Waukaringa: Ghost Town 


���
�espite its relatively short history of white settlement, the older maps of Australia are littered with the names of towns that are now no more than a handful of ruins.  The first episode of The Alchemist's Puzzle involves the characters travel to such a town.





	Waukaringa was a town full of hope in its time. The town was settled in the arid north of South Australia in the late 1880’s.  Two adventurers, Brady and Smith struck gold in the creek near the place where Waukaringa would be settled.  Within a month of this discovery, more than a thousand people had moved to the site to try their luck.  Within a year, that number had increased seven fold.  Wuakaringa literally erupted out of the semi-desert ground, and the small settlement began to rival the State Capital Adelaide.





	The passions of the settlers blazed like the bushfires that were such a threat.  The gold-fever brought feelings of joy, anguish, greed, jealousy, but most of all hope.  Not only did many make their fortunes in gold, but industry sprang up around the miners, with banks, shops and hotels, making Waukaringa a vital town. 





	But the run of gold was short lived.  By 1893, all the claims had been abandoned.  By 1903, the only remaining inhabitants of Waukaringa were the shop owners (who couldn’t afford to leave with their savings invested in a now worthless building), and the dingoes.  Oh yes, and the ghosts.





	And eventually, even most of the ghosts left, eyes on the living.  Now they mined for Pathos instead of gold.





	Waukaringa sits silent now, its few remaining buildings crumbling with alarming speed.  Its name hasn’t appeared on a map in at least 50 years.  The only living creatures that see it are wildlife.  But be sure - it is far from deserted.





Introduction


�aukaringa: Ghost Town is the first story in the chronicle The Alchemist's Puzzle.  This story is intended as both an introduction to the chronicle, and a general introduction into Wraith: the Oblivion ©.





	As it is an introduction, this is a relatively simple story, mainly a ‘there and back again tale’.  It introduces a number of different aspects of existence in the Underworld - interaction with the Hierarchy, a Guild or two, and of course Spectres.  So if you are looking for an intense romantic, political, or intrigue-filled story, you will need to insert that aspect yourself.





	Remember - this is just a launching pad for the chronicle, and you don’t want to scare your players off too early!





	Important note - This adventure has been written with certain characters in mind.  If your players do not want to have a ‘still living body hooked up to machines’ as a fetter, then you may need to think up other reasons to get the puzzle (but the puzzle is much more powerful just that….).





Mood


	The mood that should surround the majority of this story is excitement.  The characters will find conflict with all manner of inhabitants, dependant on the characters personal natures and loyalties.





	But on a deeper level, the characters should face the consequences of the crimes of the past and feel guilt.  The dead weep over many, many wrongs, and the special nature of the Australian Shadowlands, including the Well of Guilt churning in the Tempest, means the Australian dead cannot forget.








The Use of Sidebars


	Sidebars (these darkened boxes) are used in the following adventure in a similar manner to those used in the Official Wraith © books printed by White Wolf.





	However, in addition to indicating historical tid-bits, or secret character information, the author has used this forum to include events that occurred in his own adventure.  He has endeavoured to keep these to a minimum, however (.








Theme


	Consistent with our mood of excitement, the theme that flavours this story would probably be Adventure.  There will be plenty of chances to test their wits, and blades against adversaries of all types. 





The adventure begins in the Necropolis of Adelaide, where one of the characters is summoned by his Mentor, Aldrich the Sandman director.





Note - The character whose body is hooked up to the machine is referred to in the actual adventure as ‘the catalyst’, and in my adventure, the catalyst was Cody Breen (refer to chronicle synopsis).
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Act I: A Generous Gift


	Storytellers should prepare for running this adventure by reading it from start to finish.  Characters can do all sorts of weird things, and if the Storyteller knows what is supposed to happen, it becomes easier to bring the characters back in line.





	You will also find it allows the characters more freedom of action.  If the Storyteller knows the encounters the characters need to meet before getting to Waukaringa, then it won’t matter if the characters go by car, by bus or  by Argos - you can adapt the storyline so the young lady that is sitting on the train in the text, is instead flagging down their jeep as a hitchhiker.


Scene One:  Summoned by a Sandman


	Aldrich, the gregarious Sandman director, summons the characters (in particular his protégé’), by sending a message via another apprentice.  Aldrich is one of the highest ranking Sandmen in the Necropolis, and has a rather inflated opinion of himself.  He talks like he is telling a story, and the Storyteller should play the part of foppish actor to the hilt when expressing his mannerisms.  Have fun!





	Aldrich lives in the recently closed Oxford Movie Theatre, Unley road, about ten minutes south of the Adelaide city centre.  When the characters turn up, wraiths are filling out, many full of pathos, after a pageant put on by Aldrich and his circle ‘The Oxford Players’.





Description of Aldrich


	Aldrich is a very tall, rakishnly thin man, who is always draped in long flowing robes made entirely of gossamer, the fabric he harvests from mortals dreams.  He plays the part of the ‘actor fop’ to the extremes, but this hides a brilliant mind, and a guildsman respected for his talent throughout the Shadowlands.


�	His robes (today) display images of  green, well forested hills, with a creek running through a valley.  A small cottage sits at the edge of the creek, and an elderly woman sits and fishes, while her daughters and their children play games on the bank.��	He also wears a stylised mask of Greek tragedy, his mark of office as a major Troupe director (and also a mark of his status as a guild member).  His eyes are almost fully visible and they appear both happy to see you, and eager to divulge some news.�


	The masked guildsman will welcome them, bring the characters into the theatre, into a secluded room, and then begin talking in his expressive voice.








ALdrich


	Aldrich has been affected by the Jade Empire Arcanoi Way of the Scholar.  Its operation on him is visible to the discerning character.  When he begins his tale, ask the characters to roll Perception + Awareness (difficulty 9).  If  they succeed, relate the  following:


�	While the elderly Sandman is telling his tale, you notice that his eyes have glazed slightly, and, if you could almost swear that the corners of his eyes seem to move upwards (so much as you can see, under his mask), making him appear to squint.





	This happens just once, and only when he actually gets around to the point.





For more information on Way of the Scholar, please refer to the Dark Kingdom of Jade ©, and the Wraith Players Guide ©.





Rambling


	Aldrich should be portrayed as much more interested in himself than in the characters.  He should carry on about tonight’s play, old actors, his glory days when alive, etc, etc, anything except why he summoned them.





	Try and keep this up until the characters cough or interrupt him in some manner - when he will get to the point.








�


	Below, I have included the stuff presented to my Players.  A warning - it took them ages to eventually ask for the point of the meeting  - so be prepared.





	“I was directing a performance last week, a telling of the Scottish Play, this time using real Scots, not bloody Australians - they do an appalling Scottish Accent.  And don’t believe for a minute that the damn play isn’t cursed - both our Lead role and his understudy fell to their shadows during the second act, and we needed to cast Phantasm to replace him - very exhausting, let me tell you - lucky I knew the words by heart.”





	“Sorry, I digress.  Anyway after the showing  - rave reviews I may tell you, the lead got the best review he’s ever had - , we were behind the curtain - the lead having been replaced for his final bow by a convenient Thrall moliated into his likeness -  anyway, the curtain is down, and I am telling all the actors that they have done and excellent job, - even though in truth most of them are atrocious. I simply have nothing to work with here in this little two-bit town, the quality of the actors is appalling in the most part, although I must say that I was the one who discovered ‘Jean-Paul De Bwa’ back when he was just Paul Dunhide of Norlunga.  He was a fine actor, and I was cruelly wounded by him when he moved to Stygia.  I last heard that he was a member of the Ashen Ladies Salon.  Have I received any word from him - no, he’s to good for his old teacher now, moved on ………” continues until they stop him.





�
	“Sorry, I do tend to go on sometimes. The point is, I was approached by this odd looking man.  Judging by his general appearance, he looked dead for a good century, if not more, he wore a hodgepodge of relic clothes, with boots which looked like they died before he did”





	“He approached me with these wild eyes, black from Argos, with an odd ‘stretch’, to them, he looked almost Asian.  He was obviously practiced in a number of other arts, his bulky clothes barely disguised the misshapen body of a spook, and the arcane symbols of fatalism danced across his brow, and across the backs of his hands.  He kept looking around me, never directly at me, and I picked that as a sign of someone with the Wylding inside them - and a good dose of it as well.  This constant looking around me, was so distracting that I found myself doing the same, until he began to speak.





	“His voice was rough, like it was full of gravel, "Thank you for your play, you are a master of your craft - Sandman."  Well, I was going to get him removed, but his words marked him as a man of obvious taste and quality, so I decided to hear him out.”





	“As it turns out, he had little to say.  He merely said very intently, "You should give this to Cody."  And he handed me this statuette.”  





	Aldrich lifts up a small black statuete, and continues.  





	“Then the unusal man left saying, "I have another, at my home in Waukaringa.  Tell your apprentice to seek me out, but do it soon.  My time is not long, and my control is slipping.."  So here you are.”  And the Sandman hands over the Relic Statuette.





	The Sandman then slumps somewhat, as if a great weight had been lifted off his shoulders. His demeanour changes completely, from trifling actor, to deadly serious.  He addresses the catalyst directly now.





	“Cody - I have exciting news!  I was unwilling to trust some bizarre stranger, no matter how good their taste in plays was.  So, I entered the Theatre of Dreams dream-scape, and displayed the statuette.





	A counterpart who from Britain recognised it immediately!  Apparently this is part of a puzzle, that was created by a mortal alchemist, in the early thirteen hundreds.  This puzzle, if an when solved, has the powers, or so its rumoured, to separate souls from their bodies, heal all wounds, and importantly, to allow another soul to enter that body.





	This puzzle was apparently scattered in some war, but if records of it don’t exist, then people who have seen it may. This may be the way to help you achieve your return to your still living body boy!  You have to take it!”





	Some of your players may be cynical enough not to trust Aldrich, and may look at the gift as some sort of a trap.  If the obvious acarnoi working on Aldrich is not enough, give Aldrich a more discernable motive - for example:





The Contract 


	Aldrich is quite excited by all this, and quickly rips out a scroll, and a relic pen (bic, well chewed).  Written in immaculate handwriting on the scroll (which appears to be rather hastily moliated - the face is still visible in an eternal silent scream of torment), is a contract.  Aldrich thrusts it at you and indicates a point at the bottom of the page - “sign here, and then you can start on your journey.”��	If asked, Aldrich will poo-poo the contract, stating that it is merely a formality, recognising his part in assisting Cody on his project, and distributing certain rights.  If 


Cody reads the contract, he will need to make a successful Intelligence + Law roll (difficulty 8) to understand it (extensive use of legalese) - remember - if he doesn’t have any points of Law, he cannot attempt this roll..  If he refuses, Aldrich will demand the statuette back until the contract is signed (and he is fully capable of taking it - using Dreams of Sleep).  Cody may take the contact away to ask for help to read it.


�	The contract itself is a document that entitles Aldrich to all rights in relation to any story that comes from Cody’s search for the rest of the Alchemist’s Puzzle.  It also specifies that this contract is not conditional on Cody’s acceptance into the Sandmen’s Guild.  It also places the potential for punitive damages at a maximum of 10,000 Oboli, or 500 years as a Thrall.  Economic Damages are not specified and are potentially limitless.  The contract does state that should Cody become a fully initiated member of the Guild, with Aldrich as a sponsor, then Cody will become entitled to 1/10th of all Royalties, Takings and Profit for the story.  It also grants Aldrich with complete editorial power.�


	The effect the production of a play will have on the characters notoriety, status, and other backgrounds is up to the Storyteller!





	Aldrich will want them to leave as soon as possible, all the better to get his ‘epic’ tale started.  If one of the characters is sufficiently glib, they may be able to get some financial assistance from Aldrich, but this should not be easy.



































The Statuette


	The statuette is roughly 4 inches high, with a square base, 3x3 inches.  The statuette was made from Obsidian, and it is difficult to discern details unless the characters are in bright light.





	The statuette depicts a scene, of a  simple castle, under siege.  The detail of the small army that swarms up the slick black walls is accurate to the agony on the faces of those that fall victim to the archers on the castle walls.  The windows of the castle are open, and archers and warriors fire missiles down onto the men below.  Behind the men in the windows, you can make out details of the room, and people behind them - in one, a picture hangs above a fireplace, and in another, a woman weeps holding a dead child.  In other words, the detail is amazing!





	Inscribed on the bottom is the following pattern of circles.





                 �





	The statuette is unusually heavy for its size, and is colder than its surroundings.  It’s has a ‘dark feel’ to it, and a sinister aspect.  It has the vague feeling that it should be restrained, or put in a safe box, to prevent it from causing harm.  Anyone viewing it should be uneasy about holding it, like handing someone a spider that may or may not be dead.


�	Storyteller Note: If a character remains in close contact with the statuette for a whole day, the Shadowguide may roll its highest dark passion at difficulty 7, each success results in a one-point increase in temporary Angst.





Act II: Getting To Waukaringa


Scene Two:  Smokie's Palace


	The characters need a place to settle down and decide what to do next.  Their regular ‘haunt’ is probably the best place, and that’s Smokie’s Palace.





	Smokie’s Palace is the tongue-in-cheek name for the partially-burnt out and abandoned two-storey house that lies in a small cul-de-sac in Thebarton.  It is a local renegade haunt.








Why a Renegade Haunt?


	Simple.  Because the characters who inspired this story were guilds-wraiths.  Thus, a Hierarchy controlled hang-out was not appropriate.  If such a hang-out doesn’t suit your chronicle, you may need to tone down ‘Smokie’s Place’s’ renegade influences.





	The upstairs is HQ for a Spook Pathos Racket.  This is a place to come if character need quick Pathos, but many have heard dubious stories on the quality of Pathos sold.





	Smokie is a highly placed spook in Adelaide - and a woman of connections.  She appears unassuming (she is moliated to look like a cleaning lady most of the time), but her demolition work is known and feared by all fetter-loving legionnaires in the Necropolis.  Whilst not the highest ranking Spook in the town, she is a wraith to keep on side.  Unless the Storyteller deems otherwise, there is no reason to even introduce Smokie - unless the characters try something stupid in the ‘Palace’.








	Smokie’s has no doors, and all of the windows are smashed.  The interior should reflect the full effect of a wraiths Deathsight - the building in the Shadowlands appears a uniform charcoal, and the cloying smell of smoke fills the air.  Smokies is always warmer than outside, making it almost unbearable for sensitive wraiths in Summer.





	The ground floor is used as a general meeting place, with wraiths from all ‘non-hierarchy’ walks of life turning up and talking.  It is an excellent place to obtain ‘hard to get relics’, learn the movements of certain important wraiths and to buy and sell all sorts of information.  It’s also an excellent place to get harrowed, if you’re not careful who you talk to.





	It has been raided by the Legions twice in the past year, and although no arrests have ensued, the residents are edgy, and likely to pick people who ask too many questions as a legion spy, and pound them into oblivion without much ado.





	The entire place is guarded by 8 massive bare-chested men, all wearing hang-men’s hoods.  They boast the odd bunched-muscles of Spooks, and each hold at least one blunt weapon each.  Their mouths have been moliated shut, but still manage to communicate somehow.  Rumour is that they are spectres and whisper along the Hive-Mind, but no-one has been game enough to verify this rumour - yet.





	No-one is allowed upstairs without invitation.





	The characters will probably pull up a seat somewhere, and talk about their next move.  A busking Chanteur makes a suitable racket so that no-one can overhear their discussion.








Chanteur


	If your characters are low on Pathos, by having the busker play an appropriate song, one or more of them may get a passion roll from the emotions coming from the singer.





	If your characters are new, they may need some prompting.  A good way is to get them to go through what they know, and decide on the next step;





They have a piece of a puzzle,


It was given by a person who ‘doesn’t have long to go’ whatever that means,


The person has another piece in a place called Waukaringa.





The next obvious step is to go to Waukaringa.  Let the characters figure out how to get to Waukaringa.





Finding Waukaringa


	The ways my characters tried to find Waukaringa.  They were pretty lucky, they got it on the second try. 





	Firstly, our Puppeteer visited a Backpacker Hostel - good idea - had plenty of Maps, and a good number of them to remote, outback places.  Unfortunately in an attempt to skinride a German backpacker who was sending e-mail back home, the Puppeteer botched his roll, and was trapped in the Backpacker, unable to do anything, but sit and watch.





	The second attempt actually worked, with another character getting in contact with a Medium Contact of his.  She was more than willing to help her ‘friend across the boundary of death’, and went to the library to research it.  She even found a map, and marked the route.





	For her troubles, our hero tried a bit of Outrage (just Ping) to ratta-tap-tap an acknowledgment.  Unfortunately a botch on this roll sent a stonehand punch across the Shroud, knocking the hapless Medium out-cold.





	It was more than a Shadow could have asked for…..








From Adelaide, the best way to get to Waukaringa is as follows:





Need to get to Cockburn (on the way to Broken Hill) first.


Head north, taking a Bus - takes the Barrier Highway.  Stops at Cockburn.


Then the characters need to follow the Broken Hill railway East.  About 13 miles after they leave Cockburn, they need to head north .  This will bring them to Durra-Durra Station and then they head North up Durra-Durra track.


This will take them directly to Waukaringa (about 100kms).





Scene Three:  The Adelaide-Broken Hill Bus


	The bus leaves from Franklin Street Bus Depot - there is normally one leaving every day, about 6.30 am.








Hierarchy Control


Storyteller Note: Each bus has two legionnaires - one obvious and ensuring there is no trouble on the trip, the other inhabits the bus itself, is attuned to it and can probably withstand most attacks.  Only tell the characters about the obvious one.








	The guard on this bus is a woman.  She stands a mere 5’1”, she is Asian, has very long black hair, and has the unblinking stare of a monitor.  Her hands also show the tell-tale inky fingers of a Practitioner of Castigate.  Just above her eyes she sports a few faint arcane symbols, which are repeated just behind her ears and flow down her neck.  She is wearing a long black Oriental Dress, with splits up the front, back and side, and she moves like a cat  Her neck has a relic scarf wrapped around it.  She is very attractive.  She has a standard issue soulsteel sword strapped to her back, and a short relic Japanese Wakizashi on a rope on her waist.





	She stands in the door way and is insubstantial as mortals walk thorough her - she gives the waiting wraiths (there are not many - travel is dangerous at the moment) a quick speech.





	“Listen up everyone, this bus is hierarchy property, and I’m here to make sure that no-one breaks the law.  You breach the Dictumm here and your ass ends up in chains.  Enjoy your trip and obey the law.”





	When she finishes speaking, she turns and enters the bus, sitting on the seat that remains empty on most trips - the one up the front (thus her back is turned for most of the trip - she will leave well enough alone until someone causes trouble).





	Her Legion Affiliation is obvious when she turns, as on the back of her dress, in an intricate style, she has the strange X like symbol of the Silent Legion embossed in Gold, repeated in two cocentric circles around a larger version of the symbol itself.


�	Her voice has no trace of any accent.  (get characters to roll Perception + Alertness difficulty 9 for all but Derric - difficulty 7).  Success lets the characters notice that every now and then, as she speaks, she unconsciously strokes her chin, like she had a long beard.





	If asked, her name is Sui-li.  She is practiced at a number of Arcanoi amd uses them to detect both trouble makers and skinriders��	She is very good with her blades, and often uses both in one round. )  Assume that she knows all of the hand to hand manoeuvres of Pakua  and all of the blade manoeuvres.





	If anyone watches her in combat, describe the unusual circular pattern she walks in, moving around her opponent, and striking with the palm of her hand (if she uses her hands at all).  She will often split her Dice Pool, she is a formidable opponent.


�The Passengers


	Apart from the characters and Sui-Li, there are 3 other passengers on this trip.





Sheldon and Cynthia - posing as Hierarchy Monitors - their staring eyes are the most prominent aspect of their features.  Indeed, they are very similar looking, probably siblings, and their faces are white and smooth (any success at a Shapesense roll will show the fact that they have both been moliated).  They will be polite, but not talkative.  Cynthia is in fact a practiced Mnemoi, and she may panic if she is pressed.  While she will not purposefully hurt anyone, she will steal memories from people, so they will remember nothing, not even that Cynthia or Sheldon were on the bus.  They are not combat oriented, but they can handle themselves in a pinch.





Davenport - a Nordic-looking warrior of no obvious affiliation.  He is wearing full plate armour, and carries a medieval two-handed sword.  Even this detail is hard to make out considering that his entire frame is wrapped in thick stygian Chains.  It looks as if he has decided to make Nhudri’s Embrace into a fashion statement.  His face is totally obscured by a great helm, and he speaks with a bellowing Nordic Sing-song voice.  In battle, the chains will uncoil and he will use them to devastating effect.








Lies, Damn Lies, and Statistics


	The character sheets and statistics for these individuals, and others included in this story, are not included in the bulk of this text.  This is to keep the flow of the story, and allow you to create your own charcters (it also helps download time.  Rather I have posted the charater sheets to the Wraith Fan Page, and shall also attach them to this book as an appendix  If you have trouble finding them, feel free to e-mail me.





�Scene Four:  Captian Shadow's Gang


	No introductory adventure would be complete without a bit of rough stuff.  And here it is.  The bus is attacked by Restless ‘wanna-be’ bushrangers.  This circle has had a good deal of success in recent raids on this route (not without losses), resulting in an increased Hierarchy prescence.








Launching Point


	If you want your characters to take a different tack, this is a perfect opportunity to set them on it.





	Captain Shadows gang may not be simple renegade robbers, try them as:





Scum slavers, 


Heretic fanatics, or even


some other legion’s soldier’s





	Perhaps the characters will want to join them….








	When the bus stops at night, at its Dinner stop, in Mannahill, it is instantly beset by the bandits, looking to rob the wraiths of their belongings.





	They will jump through the walls (and therefore be incorporeal), and a rather dashing figure in black gear, wearing a full-face black mask and an akubra, will shout;





	“Everyone drop to the ground and no-one gets hurt”.





	Regardless of the character’s actions, the rest of the bus will launch into action.  Sui-Li and Davenport are combat experienced, and Cynthia and Sheldon are quick to look for an escape route.







































































First Round Actions


	These are the immediate actions everyone (excluding the characters) will take:





Sui-Li gets her weapons out in a flash (Quick-draw), and simply launches at the two closest to her.


Davenport knows he’s confined on the bus, and so tips backwards through the wall (taking 1 corpus level damage).  Once outside, the chains uncoil like snakes and give him an extra two attacks per round (see ‘Living Chains’ in  Buried Secrets ©.).


Cynthia and Sheldon drop through the bottom of the bus, and attempt to roll out of the way.





	The confined space of the bus, the people getting off the bus, and back on the bus should provide multiple opportunities for Skinlands corpus disruptions, and provide an opportunity for clever wraiths to get an advantage (for example, Khalid went for a foot-sweep on the bus, passing through the chairs and people, knocking a bushranger down).








	The Storyteller should match up the toughest player character with Captain Shadow.  Depending on the combat readiness of the other characters, they should get 1-2 of the gang-members each.  If anyone looks in serious trouble, Sui-Li or Davenport should be able to lend a hand. 





	If anyone can see Cynthia or Sheldon in battle, they will see powerful Arcanoi in action (Lifeweb and Mnemosynsis). Sheldon will take a massive wound,  but then make a ripping motion (Sever-Strand), and the Highwayman will be pulled off into the darkness by harrowing spectres.  The one that attacks Cynthia will grapple her and bring her to the ground, but a brief gaze from Cynthia is enough for him to start clutching his eyes and trying to gouge them out, screaming “get them off me, get them off me!” and he will tear himself into a harrowing (If questioned, she will say that her shadow shared some Angst and he went “psycho” and pretend to be just as shaken by the experience).  If the character rolls Intelligence + Subterfuge, he will realise that she is lying, but there will be no proof and it will satisfy everyone else.  If the character pushes it, she will make him forget the entire experience.





	This should be the only encounter on the way to Cockburn (because things get significantly harder…).


�Scene Five:  Forewarned


	The characters get off in Cockburn during the late night.  The Shadowlands are eerie this in this town at night, with no signs of life, and the buildings are dilapidated and ancient.  This ‘eeriness’ should be reflected in your description of the town to the players.





	The characters have to cross the town to get to the railway station.  They will get the impression that they are being watched.  Wraithly curtains are held back for blank faces to look out.  No mortals walk the street, and the air is near zero.  Hierarchy presence is so far absent.





	They will gradually become aware of a wraith - either orating or preaching, and a bell ringing.  The speaker’s words eventually become audible.





	“The time is nigh.  Your existence is flawed and doom is upon us all.  Upon me, upon you and upon the world.  I have seen your fall and your fall shall be quick.  Repent quickly for the end is nigh.  Come one, come all and I shall lead you to a less tortuous fate.”��	The speech repeats over and over again.  They will eventually catch sight of the speaker - a tall wraith, wearing a long dri-za-bone (long jacket worn by Australians), so covered with deep red dust that it looks as if he dipped it in blood.  A wide brimmed akubra hat hides his features in shadow, but it is apparent that both of his eyes are covered by an equally dusty rag.  What characters can see of his skin appears skeletal, and covered with pox-marks  He is part Aboriginal.   Squirming in between these hideous marks, are black, twining marks like worms, circling and cycling around and around, in an almost mesmerising way.





	He will see the characters and approach.  He will stop in front of them and shout in a deafening voice, arms raised towards the sky:





“And to thee I say, look Hence” - he points out into the darkness, which seems to coalesce into dark forms.





	“Look thence, and tell me that we know not what we know!  For in the seething depths of the churning tides wakes the monstrosity that He birthed, and in his enormous pride and heedless ignorance, has loosed upon you all!  It will Come!  And it will not come just for him who gave unto to it, worshipped it with a blind eye and baited it with a forked tongue, but it comes for you and for me and for all of us together!  And it shall smite us with a crushing fist and swallow us whole.”





	Any attempt to speak with him results in the following:





	“Do you come to follow me to spread the word, to tell the world that their works and efforts are of no point?”  He will seem almost exhausted, and for this sentence, it will seem as if his voice doubles up but at a higher pitch, in a mocking tone.  It will not repeat.





	Assuming not, he will offer them a reading of their fates (he will push this - he can feel that they are ‘important’ - Kismet). 








The Reading


	In my adventure, the Doomsayer gave the following reading (or something much like it):





	“The freak beats the dying horse.  The old soldier owns the horse, but has not yet been given it to ride.  Darkness runs against the dying horse and threatens to win the race. Enigma tears the sheets.”





	This is a little more detailed than what I gave my characters, but in hindsight, probably what they should have heard








	This Doomsayer has managed to convert a large portion of the wraithly township. No other wraiths will approach them - in case they are the bringers of doom.  Indeed, the wraiths of Cockburn are terrified that doom is just around the corner, and will watch any newcomers with dread.  The only reason regular wraiths will come out is to either shout derision at those who express any belief contrary to their own, and to protect their ‘prophet’.





	The Hierarchy has a presence in Cockburn, but only a small one (about 30 legionnaires in the whole town).  They continuously roam to keep down trouble, destroy spectres, and capture renegades and Heretics.  If there are any reports of trouble (and there may be in the next few scenes), the legionnaires will probably be there in 2-30 minutes.





Scene Six:  Distress Call








Paths Not Taken


	This next section revolves around the rescue of a mortal.  If the characters decide to ignore his cries for help, don’t force them down a path they don’t wish to go down.





	As the mortal holds a piece of the puzzle, if they fail to meet him, then let his plight (this will probably be death) be commented on in the shadowlands, news-worthy in the Skinlands, etc, until they hear about it, and make the piece of the puzzle part of the newscast, rumour, or however you bring their attention to it.








	The characters will be crossing the town soon after this, in the very early hours of the morning, when they hear barely audible muffled screams.  It would be indiscernible to mortals, but the wraiths heightened senses will pick up the sounds of trouble (plus, any character with Fatalism should have a roll against Kismet to determine that this event is important).





	They can follow the screams south, about 15 minutes from the centre of the city, to an unkempt single-storey suburban house.  Whilst it looks a little shabby from the skinlands, in the shadowlands, it is altogether depressing and quite threatening.  The yard is cracked concrete, and a dead and dried citrus tree provides no shelter at all to about 20 rusting and dented oil cans.  The windows are thick with grime, and the roof sags like the house is frowning.





	If the characters make a Perception + Alertness roll (difficulty 8) they will notice various chalk drawings on the concrete around the walls of the house.  These are childish representations of crosses, pentagrams, and basic religious icons (they will not affect the wraiths at all).





	The muffled cries get louder as the characters approach the house.  Also audible, are occasional thumps, slaps and cracking sounds, punctuated by a nasty giggles and chuckles.  Again, Fatalism may show the house as both important and containing eminent danger.  Suddenly, the muffled cries will cease and the characters will hear a soft tearing, slicing sound.





	Getting inside the house will involve either climbing down the chimney, or walking through the wall.  The inside of the house is dirty, but nothing more than what you would expect of an average single male.  The TV has a coat-hanger ariel, and the couches don’t match.  The noises are coming from the cellar, the door to which is in the kitchen.  The door is not locked.





Scene Seven:  The Second Piece


	The door leads onto stairs which lead down to the cellar, a claustrophobic little room.  As soon as the characters enter the room, their senses and corpus are assaulted by a raging Nihil.





	As the characters enter the room, the first thin they see under the single bare globe hanging from the ceiling, is a naked man is laid forward over a dirty-white kitchen table, arms strapped to the front table-legs with leather belts, thighs bound to the back of the table with packing-tape.  His entire body is covered in bright red blood.  A second person is standing in the shadows, holding something small, that gleams with a red shine when the light hits it.





	The bound vitim’s head is slumped forward so that his face is not visible.  Their entire body is covered with bruises, cuts and welts, but most obvious is the hideous injury that is currently being inflicted on his back. Dead-centre in the man’s back are two perpendicular, shallow cuts (forming a ‘+’ sign) each one about 5 inches long.  At the intersection of each of these cuts, someone, probably the person in the shadows (who is currently giggling, and wiping of the red-shiny thing with a rag - revealing it as a home-made filleting knife), has peeled the skin back to the diagonals, so that a large diamond-shaped wound has opened, exposing the victims muscles.  Blood pours freely (if slowly - the assailant knows their work), covering the mans back, the table, and pouring onto the floor.





	The second thing the notice is the massive Nihil that fills the room.





	The terror of the man being tortured, and the proximity of his other victims (three of them all buried in his backyard - none of these crossed the shroud, or if they did they were swallowed by Oblivion immediately) causes frequent, but short-lived Nihils to form in the cellar (on average 3 Nihils a night, lasting about 2-3 minutes, about 1 metre in diameter).  The fact that this particular victim holds a piece of the alchemists puzzle (still intact in the skinlands) in their backpack, causes the Nihils to be substantially bigger (3-4 metres), and much more frequent (about 10-12 a night), but it will not affect their duration.  This is a perfect time to throw in the complication of a few Spectral attackers.








Deadly Nihil


	Nihils are dreaded and considered dangerous, merely because of their access to the tempest, labyrinth and, by extrapolation, Spectres.  But they should be feared for much more than this.





	All Nihils suck the vitality away from the Skinlands, and often result in a particularly low Shroud in the area.  It is also a magnet for Spectres.  Although rare, Nihils do exist that are capable of damaging corpus in their own right.  This Nihil is one of these more dangerous kind.





	The ‘sucking’ power of these Nihils is sufficient to literally strip threads of corpus away from an unwary wraith.  Each wraith should make a soak roll (difficulty 6) and each die that is not success indicates a corpus level lost to the swirling nothingness of the Nihil in that scene.  A botch results in the character being sucked in bodily.





	Thankfully, these corpus ripping Nihils are normally shortlived.








	The torturer will finish cleaning his knife, and begin to head up the stairs (to have a cup of tea and go to bed), leaving the victim strapped to the bed, for tomorrow night’s fun.





	The torturer is a small bald man, who talks to himself, and invisible people around him.  He wears dirty brown stained singlets, and equally stained jeans.  He is covered in blood.  He leaves the knife on a bench,  and goes up the stairs.  If the characters make any attempt to touch, talk or contact him (using Arcanoi), he will scream “GOAWAYGOAWAYGOAWAY…..” until the interference stops.  He fully believes in ghosts, and thinks they make him do these 


things.  Unfortunately for him, the voices telling him to kill backpackers are all in his head.





	Apart from the victim and the table, the room contains a few garden tools, a shovel, and more importantly, the victims backpack.  The top is undone, but the torturer has not examined the contents.  Any investigations will reveal the existence of the second piece of the puzzle.  It is another onyx statuette of a castle, however, instead of the castle being swarmed by enemies, a proud and defiant army are marching out of the doors.  Other differences are:





this piece is in the skinlands (ie not a relic), and


the symbol on the bottom is different.





               �





	If the pieces get close together, firstly, a ‘negative explosion’ occurs - a quickly radiating cloud of Angst powers out, giving all nearby a few points of Angst (Storyteller discretion) and either a Nihil will spring up, or an existing Nihil will become damaging.  This Nihil creation will happen agonisingly slowly, and only once.  Even if the two pieces are brought together again after a significant period, the result will not occur.





	However, proximity to two pieces will increase the chance of accruing Angst (the same roll as before difficulty 5, and rolled twice a day).





	The characters face the immediate problem of how to carry it around.  Unless one of them has access to major Arcanoi that traverses the shroud, then its a real hurdle.


	The characters may desire to smash the statuette to bring it across the shroud, so that they may take it with them.  Let them do this, but first remind them that there is no guarantee that the item will manifest as a relic (I’d give it a 50/50 chance and make the characters roll).





	If any player attempts to Inhabit the item, and use Claim, then they are in for more fun - any attempt to use Inhabit the statuette will result in wraith coming up against some malevolent ‘mind’ or ‘entity’, the addition of 3 temporary Angst, and instant catharsis - as well as being shunted out of the statuette completely.


�





Difficulties


	The entire point of this scene is to rescue the backpacker.  The Storyteller should make this as difficult as possible, without making it impossible.  In my adventure the characters encountered:





Spectres (in particular, one mean Shade whose stats will be included in the appendix to this adventure), 


a dangerous Nihil (as described above),


nosy Hierarchs, attracted by the sounds of battle (and also searching for the wraith who caused so much trouble in the centre of town earlier), 


a battle with a badly injured legionnaire, who had undergone catharsis,


attacks from within their own party undergoing catharsis (namely Steve - who was very active in that session), 





�


	However, as difficult as it gets, its important to keep a mind on an important rule - the Storyteller is not the characters enemy.  When the characters saw the legionnaires and the Nihil, they ran, but when the legionnaires saw the spectres, the Hierarchs concentrated on the more obvious enemy - ignoring the characters (by the way - the Hierarchy Agents got a serious arse-kicking from the Spectral Forces).





Two Important Meetings





	During all the fuss of rescuing the mortal, Steve (or Dwayne) made two significant encounters, that you may choose to include, or ignore depending on whether you feel they will fit in your chronicle.  They are outlined here regardless of your decision.





	Their statistics, and descriptions are included in the appendix.  They are also repeated on the Wraith Fan Page.
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The Solicitor


	The party was low on Pathos, so Steve was sent out to ‘get a top up’.  The wraith Steve chose to steal Pathos from was a Solicitor, who was interfering with a mortal.  Steve leaped to the attack (not knowing who or what he was going to mug for Pathos), and had the element of surprise.





	Steve got his Pathos in that round, but in the second fell victim to Gleaming, the first level art of Intimation (refer to Wraith Players Guide ©).  To cut a long story short, he ended up spending the next half-an hour hugging, desperately trying to hold a Skinlands TV set.  As Steve so desperately desired the TV, but had no ability to affect it (Steve only has Moliate and Usury as Arcanoi) I even awarded him a point of Angst for the torment.





The Ferryman


	Steve came back from the encounter with the Solicitor, to pass on the Pathos to the others, (all of them wondering where the hell he had been for so long).  However, the Nihil had spewed forth a major Shade, intent on destroying all possible.  Steve manages to put down this Spectre (with everyone else’s help) using his relic handgun, but fails his Dexterity + Athletics roll and falls down the Nihil into the Tempest (being lucky enough to avoid the  


labyrinth).





	Steve appeared in dire danger (because no-one in his party has any Argos at all), when a Ferryman rowed his reed boat up and took him on board.  The Ferryman did not speak, but merely brought Steve back up to the surface.  Upon dropping Steve off at the railway station in Cockburn, the Ferryman held out his hand for payment.  Not carrying any coinage, or any relics he wanted to give away, Steve paid him with Pathos.  The Ferryman parted saying his name, and 


leaving Steve with a word of advice.  But I’m not telling what that was (.


	What the characters do to rescue the mortal is up to them.  Don’t make it easy, but make it possible.  If they make some abysmal mistakes, then they may fail, and the poor fellow may die.  If this occurs, then you will need to track the whereabouts of the second puzzle piece and determine how the characters will find it.  





	What ever the characters do, they will eventually want to continue on their way to Waukaringa.  This involves heading to the railway station, and following the tracks.








Bad Luck


	Just a short note - my characters ended up heading back to Adelaide about here - Khalid managed to get harrowed by Steve (who was in the midst of Catharsis and hassling Khalid on his religion).





	So the whole party headed back to pick him up (with Steve choking on a heady dose of guilt).  This was not part of adventure, and as such, I have not written this into the story.
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