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This is an After Action Report from a skirmish between the Society of Thule and the Servants of Ra.   

The Thule company was led by Count von Ströheim (magneto-static waistcoat, prosthetic right arm, sabre, 
Mauser C96 carbine, Arc generator, monocle).  The Count was supported by Feldwebel Krieg (brigandine, 
flamethrower, fighting knife), Dr Kobalt (lined coat, Arc pistol, Arc Generator) and four Jägers (lined coat, 
Mauser bolt-action military rifle, bayonet). 

The Servants of Ra were led by the reincarnated god Akhenaton himself (protected by the Immortal Oil of 
Horus and armed with the Khopesh of Osiris).  He was accompanied by Professor Abir (lined coat, Mystical 
Powers but no weapons), the professor's daughter Sairah the hasashin (minor Mystical Powers, poisoned 
fighting knife, throwing knives), a mummified priest (Terrifying, Mystical Powers and tough in close combat) 
and seven Cultists (four armed with clubs and three with pistols). 

When Count Friedrich von Ströheim opened his eyes, all he could see was an unfocussed grey blur.  After a 
few moments of disorientation his other senses began to awaken; he could hear a familiar-sounding thrum 
of heavy machinery and he could smell … chemicals.  So, he was in the medical bay of his personal dirigible.  
The last time he had woken up here it had been to discover that his right arm was missing, shot away by Lord 
Ronan Curr’s elephant gun.  Slowly and carefully, he tried moving each limb in turn and was much relieved 
when all of them responded, including the prosthetic right arm.  He still felt dreadful, though. 

Summoning up his considerable willpower, the Grandmaster of the Society of Thule forced his eyes to focus 
and looked around.  In a bed to his left lay Feldwebel Krieg.  If the number of tubes inserted into Krieg’s body 
was anything to go by he was in worse condition than the Count, though at least he was breathing.  To the 
right, a medical orderly was treating what looked like minor wounds on two Jägers.  Von Ströheim’s card-
index memory identified them as Braun and Wegner.  Other memories began to filter back. 

There had been a mission.  Some fool of a peasant farmer had unearthed a very old, very heavy sarcophagus 
in one of his fields.  He had figured this might be valuable so he’d dug it up and, with considerable 
assistance, transported it to his farm.  Then he’d made a sketch of the markings on it and gone into town.  It 
hadn’t taken long for the Society’s agents to hear about this - and not much longer for one of them to 
recognise that the sketches were of Egyptian hieroglyphs.  Von Ströheim and Krieg had gone to see the man 
as quickly as they could.  But not quickly enough.  The peasant had been calm and reasonable.  Too calm and 
too reasonable; the signs of Mesmerism were easy enough to spot for someone of the Count’s experience.  
Clearly someone else had got to the peasant first.  Von Ströheim had immediately gathered together a small 
force and headed for the farm. 

 
The field of battle 

The Society of Thule began here 

The Servants of Ra began here 
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The Thule force had approached from the South where a small road ran along the edge of the orchard.  
Another ran past the copse to the North.  From there other figures could clearly be seen approaching the 
farm - Servants of Ra.  A large stone sarcophagus had been clearly visible on the horse-cart in the farmyard, 
as had the Servants heading directly towards it.  The Count had cursed under his breath, then ordered his 
four Jägers to advance along the line of the Eastern orchard wall and take up firing positions covering the 
farmyard and bridge.  Dr Josef Kobalt had accompanied the Jägers while Krieg had followed the Count 
through the orchard towards the farmhouse. 

Most of the Servants had been unarmoured and should have made easy targets for the Jägers’ Mauser rifles.  
However, their leader - it appeared to be Akhenaton himself - had somehow generated an area of whirling 
shadows which made a clear sight picture much more challenging [the Mystical Power Zone of Shadows 
grants cover even in the open].  As a result, all of the enemy had made it into the farmyard uninjured.  
Reviewing this in his mind, the Count made a mental note to ensure that he was accompanied by Jäger 
marksmen when he next faced the Egyptians [the Marksman talent allows the shooter to ignore cover 
penalties]. 
 

 
The Society of Thule deploy onto the field. 

 

From the farmhouse window, von Ströheim and Krieg had been granted an excellent view of the farmyard 
and the cart - and hence an excellent field of fire.  They had seen the Egyptian professor, Abir, and one of the 
cultists approaching the cart.  Abir had apparently been trying (and failing) to focus his occult powers [unlike 
Talents, which work all the time, a figure must make its Pluck check to activate a Mystical Power] so he 
should have been a priority target.  However, they had also been able to see a bandage-swathed mummy 
rapidly approaching their building.  Krieg had managed to briefly conflagrate it with his flamethrower but it 
had continued its approach [the Numb talent means the first hit is ignored] and crashed in through the 
farmhouse door, heading for Krieg.  As von Ströheim had drawn his sabre he had been astonished by the 
arrival of a young woman into the room - employing considerable athletic skill as she dived through the 
window, rolled to her feet and tried to disembowel him with a dagger.  Fortunately, graduates of Prussian 
military academies are not that easy to surprise; his sabre had parried her blow more by instinct than design 
and then cut into her left arm.  He had judged her complete lack of reaction to the wound to be related to 
the drug-crazed look in her eyes. 
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Akhenaten and the Servants of Ra reach the farmyard. 

 

On his flank, the smouldering mummy had engaged Krieg but failed to damage him.  Krieg had been quick 
enough to spot - without prompting, for a change - that some sort of amulet on the mummy’s chest had 
been exposed when its bandages burned.  He had stabbed his knife into that amulet with all his considerable 
strength; the amulet had shattered and the mummy had collapsed into a heap of bones and rags [i.e. a good 
solid hit and a botched Pluck roll by the mummy].  Krieg moved support his Grandmaster against the girl.  At 
this point, von Ströheim had thought the result inevitable - surely the girl could not prevail against both Krieg 
and himself.  But, he now realised, she had.  Her knife had flashed at both of them, cutting into his left arm 
and stabbing into Krieg’s side.  As soon as he had felt the wound burn, the Count had realised the dagger 
was poisoned [dagger hits impose a -1 penalty on Pluck rolls; poison imposes another -2 for a total of -3].  
Krieg had dropped like a stone.  Superior Prussian sabre-work opened up a huge gash in the girl’s leg and she 
staggered - but then recovered enough to keep fighting [the Fanatic talent allows a re-roll of the first failed 
Pluck roll of the game].  Since her next blow was the last thing the Count could remember, he could only 
assume she’d managed to poison him properly with it [i.e. even the Count, with a Pluck roll of 2+, can’t keep 
making Pluck rolls for ever at a penalty of -3!]. 

Von Ströheim stopped reminiscing and tried to sit up.  He needed to know what had happened outside the 
farmhouse.  His body refused to allow him to sit up, but he did attract some attention. 

 

 
Herr Doktor Kobalt doing what he does best 
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“Ah, good, you are awake!” 

A small man, radiating enthusiasm, was approaching the Count.  He shouldn’t be that enthusiastic, the Count 
thought, but that was Herr Doktor Kobalt for you, even when he looked as though he had lost an argument 
with a steam-carriage.  Kobalt was in some form of self-propelled wheelchair, his left arm was in a sling and 
one eye was swollen shut.  Yet still he beamed at the Count - revealing two missing teeth. 

“As you have realised by now, you were poisoned, Friedrich.  Fortunately Braun and Wegner recovered the 
knife and I have been able to formulate the antidote.  You will require a few days of bed rest.  Krieg will 
require a little longer.” 

Von Ströheim struggled between curiosity about the mission and irritation at the man’s informality - no-one 
should call the Grandmaster by his first name.  But genius excused a lot of eccentricity, so curiosity won. 

“The mission?” he asked. 

“Alas”, replied the Doktor, “I was beaten unconscious at about the same time you were poisoned.  But Braun 
and Wegner can brief you.” 

The two Jägers had noticed that their Grandmaster was awake and were standing stiffly at attention.  Von 
Ströheim’s mechanical hand beckoned them nearer. 

“Report!”. 

Braun spoke up. 

“They managed to engage us in close combat without having suffered any shooting casualties, Grandmaster, 
due to the shadows around their leader.  It is a pity that we had no grenades - they attacked us in a tight 
group and a grenade would not have been put off by shadows”. 

Von Ströheim was mildly impressed - Braun’s analysis was good.  This one might actually make Feldwebel, he 
thought.  Braun continued. 

“Occasionally the shadows cleared and we tried to shoot their leader - but somehow the bullets seemed to 
be deflected.  Therefore Herr Doktor joined the fight with his Arc pistol, but he also was unable to stop the 
man.”  [Akhenaton had an Armour of 14 at this point in the game and was moving, which put a penalty of -2 
on any shots against him.  Overall this made him very difficult to hit - and if he was hit he had a Pluck roll of 
2+ to fall back on.  However, Arc pistols ignore most protection so Akhenaton only had an Armour of 7 
against Kobalt’s shots, though the move penalty still applied.  Unfortunately Kobalt is not a very good shot!] 

“Then we were mobbed.  Jäger Kohl was killed by two enemy near the farmhouse.  However, they ran away 
when his Tod-truppen activated and it entered the farmhouse where it dealt with the girl.”  [When a Thule 
Jäger falls in battle, he reanimates immediately as a form of zombie - he can’t shoot any longer but is very 
dangerous in close combat.  And immune to poison!] 
 

 
Jägers Kohl and Steiner continue to serve after death! 
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“Jäger Steiner was killed by the enemy leader - he was wielding a strange but very effective sword.  Steiner’s 
Tod-truppen kept the man busy, however, so Wegner and I were able to shoot or bayonet all of his nearby 
followers.”  [Jägers are good shots, their military rifles are effective and they are well-drilled with rifle & 
bayonet.  Kohl was unlucky to be killed by two club-wielding Cultist riff-raff!] 
 

 
Prof Abir failing to summon his powers - again. 

 

“Alas, while we were engaged with them, two others took the cart across the bridge.  One of them was, I 
think, the Egyptian professor?  Anyway, I shot both of them and the cart stopped.  By this time the leader 
had destroyed Steiner’s Tod-truppen but had also managed to lose his sword; it flew over the wall into the 
river.”  [Any roll of 1 in combat is an automatic miss;  another roll is made immediately and if that’s a 1 as 
well then the weapon is unusable for the rest of the game.  An ordinary sword would break at this point, but 
Akhenaton’s is no ordinary sword so we decided the river option sounded good.] 

Von Ströheim’s heart actually skipped a beat. 

“Akhenaton’s sword went into the river?!?  Tell me you have recovered it!” 

Kobalt spoke up, beaming with pleasure. 

“Oh yes, we have it - safely locked away until we can get it back to my laboratory.” 

Von Ströheim actually smiled. 

“So, we have the sword, most of Akhenaton’s followers were killed and we have the objective.  Excellent.” 

The smile vanished at once - he could read the looks on their faces.  His voice became more dangerous. 

“Tell me.  What happened to the sarcophagus?” 

Braun, in the manner of junior soldiers giving senior officers bad news throughout history, stood to attention 
and stared at a point on the wall behind von Ströheim. 

“The enemy leader tried to fight us with his bare hands but was ineffective.  Then he produced some sort of 
light which cut across the river and walked over it without hindrance.  By the time we had crossed, he was 
running for the cart.”  [Path of Light is a Mystical Power which allows its user to move through difficult 
terrain unhindered.] 

“We continued to shoot at him but the bullets bounced off - then he produced those verdamt shadows 
again.  When he got the cart onto the road we could no longer keep up and I regret to report that he 
escaped with the sarcophagus.”  [The two Jägers concentrated their shooting using the Volley Fire rule to 
maximise their chance of a hit, but Akhenaton’s Armour and Pluck were just too good for them.  The surviving 
Tod-truppen couldn’t chase after him as it had to stay near an Arc generator - and the generators were on 
von Ströheim and Kobalt who were both out of it by this time.] 
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For a moment, Braun thought the Grandmaster had passed out again. Then the Count’s metal hand shot out 
and grasped his arm, crushing muscle and bone together. 

“DUMBKOPF!!” yelled the Count, his face turning bright red.  “Why did you not shoot the horse?!?!” 

[Which is a damned good question, to which the player doesn’t have a damned good answer …] 

 


