Down the River, an enormous city-sourcebook
for Warbammer Fantasy Roleplay by Anthony Ragan. At the time of writing
we have no idea if the finished cover is going to look anything like this, or
whether it'll be completely changed. Whatever happens to it, we think the art
is spectacular enough to be seen beyond the confines of the Hogshead office,
so we’'ve whacked it on here by way of a teaser for the main book itself.
Marienburg: Sold Down the River will also include a full painted
poster-map of the city, presented as an aerial view, by Ralph Horsley. We were
tempted to print some of that here as well, but we knew an excerpt couldn’t
do it justice - it'’s massive, and must be seen to be appreciated. Check it out!
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