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Background
The colonists have had time to settle in and come to grips with the problems and burdens of living in Lustria. If they are settling well they will need spiritual guidance, and if they are encountering difficulties and hardships than the leadership and presence of the clergy will help keep them going against adversity and travail.


A vessel is about to arrive in Port Heldenhammer. The Hammer’s Wrath carries templars, knights, clerics, and initiates for the temple of Sigmar in the port and for the mission located deep in the jungle. These followers of Sigmar are comprised of those seeking to prove themselves, those who have suffered some sort of disgrace, those who are seeking repentance, and those thirsting for glory in the heathen lands. There is also a general mentality that governs them much as it did the colonists. Advancement in the Empire is subject to overcoming the established hierarchy and knowing where and when to place fealty and to whom. Sometimes the right thing must be condemned and the wrong thing exonerated and elevated because of ‘circumstances’. People are expected to take the blame for others and be grateful for it, and it seems to many that the worship of Sigmar has become little different to the petty intrigues and subterfuge of the entrenched nobility. On the Gromril Coast, actions are pure, and are either correct or wrong. There are no superiors to appease. There is only faith, and allegiance to Sigmar.

The Mission of the Hallowed Hermit

The mission is named after the enigmatic hermit who arrived in Altdorf one summer solstice and claimed to have had a vision of Sigmar surrounded by the other Gods. The event was the catalyst in the establishment of worshipping Sigmar as a deity, and the isolation of the mission made the adopting of such a patron image seem fitting.


The mission has recently come across information that suggests a schism between two Pygmy tribes to the west. Apparently, they have lost some sort of sacred animal that kept the two tribes co-existing. One cleric in particular sees this as an ideal challenge and opportunity to try to bring the word of Sigmar to these people and have that faith be the force to stabilise and unite them once more.

The Two Tribes

If the adventurers abducted or killed the Coatl in ‘the Quest of Lord Bathryll’ then this sparks the hostilities and breakdown between the tribes. If they refused to do the adventure, then the Mage Lord found someone else to do it. If they left the creature alone, then seismic activity from the Skaven tunnelling in the area caused a cave collapse that killed the creature.


With the loss of their spiritual guide, the tribes of Brobat and Beesbok have once again collapsed into anarchy and an inability to work together to stay alive. The Brobat are killing each other out of hand, and the Beesbok are starting to starve.


Once they reach the mission, the adventurers will be offered the chance to accompany some missionaries on a voyage to help these people.

The Lost and the Renegades

On their way back from the mission, the party will also run into an example of the alien plant species that has thrived in a sinkhole here since the Pygmy vessel responsible for shipping it crashed in the nearby mountains after the Warpgate collapse. The encounter may leave them wounded, but this leads them into an unusually friendly meeting with a group of Skaven. These Skaven represent the last remnants of the early settlers here, those who did not storm and occupy the temple-city of the Slaan and rise to become Clan Pestilens. They have dwelt here in peace and have become at one with the jungle. Unknown to them, two factions of Skavendom are closing in. Clan Skryre wants to take them prisoner and drag free their secrets so that when the Skaven rise again with advent of the Chaos Incursion they will have the means to thwart the powers of Clan Pestilens and prevent their supreme ascendancy. Clan Pestilens on the other hand intends to kill this lost tribe to prevent this happening so that when the Skaven rise, they can defeat Clan Skryre and become masters of all Skavendom.


The renegades have been encountered a handful of times before, but have never been exposed because the event seemed so unbelievable, and besides, no one wants to admit to having a cordial meeting with Skaven in the jungle, a race supposed to be no more than the results of scare mongering and tall tales.

Part 1: Big Bird On The Warpath

North of the port, the road thins and breaks into farms, ranches, farmsteads, and other isolated communities and dwellings. One of these has started to come under attack and they require help.


The party have now become well known enough through their deeds and combat ability, and for having entered the jungle several times and actually come back alive. This has grabbed the interest of the denizens of the local area.


The theory is to employ them and as partial payment, they will be offered a small plot of land that the other members of the community will help put a dwelling on. The community will look after the adventurer’s very own place when they are off on a quest, and there will be no taxes or any other such nonsense. The fact that the community will have experienced and hardened warriors/adventurers in its midst is a side benefit that more than outweighs any commitment to resources, time, and effort.

The party will be basking in the aura of their accomplishments from the defeat or association with the death of the Kraken, or its enslavement to the protection of the port when they are approached around midday.

Floyd Braun

Appearance: A tall, slender man with a balding head of wispy brown hair and blue eyes. He is dressed in loose sturdy clothing and has a hand axe in his belt.
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Alignment: Neutral

Skills: Excellent vision, Identify plant, Very strong.

Trappings: Hand axe, Knife, Purse, 8 GC, 15/-, 22d, Cart, 2 x mules.

The Pitch: ‘I represent a small community based up the road and we’ve heard all about your exploits since you arrived in Port Heldenhammer. You’ve made quite a name for yourselves, and many a time we hear tale of your latest adventure, and that’s why I’m here. You see, we have a problem that is quite serious for us, but would be a trivial thing for ones such as you. If you would do me the honour of coming to my house for dinner tonight, we can talk all about it and see if you are interested.’

He has some grain and a couple of new spades to pick up from the Treasure Trove and then has to head back. The party can either accompany him now or head there themselves.

Directions: Follow the road north for about a mile and a half and then turn down a track at a sign that says ‘Welcome to Gelassenheit’. Another couple of miles will take you straight to us.

Gelassenheit: The track opens out and is lined with various fruit trees before it accesses a large clearing. The jungle has been stripped away to allow the community to built around a central area where there is a well and a small shrine to Sigmar. There are three farmhouses, each with a couple of fields of crops spreading behind them. A large cabin has a number of chicken coops situated behind it along with a large enclosure for pigs. Another farm has a field in which a small flock of sheep happily graze, but in the middle of this enclosure sit two young men with loaded crossbows and a spear stabbed into the ground beside them. They both keep a wary eye on the jungle treeline.

Braun: Grows corn, barley, and a few tobacco plants for personal use with his young wife Esmeralda. They also have a goat and they arrived here about two years ago after yet another massive tax hike on their farm in Ostland. If they wanted to ever have children, they would have to find somewhere more affordable to live.

Goffmann: Wolfgang and his wife Liza grow wheat. They came from Sylvania after having had enough of bad soil, indifferent authorities, and nobles who had become undead.

Klipstein: Hieronymous and his wife Elvyra grow carrots, potatoes, and cabbages. Hieronymous made the trip out here after his father, Ludwig, sold everything he had in order to pay for the trip when his wife died of Red Pox. The grandfather now helps out as best he can but he is old and not very strong or spry anymore.

Schroder: The brothers Ernst and Herbert raise pigs and chickens. They moved out here after a fight with an egotistical lackey of the local noble. He roused a lot of trouble for them and they fled before they could be charged or arrested.

Stuwe: The elderly but still very energetic Marlene and her two sons Shif and Kurt, and her daughter Hilda raise sheep. Her husband was in the local militia and was killed in a goblin raid. She decided to leave the Empire with her children and leave the threat of accursed greenskins behind. The climate has done wonders for her aching joints since she arrived and she feels twenty years younger.

Dinner With The Braun’s

They expend a chicken and Esmeralda produces a succulent roast with potatoes, vegetables, and a homemade wine that is quite decent.

The Situation: We have a native bird in these parts, though monster is probably a more accurate term. It’s called a Squark and twice now we’ve had sheep killed by it. It struts into here, stamps one into the ground and then just stands there screeching until its finished eating. We’re not warriors and are generally too terrified to approach lest we join the sheep that’s under its claws. We’re trying to breed a decent flock for us all, and with this pest killing them at its leisure we’re going to be in trouble unless it’s dealt with.


It has attacked once during the day, and once during the night. The Stuwe boys are going to try and put some bolts in it before they flee but they are not very good shots and besides, its doubtful that it will bring down such a monster.

Payment: We’re still getting going as a community but we’ve managed to pull together and gather a purse of twenty gold crowns. However, we know that this amount is kind of laughable to those with your skills, so we’re more than happy to offer you a plot of land right here with us, and we’ll all help you out in putting together a decent home. Then, while you’re off on other quests, we can look after the place until you get back and make sure nothing happens to it and so on.

After dinner, Floyd offers them a bed for the night. He has a couple of spare rooms that were built with the notion of children in mind once the community was secure. The adventurers can sit on their porch for the evening with more drink and some of Floyd’s home grown and rolled cigars. He will amiably talk about their exploits and reminisce about the Empire. He is clearly happy here because there is a real feeling of being a pioneer, and of being part of a community. The Empire seemed so viciously competitive. Everyone was trying to ruin you so they could get ahead, and that the nobles constantly sought to keep you down and never wanted you to do well, yet they still wanted their taxes and for you to serve in their armies and militia regardless. Port Heldenhammer seems so much more relaxed, despite the new dangers and uncertainty.


Other members of the community that are out for an evening stroll will drop by and welcome the party, perhaps offering a fruit or meat pie that they’ve made especially and so on.

If they decline the offer, he can drive them back in the morning. If they accept, they can relieve the boys and stake out the sheep pen in whatever way they wish. The people are very friendly, bring them snacks, fruit, and beverages while they watch, erect a canvas canopy to give them shade during the day and chat with them if they feel like it.


Several times, they will hear the distant shrill screech of the local Squark but the actual time of its return to the farm is left to your discretion.

Squark

Appearance: An eight-foot bird that resembles in someway a hybrid of ostrich and vulture. It has a dazzling wattle and burst of tail feathers of blue, green, red, and yellow. The rest of its plumage is off-white and brown speckled. It has long, very dextrous toes with wicked claws on them, and it has very powerful neck and leg muscles.
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Special Rules: Nightvision: 10 yards, 2 bite attacks and 1 claw attack if the target is taller than five foot, or 2 bite attacks and a stomp if they are under that height. In combat, it violently flutters its wings. This causes a lot of distracting motion, wind that throws up dirt particles and loose leaves and twigs, and also fills the air with small feathers. Anyone in hand-to-hand combat with a Squark suffers a penalty of -10 on WS.

When it is killed, the people will be ecstatic and promise to build them the best house they can. The body of the Squark is taken away and prepared for roasting so that a community feast and celebration is held. There is dancing, drinking, music, and general gaiety deep into the night and the next day. People take the day off to relax in the sun and enjoy their newfound peace.


The layout and design of the home is discussed and work begins. The adventurers can help if they wish, or they can hop on the carts that head into town for supplies. It will take about a month to finish and the home will be built near the access to the track beside several Mango trees.

Part 2: Arrival of the Hammer’s Wrath

They will need a group of hardy souls who have jungle experience to help get them to the mission. Many of those in the group have never left the Empire, some have always dwelt in a town or city, and others may have even never left their monastery before. The reassuring presence of local jungle experts (even if they are far from it) is a wise addition to the group.

In the Port: A ship cruises into port and drops anchor. The symbol of a hammer that is set against a twin-tailed comet is visible on every flag and the vessel is called ‘the Hammer’s Wrath’. It has a number of cannon, and various robed figures can be seen on deck along with armoured warriors.


Rafts and boats start to head out to bring the people ashore. There are clerics, templars, and knights of the White Wolf. Some of them head into the local temple with crates and barrels of supplies, and others start to amass more of the same in the middle of the port.


After enquiring with Waltraud about suitable locals, they are told about the adventurers and immediately seek to enlist their services.

Outside the Port: After arriving and finding out about the party and where they are, Captain Kohl and Patriarch Heidegger wander out to the community to meet them and seek their services.

Duties: The adventurers are known amongst the people of the Port as those experienced in the ways of the jungle. The Patriarch wants them to lead and protect the group as it seeks to bring supplies and new followers to a small mission deep in the jungle. It is around two hundred miles to the mission and they have the directions required and enough provisions for themselves.


Although they could go by boat, the secret consensus between the Captain and the Patriarch is to make a pilgrimage of it for the spiritual and physical good of the expedition.

Payment: A purse of 200 crowns will be given to each of them upon reaching the mission. That works out to about ten crowns a day. Alternatively, they can accept services. Party wizards can be offered tuition in spells of their choice when they reach the mission (priests of Sigmar learn spells in the manner of wizards and are not bequeathed them by their deity, a fact that Ulricans often use as proof that Sigmar is not a true deity). They also have excellent tutors who will be able to make them proficient in anything they choose, be it the use of an awkward weapon such as those requiring both hands, or a highly skilled weapon such as a buckler, or a complex weapon such as those employing gunpowder. They could also be taught how to read and write, or if they already have this skill perhaps tuition in one of the rare languages that are used in this area of land.

Provisions: The Temple of Sigmar located in the port will provide each character with three weeks of iron rations should they require it.

Patriarch Helmut Heidegger

Initiate, Cleric level 1 and 2.

Appearance: A short and squat man with a shaven head and bushy white eyebrows.

Background: The youngest in a large family he was a burden and a superfluous mouth to feed and so was given to the charge of a cleric of Sigmar who was making a pilgrimage to the temple in Altdorf. The cleric raised and taught him until he finally took the vows himself.

Persona: He has travelled the Empire and wants to see other lands. The word of Sigmar means everything to him and he is a dedicated follower. He is kind, compassionate, but ruthless against those who would stand in the way of the faith. He sees Lustria as a place where he can preach and build new levels of faith without having to constantly combat those who follow Ulric, Manaan, Taal, Morr, Verena, or any of the many other faiths that distract from the light of Sigmar.
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Age: 42




Alignment: Neutral

Skills: Arcane language: Magick, Cast spells: Clerical level 1 and 2, Cure disease, Heraldry, Identify undead, Magic sense, Mediate, Public speaking, Read/write, Scroll lore, Secret language: Classical, Theology.

Magic Points: 22

Spells

Battle (Number of ingredients for that spell)

Level 1: Cure light injury (10), Hammerhand (5), Immunity to poison (10), Pool power (6), Steal mind (3), Strength of combat (2).

Level 2: Aura of protection (5), Enthuse (3), Lightning bolt (5), Slippery ground (2), Zone of sanctuary (2).

Possessions: Sturdy clothing, Symbol of Sigmar, Warhammer, Backpack, Oilskin, 4 x weeks iron rations, Blanket, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Tinderbox, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, Slingbag of ingredients, 2 x Waterskins.

3 x Level 1 Clerics
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Skills: Arcane language: Magick, Cast spells: Clerical level 1, Cure disease, Mediate, Public speaking, Read/write, Scroll lore, Secret language: Classical, Theology.

Magic Points: 9

Spells

Battle

Level 1: Aura of resistance (6), Cure light injury (8), Fireball (5), Hammerhand (3), Immunity to poison (10), Pool power (1).

Possessions: Sturdy clothing, Symbol of Sigmar, Warhammer, Backpack, Oilskin, 4 x weeks iron rations, Blanket, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Tinderbox, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, Pouch of ingredients, 2 x waterskins.

10 x Initiates
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Skills: Read/write, Scroll lore, Secret language: Classical, Theology.

Possessions: Sturdy clothing, Symbol of Sigmar, Warhammer, Backpack, Oilskin, 4 x weeks iron rations, Blanket, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Tinderbox, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, 2 x waterskins.

Between two poles, they also bear some sacks and other baggage containing supplies for the mission. Books, writing materials, documents, and so on, in addition to lanterns, fuel oil, and extra waterskins. This brings them down to an encumbered move: 3.

Captain Kohl

Initiate, Squire, Knight of the White Wolf

Appearance: A short burly man with a bald head and a massive grey beard that is parted down one cheek by a scar that runs up and demolishes most of his left ear. The other ear has a large earring of a silver warhammer hanging from it.

Background: Born in a very strict Sigmarite family he joined the clergy as an initiate but found such a calling too drab and shallow. His impulsive and aggressive nature made becoming a full cleric unlikely and advancement improbable so instead he became a squire. His ferocity soon earned his knighthood and from there, he earned many awards and commendations for extreme bravery and courage in the face of many daunting foes. However, his savagery and strict attitude were not confined to the battlefield and this resulted in him being assigned to Lustria. He believes that he is here to guard the mission from the dangers of the land, a duty he has vowed to guarantee, but in truth he is here to get him away from civilisation and to perhaps give him a chance to find the inner peace he cannot seem to acquire in the Empire. A few years with nothing to do but till the soil and keep watch might dwindle the fire in his heart that constant battle in the Empire seems to constantly fan.

Persona: A fanatical warrior of Sigmar, he gives no quarter and expects none. He believes in rigid discipline and unwavering fealty to any task he is asked to perform. He lives to a creed of dedication and perfection. He makes no difference in the expectations required from keeping ones quarters in order or facing a Waaagh single-handed.
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Age: 44




Alignment: Neutral

Skills: Acute hearing, Animal care, Disarm, Dodge blow, Drive cart, Etiquette, Heraldry, Read/write, Ride, Secret language: Battle, Classical, Secret signs: Templar, Specialist weapon: fist, flail, lance, parrying, double handed, Strike mighty blow, Strike to injure, Strike to stun, Street fighting, Theology, Very resilient.

Possessions: Two handed warhammer: +10 I, protection +1 AP all locations, Warhammer, Breastplate: +1 AP, Pot helm, Sturdy clothing, Backpack, 4 x weeks iron rations, Wolf pelt, Blanket, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Tinderbox, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, 2 x waterskins. Box of medals and commendations.

Sergeant Will Vespermann
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Skills: Animal care, Disarm, Dodge blow, Drive cart, Etiquette, Heraldry, Read/write, Ride, Secret language: Battle, Secret signs: Templar, Specialist weapon: fist, flail, lance, parrying, double handed, Strike mighty blow, Strike to stun, Street fighting.

Possessions: Two handed warhammer +10 I, Warhammer, Breastplate, Pot helm, Sturdy clothing, Backpack, Wolf pelt, 4 x weeks iron rations, Oilskin, Blanket, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Tinderbox, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, 2 x waterskins.

 6 x Knights of the White Wolf
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Skills: Animal care, Disarm, Dodge blow, Drive cart, Etiquette, Heraldry, Read/write, Ride, Secret language: Battle, Specialist weapon: fist, flail, lance, parrying, double handed, Strike mighty blow, Strike to stun.

Possessions: Warhammer, Shield, Breastplate, Pot helm, Sturdy clothing, Backpack, 4 x weeks iron rations, Blanket, Wolf pelt, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Oilskin, Tinderbox, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, 2 x waterskins.

6 x Templars of Sigmar
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Skills: Disarm, Dodge blow, Read/write, Ride, Secret language: Battle, Secret Signs: Templar, Specialist weapon: lance, Strike mighty blow, Strike to stun.

Possessions: Warhammer, Dagger, Shield, Breastplate, Pot helm, Sturdy clothing, Backpack, 4 x weeks iron rations, Blanket, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Oilskin, Tinderbox, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, 2 x waterskins.

Carried on a pole between two of them are an extra three waterskins.

Part 3: The Journey to the Hills

The expedition will head southwest towards the northern foothills of a brief range of small mountains. This is a journey of about 155 miles. With the party hacking a path this will take a few hours short of seventeen days.


Kohl tries to maintain strict discipline, but everyone’s unfamiliarity with the terrain and heat greatly test his patience. During the trip, the group come across a strange sight that has been left after the alien plant species of the area tested a new genus on some primates to verify its effectiveness.

In a small area of jungle undergrowth are several sets of skeletal remains. The diminutive forms have bestial skulls and are stripped to the bare bones. They lay contorted and trapped in large solid globules of a translucent yellowish substance.

Int test: The skeletal forms are simian, probably baboons.

Int test (+50 Identify plant, +20 ranger, +10 Manufacture drugs: herbal, +10 Herb lore): The globules are hardened sap, but the quantity involved is absurdly large and there is no sign of where it came from and no local trees appear damaged. The sap seems to have hardened abnormally quickly and it comes from no genus you can recognise.

Heal wounds and an Int test (+25 surgery): The animals were stripped to the bone by a digestive process but one unlike anything seen in animals. Even the bone marrow is gone. Because of this, it is impossible to tell how long ago the attack occurred.

Follow Trail: There are no tracks other than those for small animals. There are a few vague scrapes as though from some sort of misshapen plough but they are too vague to offer any real information.

Part 4: The Thunder Hills

The jungle parts in the morning and a series of small grassland hills with rocky outcrops jutting from the earth provide a ramp to access the mountains. There is a small lake formed between the hills that is useful in replenishing waterskins and allowing a wash.


The expedition will want to pause here for the rest of the day, get their breath back, and rest their limbs before making camp. They also want to hold a proper prayer service to thank Sigmar for getting them this far and to ask for safe passage to the mission.


During this time, there is a deep rumbling from the earth and a series of minor tremors occur that unnerve but have no other effect.

Part 5: The Journey to the Mission

Once they leave the hills, they head west towards the two small mountain peaks that rise from the jungle. This is a journey of about 45 miles and it will take a few hours short of five days.

Part 6: The Mission of the Hallowed Hermit

The jungle parts and reveals steep slopes that stretch down into a valley. The two peaks of jagged grass covered stone rise from the other end and near the base between the two mountains is a small waterfall. It pours into a small lake that fills the very bottom of the valley and the jungle has been cleared away all around it to allow small but lush fields of crops to flourish along with several small herds of grazing cattle and sheep. The pool feeds into a winding northbound stream that wanders out along the valley floor and back into the jungle.


At the banks of the lake, there rises a formidable looking settlement with a crenelated shield wall of stone. Standing before the large wooden gates is a statue of a hooded and cloaked form with head bowed and face obscured. The gates are open and reveal the many small wooden buildings within. The banner of the Empire and of the twin-tailed comet flutters in the breeze from every dwelling and also hangs above the gate.


A number of clerics are tending the crops and animals and some others are panning at the head of the stream.

The expedition can now make their way down the slopes of the valley and to the mission itself. Everyone bows individually to the statue of the hallowed hermit and gives a prayer to Sigmar.


The priests welcome the new arrivals, offer them refreshments, and show them to their cells and barracks. The party are thanked for their services and offered a small cabin in which to rest and recuperate from the arduous journey.


The food is modest but hearty and they are permitted to go where they wish. They are encouraged to give prayers at the main shrine in the mission.


The mission has a modest population of Imperial clergy and templars and there are also some Bretonnians here. These are people who heard about and were swayed by the faith of Sigmar but there is no way they would find acceptance in their homeland, nor would the people of the Empire embrace them, so to explore their faith and serve Sigmar, they have come here.

Part 7: Payment

If the party are to be paid in cash, this is handed over in the form of uncut diamonds panned from the stream. Wizards can be taught any Battle magic spell of their choice because the clergy of Sigmar do not learn their magic from their deity, rather they study it from a superior in the same way as a wizard would.


Those seeking tuition can be taught one desired skill irrespective of whether it appears on the career. If it does not, it will cost 150 EP’s rather than 100. The skills are taught in an intensive course of 6 to 8 hours a day and an Int test must be made at the end to have assimilated the information otherwise tuition has to restart (EP’s are not expended in this eventuality).


If they lack the EP’s to purchase the skill immediately, they have trouble with those last little bits of information or just cannot grasp the lessons in full. When they next can afford to buy it, they purchase as normal and all the lessons come together at that moment to create an effective skill.

Specialist weapon, Dodge blow, etc: 3d6 x 2 hours.

Additional/Arcane/Secret language, Read/write, etc: (6 + 2d6) x 2 hours.

Part 8: Bringing Salvation to the Two Tribes

The head of the mission, Patriarch Ganghofer, approaches the party once they have learned their skills or accepted their payment. He is an elderly man with long white hair and beard. He wears pale robes that bear the embroidered pattern of hammers and comets.


There is a small missionary unit intent on entering the jungle to try to reach one of the small communities of non-humans and see if they can be swayed by the words of Lord Sigmar. He himself is a little dubious, but if the clerics who wish to try have felt the calling, then he has no right to stop them with an order. However, he does fear for their safety and would like to hire the party to accompany them at least until they reach the community. He offers the same payment that brought them to the mission.

The Missionaries: A 1st level Cleric named Magnus Hindenburg is going with two initiates named Paulus and Traudl. Magnus has heard of a godless Pygmy tribe that has lost its way and he believes that the light of Sigmar will save them and perhaps begin a spread of the word through other such heathen communities.

All three have pre-emptively studied Pygmy dialects and have a rudimentary understanding of it that will be refined through actual conversation with the tribe.

Magnus Hindenburg

Initiate, Cleric level 1.

Appearance: A lithe tall man with long limbs. He has a short head of light brown hair and brown eyes.

Background: Born in a farming community, he did not fit within the confines of such a life and was a bit of a dreamer. The priesthood seemed to be the only thing his fickle nature could handle and he spent many years as an initiate before taking the final vows of the clergy. Several times, he has been censured for dereliction of duty or sloppy work, and even when they assigned him to the kitchens, although he had a flare for innovative and interesting dishes, more often than not he burned the food or caused a fire. Rather than have him ruin Imperial faith, documents, buildings, dinners, and work, he was sent to Lustria where he is learn commitment and how to stay focused. He believes that Sigmar came to him a dream and walked into the jungle, beckoning him to follow, and from the jungle came the sounds of crying and desperation. The very next morning a game hunter was passing through the mission to pick up some supplies and told him of a tribe that he had seen who were dying because of some sort of spiritual crisis. 

Persona: A little scatterbrained but an honest and dedicated priest. He is kindly and open, and believes that there are no problems that a decent amount of faith cannot overcome and that more people should be made aware of this. He knows that he does not have the skills to preach to humans and to handle the many intricate tasks of a temple, but he thinks that this is because he is meant to prove himself through the conversion and salvation of other races.
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Alignment: Neutral

Skills: Arcane language: Magick, Brewing, Cast spells: Clerical level 1, Charm, Cook, Cure disease, Identify plant, Linguistics, Mediate, Public speaking, Read/write, Scroll lore, Secret language: Classical, Speak additional language: Pygmy, Theology.

Magic Points: 6

Spells

Battle

Level 1: Aura of resistance, Cure light injury, Flight, Immunity to poison.

Possessions: Sturdy clothing, Symbol of Sigmar, Warhammer, Backpack, 4 x weeks iron rations, Blanket, Tankard, Wooden cutlery, Tinderbox, Oilskin, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, Pouch of ingredients, 2 x waterskins, 1 man tent.

Paulus and Traudl Haufmann
Initiates
Appearance: Short and stocky of build with curly blonde hair, green eyes, and solemn faces.

Background: Twin brothers (not identical, Paulus is a little wider and shorter), their parents were killed and their village burned to the ground by Orcs as they hid in the woods. They were taken in by the local temple, where they served the presiding cleric well. Their helpful and kindly nature, as well as their skills at learning and in dealing with parishioners had the cleric extend them an offer of becoming initiates. They readily accepted but have so far felt unworthy of petitioning Sigmar for advancement. They decided to take a pilgrimage to Lustria and to try to do some good deeds in godless lands before they make the petition to their lord.

Persona: Quiet, introverted, but when called upon to do something they are spry and energetic. They have a deep and abiding faith that they do not want to jeopardise by rash attempts at advancement. All they know is the priesthood and if Sigmar spurns them when they try to become clerics, they are terrified of what to do with their lives thereafter.
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Alignment: Neutral
Skills: Read/write, Scroll lore, Secret language: Classical, Speak additional language: Pygmy, Theology, Very resilient.

Possessions: Sturdy clothing, Symbol of Sigmar, Warhammer, Backpack, Oilskin, 3 x weeks iron rations.

Traudl: 2 man tent, Shovel, 2 x blankets, Lantern, 1 x oil pint, 2 x tankards, 2 x sets wooden cutlery, Tinderbox, 10 yards of rope, Kettle, Skillet.

Paulus: 4 x waterskins.

It is a journey of 60 miles directly north to access the mountains and then a 10 mile trek along the foothills before coming down across the hills so that they by-pass the swamps. It will then be about ten miles to the Brobat, and twenty to the Beesbok. With the party hacking a path it will take about six days.

Past Indiscretions: If the party abducted the Coatl they may think that they are going to be met with hostility. Unfortunately, to the tribes, all the foreign tall pink skins look too much alike to differentiate and even non-humans will not be recognized. Even those who spent time with them will now be more concerned with the spiritual schism than with trying to recall what pink skin was short, had lots of hair, wore clothes one way or another and so on.

The Villages: Both tribes are in a very sad state and are nearing extinction. Whether the party agree or disagree with converting them, the priests see it as vital to their survival. Their previous icon vanished, Sigmar will always be present in their lives, and will guide them, keep them alive, and perhaps curtail some of their more disgusting vices with time. They clearly need guidance, and who better than a god?

Part 9: The Brobat

The village seems deserted but occasionally a small form will scamper from one hut to another. The huts have signs of battle damage and some have been burned down. The bodies of dead Pygmies lay everywhere and through the breaches in the huts others can be seen lurking and peering warily out with weapons in hand. The sacred necklace lies deserted and forsaken.

Since the loss of the Coatl, the Brobat penchant for violence has found an outlet in the killing of their own. Their first act was to kill the Chieftain and Witch Doctor for failing them, but the violence did not end there. Several spontaneous massacres occurred and those who have survived now hide in their huts ready to defend themselves or wait for an opportunity to attack a rival dwelling place and kill the occupant. They are concerned only with other Brobat and do not attack visitors of other races.

Sigmar’s Salvation: The priests go from hut to hut, talking with each Brobat and slowly winning their confidence. They relate how they need faith to unite them, that through unity under Sigmar’s leadership and blessing they can once more become whole, enjoy the fruits of their labours, and smite their true enemies instead of each other. This intrigues the Brobat and slowly, individuals are convinced to come forth from their abodes and make peace with another Brobat, and then another, until slowly the hostilities end. This strange event makes the Brobat very interested in how the clerics managed it and they start to pay homage to them. The priests quickly start to turn this homage into worship of Sigmar. They establish some rough icons and begin to elaborate on the strictures of their Lord, telling the Pygmies impressive tales of battle and bloodshed to entice and beguile them.


After ten days, the Brobat begin to once again head into the jungle to hunt and kill, but now they do it in the name of Sigmar. Those pygmies that they encounter are subdued as usual and are offered the chance to become part of the tribe of Seeg’mah. If they do, they are cut free and brought back to be enlightened. If they refuse, they are tortured, maimed, and slowly killed before being eaten or fed to the Beesbok.

Part 10: The Beesbok

The skin of their once corpulent forms hangs in loose folds and they weakly try to crawl over to plants or food scraps to eat them. A number of dead forms are in the process of being cannibalised and some of the more acutely starving are now eating dirt. The Witch Doctor and Chieftain were amongst the first to be overpowered and devoured and the sacred necklace has been tossed into the river.

Sigmar’s Salvation: The priests offer them rations and ask the party to start trying to find as much food as possible, either by hunting, trapping, fishing, or foraging. The missionaries talk to the Beesbok in a gentle although somewhat patronising manner, explaining that Lord Sigmar, the true god, is here to deliver them in this dark time. The food they bring is just a token offering of what fealty to Sigmar will reap for the tribe. Order and peace will be restored with Sigmar to guide them.


The Beesbok are in no position to question or decline and as they are fed, the missionaries start telling tales of how no one ever goes hungry who dines under the radiance of Sigmar’s blessing, and numerous other food related tales to indoctrinate them while they are still in this weakened state. When they learn of the Coatl they talk about how it deserted them to die, and that they should place their faith in something far more powerful, such as Sigmar.


Hindenburg examines the stills and starts to update and rework them to produce a much finer brew. The ‘glory of Sigmar’ is only for those who convert, and the gluttonous Beesbok, greatly smitten by the brew, do so in droves.

Part 11: A Proper Place Of Worship

With the Brobat and the Beesbok converted and now on the mend, the missionaries are going to need a proper place for worship and the token shrines in each village will not do. They cannot build anything between the villages because it is swampland so they need somewhere else.


They decide to take their escort and go to the lair of the Coatl. If the party do not know where this is, they found out from the tribes. If the Coatl was captured, all is as it was when they left it. If they did not, then a section of roof has collapsed and the beast’s rotting remains now like under a pile of rocks. In this eventuality, the power of the feathers has been lost due to damage and decay.


Hindenburg finds the cavern very appealing and because it is some distance from the tribes, it is a good place to require a small pilgrimage to reach it. With water and food there, they can even have a few of each tribe in permanent attendance, as well as Brobat Impis to guard it.


After checking over the area and talking eagerly about what they can put and where, the missionaries return to the villages.

Part 12: Our Work Here Is Just Beginning

With concrete plans and success, they dismiss their escort. They will ask them to inform the mission of the great accomplishments they have made here and that they are staying to continue to administer the faith to the Pygmies and to see about building the proper place of worship.


The Patriarch of the mission is impressed that someone as seemingly inept as Hindenburg managed to do something so startlingly implausible because after all, as far as everyone else was aware, the Pygmies were fanatic about their faith. He congratulates the party on a job well done and will say prayers for their safe passage back to the port.

A Final Favour: The mission will restock their rations and supplies, and they ask if they can take a satchel of letters back to the temple of Sigmar in the port. The satchel has enc: 60 and contains letters that are to be sent on back to the Empire to family and superiors, as well reports about recent events, orders for speciality items and so on.

Part 13: The Voyage Home

On the way back, when the party reach the Thunder Hills they see a number of strange creatures advancing out of the jungle and towards them. This is an expeditionary force of the alien plant species sent to check on the area and see what sort of life forms are present and if it is possible, how easily they can be overcome.


There are two coordinators that stay about ten yards into the treeline and attempt to stay out of sight because their sensor arrays can oversee the convergence and regulation of the infantry with ease. If they are moved upon, they will call for a withdrawal of the forces and leave a rearguard to cover that retreat.


The party can name the creature and even the species as they wish. They have not been encountered before and certainly have never been named or given themselves an identity.

The force is primarily formed from six to seven foot tall Harvesters of Sorrow, an infantry genus with sensory stalks across its ‘head’ and a hollow funnel in which solid nourishment is dropped. It moves by dragging itself along with its animate roots and after a battle, these will be sunk into casualties to allow a direct partaking of nourishment. They have two viciously clawed extremities that they use in combat.


They usually work in massive units that slowly and relentlessly advance at standard. In this current situation, they will work their way up the hill and congregate from all directions in order to overwhelm.


If they start taking loses, those engaged in combat fight to the last as the others form a cordon around the hill whereupon they take root and attack anyone approaching them. The coordinators want to see the reaction to siege, and also, possibly to gauge how long these mammals can last with what supplies they have. If the party break through the cordon or start inflicting heavy casualties, they retreat into the jungle and disband while leaving a rearguard to occupy the foe.

Harvester of Sorrow
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Alignment: Plant

Special Rules: Immune to psychology. Cannot lose in combat and will always press the attack if winning. Subject to stupidity unless coordinated. 2 amour points on all locations from dense skin. Attack with two claw attacks. Cannot parry or dodge. Any head hit that causes damage will immediately rob it of all further attacks for that round due to sensory overload. They acquire most of their energy from the heat and sunlight. At night or in darkness they lose 20 WS, 5 I, 1 attack, and their move rates are halved.

Because they are rooted at all times, any critical result to the head, chest, or arms that does not fell them leaves them rooted in place, but dead. This blocks access for the others who have not yet figured out how to cut them aside. This is a temporary weakness in tactics that they will overcome the next time they are encountered, but for now, it gives the party a great advantage. Hits to the legs and such that cause a fall will cut them down, and allow others to move in.


If the party find themselves surrounded by dead plants that create a barrier denying further access, the plants will begin their retreat and the coordinators will start to try to work on the problem. They are relentless and patient, not smart.

Coordinator



The control genus are a six foot long ‘hive brain’ that uses its arrays of sensory stalks and highly sensitive ‘nose’ to remain aware of what is occurring and communicate and coordinate the other forces via telepathic transmissions that have a range of up to five hundred yards.
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Alignment: Plant

Special Rules: Immune to psychology. Attacks with one stomp. 0/1 amour points on torso and limbs (treat as leather).

Part 14: The Renegades

When they are passing the area of the lair of the Skaven renegades, the party will encounter a group of these creatures. They are resting after having been hunting and are about to start preparing food. The starvation and squalor of the Under-Empire has long since been forgotten and because food is plentiful in the jungle, their tastes have steadily developed over the centuries from scavenging for rancid scraps and raw flesh to enjoying properly cooked dishes.

The jungle unexpectedly parts to reveal a small clearing. The thick ferns have been flattened to allow a small pile of dry kindling and wood to be created. Sitting all around the clearing and draped in some of the trees are Skaven warriors. They wear no amour and have only the most rudimentary weapons that they do not draw or bring to bear as they look at you. They have collected a small pile of fruit and have the carcasses of small game being readied for cooking.

If the party attack immediately, they will flee into the jungle. If the party are wounded or bear the marks of injury because of blood and cut clothing, the Stormvermin leader draws a pot from his bag and points to their wounds.


‘You need Skalm, Manling. Heal good-good. Sting much, but work.’


They have no qualms about letting people join them and will share their food, water, and fruit. The leader will ask about them about their journey and how it went and other trivialities. He knows nothing of the hostile plant species, but will talk with the elders and see if anyone else has encountered them. He will not reveal the location of their lair because ‘We Skaven, but not-not Skaven. We leave Under-Empire. Live in Jungle. Live in peace. Live in secret. Safe-safe. Not go back like others. Not attack toad city place.’


Once they have cooked and finished their food, they pack up, bid the party farewell, and continue on their journey because they prefer travelling at night. After a few hundred yards, some of the Stormvermin start to obliterate their tracks to prevent the party, or any other hostile species in the jungle from tracking them to their home. They will pass on the details of the party and inform their fellows that they are not hostile, thereby gaining the party a possible ally in the events already lurking on the horizon.

Nikk’ikk’ikitik

Stormvermin Leader
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Alignment: Neutral

Skills: Concealment: Jungle, Disarm, Dodge blow, Follow trail, Gamehunting, Identify plant, Nightvision: 30 yards, Set trap, Silent move: Jungle, Speak additional language: Reikspeil (not well though), Spot trap, Strike mighty blow, 35% cause infected wounds.
Possessions: Spear, Axe, Knife, Shield, Slingbag, Tinderbox, Pot of Skalm: 15 wounds worth, Blanket, Waterskin, 8 x days preserved rations.

Skalm: This poultice is applied to injury and causes significant pain as the flesh warps, bucks, and wriggles before settling down into a black scar of uneven tissue. It does however heal the damage and will stop bleeding and prevent infection. A cool test is required for every three wounds healed or an insanity point is gained.

Stormvermin
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Alignment: Neutral

Skills: Concealment: Jungle, Dodge blow, Follow trail, Identify plant, Nightvision: 30 yards, Set trap, Silent move: jungle, Spot trap, Strike mighty blow, 35% cause infected wounds.
Possessions: Spear, Axe, Knife, Shield, Backpack, 6 x days preserved rations, Waterskin, Tinderbox, Blanket, 5 yards of rope, Whetstone.

Clanrat
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Alignment: Neutral

Skills: Dodge blow, Nightvision: 30 yards, Set trap, Silent move: jungle, Strike mighty blow, 35% Cause infected wounds.

Possessions: Spear, Axe, Shield, Backpack, 6 x days preserved rations, Waterskin, Tinderbox, Whetstone.

Part 15: Feline Orphans

A venomous sniper plant sank its barbs into a passing sabre toothed tiger but the beast managed to get away before she succumbed to the venom. She died with her young and the party come across the scene.


The party hear some soft feline mewling noises and if they investigate, they will find the body of a sabre-toothed tiger. The beast has a collection of small organic barbs lodged in its flank and at its side are two small tiger cubs.

[image: image1.jpg]



Animal Care: The cubs are about six months old and are both female. They will require raw flesh for sustenance and if this is provided they become quite friendly. An Int test reveals that it looks like the mother was suffering or recovering from some sort of feline influenza strain that had greatly enfeebled her.

Identify Plant: An Int test reveals that the barbs are plant in origin but like nothing they have come across before. They were fired at the tiger as a cluster and an internal system of sap channels pumped venom from several small sacs into the wounds.

Prepare Poison: An Int test reveals that the barbs have a debilitating toxin on them, something akin to a very potent tranquilliser designed to numb, enfeeble, and then promote coma and even death in extreme cases. There are only traces left, but clearly, the tiger must have had a weak heart or other defect for it to be killed rather than incapacitated by the toxin.

Heal wounds: The cubs are in fine health. An Int test (+20 Surgery) reveals that the tiger died from a form of organic poison that caused a heart attack because its system was weakened from fighting off a strain similar to common feline influenza.

Sabre Toothed Tiger Cubs
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Special Rules: Nightvision: 20 yards. Attacks with two claws and one bite attack (this is delivered with one extra point of strength). They can stalk almost silently and if attacking from cover they gain 20 EI. If both claw attacks succeed, the tiger may rip. This causes an automatic extra hit at its normal strength.

The party have the option of taking the cubs with them and having the community feed and raise them. Two domesticated Sabre Toothed Tigers make guard dogs look like surly squirrels, and besides, the pelts would make a nice emergency source of money as would their sale to an explorer or man of learning seeking specimens to take home.


The feeding of the tigers will be easier when the flock is larger, also, lots of locals will regularly like to come and pet something that they usually fear so greatly, therefore treats and snacks will abound.


Esmeralda will become exceedingly taken with them because unknown to the Braun’s she is infertile. The two cubs will quickly become her version of surrogate children and she will pamper and love them immensely.


Of course, the party get to name them. If they do not, Esmeralda names them Sushi and Bento in honour of some strange, beautiful, intimidating, but ultimately delightful dishes she had in a Nipponese establishment in Lothern on the trip over.

Part 16: Aftermath

The Letters: Waltraud will be grateful that they managed to bring the documents and letters back and will start preparing them for shipment to the Empire with the next boat. He will ask how the journey went, about the mission, what is happening out there, how is the Patriarch and so on.

The Plants: No one has heard of such creatures. A couple of people have encountered strange predatory plant species before, but nothing as seemingly organised as what the party describe. Botanists and explorers may buy them a few drinks to find out where they were encountered, what they looked like, how they acted etc, in preparation for a possible expedition there.

The Skaven: Most people will dismiss such talk as the product of the heat or delirium because there is no such thing as ratmen. If they persist, people will be intrigued but because they seemed peaceful, they are not particularly agitated. On the quiet, a guide, porter, or explorer may come to them and mention that they met them as well, and after a peaceful exchange, they all went their separate ways.

Part 17: Experience Points

25

Killing the Squark.

30

Reaching the Mission of the Hallowed Hermit with more than 50% of the expedition.

20

The missionaries make it alive to the villages of the Two Tribes.

25

Killing a coordinator.

20

Finding out that the Skaven are not affiliated with Skavendom.

10

Saving the cubs

The campaign continues with the adventure ‘Spare the Rod’
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