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A Note from Pip

I have written this one differently and I want to say why before you start.

Every other job in this series begins with you deciding to take it. You hear the

terms, you weigh the ¢hits, you walk up the hill of your own accord with a torch in

your coat and some idea of what you are walking toward. That is a luxury and I did

not know it was one until the murkneet I did not get it.

This one starts with you face down in a fold above Storrs at lowmurk with a

mouth full of peat and no memory of the six hours before it. I cannot tell you how

you got there. I have not been able to tell anybody, including myself, and I have

had longer to think about it than you have. There is no briefing. There is no plan.

There is a hillside above you that has already made its arrangements, a valley

below you that has not heard about any of it yet, and the only useful thing in your

head is the direction water runs.

You are not here to find anything out. You are here to get off this hill.

One more thing, murker, and then I will let you play it. When it calls, it calls

twice. The first note is the only warning you will get and the only moment leaving

is still on offer, and by the second the ground you are stood on has stopped being

yours.

The first note is what woke you up.

So you have already had it.

-- Pip Rippon, field notes, the Sportsman, Lower Bradfield

Your Character

You are a chitchaser, up the Loxley valley on somebody else's money, collecting off

a clovenherd who has been paying in promises for two seasons. Whether you ever

get the ¢hits is not the question tonight. If you are still asking it you have not been

paying attention.

Distribute the numbers 3, 2, 1 between your three stats. Choose according to

who you are.

STAT WHAT IT COVERS

Grit Strength, endurance, physical force. Taking a wall. Not going under.
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STAT WHAT IT COVERS

Wit Perception, quickness, reading ground. Knowing which way is downhill

in the dark.

Murk Sensitivity to dark matter. Luck. Resistance to things that reach past

your ears.

HP: 4. Four wounds' worth of standing, which is all a person gets on a murkneet

like this one. You do not begin whole and you do not begin rested. Whatever had

the hours you cannot account for did not hand you back the way it found you, and

four is what came out the other side.

If you reach 0, the hill has you. The hill has had people before.
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Tests

When you attempt something uncertain and the outcome matters, roll 2d6 + the

relevant stat.

ROLL RESULT

10+ Success. You do the thing.

7-9 Success with cost. You do the thing, but something goes wrong, you

take 1 damage, or the situation gets worse.

6 or less Failure. You don't do the thing. Your own bad luck decides what

happens instead.

When a creature reaches you, roll 2d6 + Grit to resist physical damage, or 2d6 + Murk to

resist what arrives through your ears and the back of your teeth. On a failure, take the

damage.

The Hill

Storrs sits on the shoulder of the moor with the whole Loxley valley filling up with

murk underneath it, like a bath running upstairs. Everything runs one way tonight,

and that way is down.

You move between zones freely. Each time you enter a new zone, roll on the

Encounter Table.

BRADFIELD MOOR EDGE

Above the top wall. The oldbrownhorn is stood up there on ground it still considers its own. It does not come

over. It has never come over. It calls.

↓

4 ·  THE FOLD

Forty wooltards with their heads up, ringed close round you, every one of them facing uphill past you at the wall.

Breathing you can hear, a lot of it, and not one bit of it hurried. You wake here, face down. HP 4.

↓

3 ·  THE YARD

The byre. Demonspawn stalls stood open, doors swung flat against the wall, opened from the inside. You heard

that bolt go six hours ago. Nan Rocher is at the top end of the yard, facing Bradfield, not turning.

↓

2 ·  THE TROD

D EMONS PAWN  BOOKS  &  GAM E S    ·    H E L L S BOROUGH .COM



Sunken wooltard track off the bottom corner of the yard. Dry stone both sides, higher than your shoulder in the

deep stretches, floor worn a good foot below the ground either side. Two centuries of the same animals in single

file cut it. There is no way off it.

↓

1  ·  STORRS BRIDGE

The beck. The lane. Sides at last. Out.

You start in The Fold, at zone 4, on the ground, at lowmurk.

Reaching Storrs Bridge alive is the whole of it. There is nothing to fetch and

nothing to burn, and nobody up here you are going to bring out. Get to zone 1

with something still in you.
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The Clock

The clock is 4 encounter rolls. You have 4 encounter rolls to get off this hill, and

that is not really a deadline. It is a description of how fast the arithmetic turns.

Roll on the Encounter Table each time you enter a new zone, and each time the

rules tell you to.

Waking up in the middle of them costs you the first one. Make an Encounter

roll before you have moved anywhere. You did not choose to be here and the

hillside started without you.

Every zone entry costs a roll, including the last one. Coming off The Trod

onto Storrs Bridge is a zone entry like any other. You roll for it, with The

Closing applied in full, and you resolve whatever comes up. There is no free

arrival. Waking, then three moves down the hill, is four rolls, which is the whole

clock and is not a coincidence.

What "costs an Encounter roll" means. Wherever this document charges you one,

and it charges you for waiting out a demonspawn, for going back and round, for

going down on one knee, for taking hold of Nan Rocher, and for attacking anything

you should have walked past, it means exactly this: make a roll on the Encounter

Table, resolve whatever comes up, and let The Closing go up afterwards as

normal. It is a full roll. It is not a tick of the clock you can pay off cheaply, and it

does not advance you a zone. Anywhere below where you are charged an

Encounter roll, that is the price, and the price is the reason the charge is worth

thinking about.

The Closing

A wooltard is slow. Forty wooltards are slow. What forty wooltards are not is slow

in the fourth minute the way they were slow in the first, and you cannot see it

happening. There is no moment where it turns into a chase.

Keep a running number called The Closing. It starts at 0. After every

Encounter roll you spend, The Closing goes up by 1.

Subtract The Closing from every Encounter roll you make. They are nearer

than they were. They were nearer than that while you were reading this.

A modified result below 2 counts as 2.

The Closing does not go down. Not reduced, not cancelled, not cleared by any

test on this page, and the one result that lets you ignore it for a roll does not lower

it by a point. It does not go down. You cannot outlast them and there is no point

spending the murkneet trying, and the only thing that ever ends it is the lane at
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the bottom, where a flock comes out of the groove and spreads, and a thing that

spreads has stopped being one thing.

The Second Note

The first note has already sounded. It is what woke you.

The second note comes the moment your first Encounter roll is resolved. It

always comes. There is no roll for it and no way to be early enough, because you

were a heartbeat too slow getting your legs under you, the way everybody is, and

that heartbeat was the entire warning you were ever going to be given.

From the second note onward, The Closing goes up by 2 per Encounter roll

instead of 1. The whole fold is up and answering, and so is the byre.

It calls twice. It does not call again and it does not need to, and everything that

happens to you for the rest of the murkneet is something that answered.
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Encounter Table

Roll 2d6 when you enter a new zone, when you make noise, and when the rules tell you to.

Subtract The Closing. Minimum result 2.

ROLL ENCOUNTER

2 The answer. The note is still going, dragged up from lower in a chest than

any working bull can reach, and the whole hill has taken it up under it:

forty throats at once, nothing like a bleat, and the byre going further down.

It does not arrive at your ear so much as at the back of your teeth. Take 1

damage, no test, as your legs go and you lose the ground. Then roll Murk

7+ or take 2 more. The oldbrownhorn has not moved and will not. It called

twice, it is done, and it never needed to do anything else.

3 The mass. You look back up and there is a mass of them coming, and you

look again and they are closer, and you know for a fact you have not

slowed. Roll Grit 7+ to keep your feet moving in a groove a foot deep. On a

failure, take 2 damage from weight and press, and The Closing goes up by a

further 1.

4 The head of it reaches you. Cloven feet on worn stone, hundreds of them,

all in the same rhythm. The nearest animal is at your back and it is not the

threat. It never was. Roll Grit 7+ or take 1 damage and go down on one

knee, which costs you another Encounter roll to get back up.

5 They funnel. A gap in the wall, a fallen post, a narrowing where the trod

pinches, and they compress into it rather than spread around it, dozens of

them into the same few feet at once, patient about it in a way that looks a

great deal like intelligence and is not. Roll Wit 7+ to be through the pinch

before they are. On a failure, take 1 damage and The Closing goes up by a

further 1.

6 A demonspawn is stood in the gap where the trod crosses the droveway.

Not chasing. Never chasing. Stood in the way at that unbothered walking

pace, on a line it was always going to walk. See The Blocking. It costs you a

choice.

7 The smell arrives before the animal does. Sulphur and old meat, no

business coming off a living thing and coming off this one anyway. It gets

into your mouth before it gets into your nose, which is the wrong order for

a smell, and nobody has ever explained that to me. Somewhere ahead of

you on the trod, unseen, a demonspawn calls once into the murk, low and

tidal, closer to something dragged up out of a drain than to an honest

bellow. Roll Murk 7+ or take 1 damage, taken out of you through your ears
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ROLL ENCOUNTER

rather than your skin and coming off your HP just the same, and -1 to your

next Encounter roll because you slowed down to listen.

8 The murk shifts. Nothing arrives. The sound off the walls is nearer than it

should be and you cannot work out from where, and underneath it the

murk is doing the thing the murk does, a fairground going somewhere

below the cloud with nobody on the rides. Nothing happens. That is the

last time that will be true.

9 Clear ground. You move without incident. Note it down. It will not hold.

10 A shallow stretch. The trod runs up to ground level for thirty yards where

a wall has come down, and for thirty yards you can see where you are

putting your feet and move like a person rather than a thing in a channel.

Clear passage, and ignore The Closing on your next Encounter roll only

(The Closing itself does not go down).

11 You find something. A snough torch dropped in the mud, still good, and

the fastenings off somebody's boot that were not undone by the wearer.

The torch is yours if you want it. Read The Snough Torch before you light

it.

12 One wooltard, on its own. Square in front of you, black face, that daft

optimistic set of legs. Head up. Not coming, not doing anything at all. It

could not hurt you if it spent a week trying, and it is the only animal on this

hillside tonight that is not part of a sum. Walk past it. Nothing happens, and

this roll is not spent (the roll that produced the 12 is given back to you: it

does not count against your 4 encounter rolls, and The Closing does not go

up for it).
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The Blocking

A demonspawn in a walled trod is not a pursuit. It is more like a wall that happens

to be going somewhere. It does not want you and it has not noticed that wanting

you was an option. It was always going this way. You are the one who is in the way,

and it has not once occurred to the animal that this might be a fact worth

adjusting course over.

You cannot make it move. Choose one:

Wait for it to pass. Costs 1 Encounter roll, which raises The Closing, and the

thing behind you does not wait.

Take the wall. Roll Grit. On 10+ you are over clean. On 7-9 you are over but

land badly: take 1 damage. On 6 or less you are still in the trod when it gets to

you, and it walks through where you are standing without once considering

that this was a fact worth adjusting course over: take 2 damage and choose

again.

Go back and round. Costs 1 Encounter roll and 1 damage, and every yard you

give back is a yard they have already had.

Fighting it is available and stupid. Any attack on a demonspawn forces an immediate

Encounter roll, and there is a herd behind you drawn to exactly that sort of noise.

The Snough Torch

If you have the torch, you may light it in any zone.

In The Fold and The Yard it does what a torch does. In The Trod it lights the

wall a foot from your face, a rockcrust lichen growing on it that the organic

network is welcome to whatever it makes of you tonight, and nothing else

whatsoever, while telling everything in the groove precisely where you are.

Lit in The Trod: -2 to every Encounter roll while it burns. Putting it out costs

nothing but the admission that you were wrong.

Nan Rocher

Nan is at the top end of the yard, boots in the same mud as at murkfall, hands

down at their sides, looking up the hill at the wall with the whole fold going past

and not one animal touching them.

You may say the name. You may go up and take hold of them.
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It costs 1 Encounter roll and there is no test to make. No Grit, no Wit, no

Murk. You pay the roll, you resolve whatever the table gives you, and Nan Rocher

does not turn round. Six generations inside one fold, moving the same beasts

along the same trods at the same hours, and when that fold turned there was not a

bit of Nan Rocher stood outside it to stay behind. There was never a clean line to

cut.

Nobody has ever thought less of a player for trying. Nobody has ever got

anything for it either.
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The Creatures

Wooltard

Cream fleece gone the colour of the ground, black face,

legs fitted on with more optimism than engineering.

Forty of them. Then more.

The only entry in my book nobody has ever come to

me frightened of. A single wooltard cannot hurt you and

never could. What it has instead is the hungry way of

moving: slow to start, and faster the longer you stay in

front of it. Stand at the edge of a flock and for a long

while nothing happens at all. The gap narrows by degrees

too small to notice one at a time, the way a tide comes in

without ever appearing to move, and the animal that

finally reaches you was never the threat. The rest of

them behind it were the threat the entire time.

STAT BLOCK

HP 2 each Damage 1 to 2 (weight, press, underfoot, physical) Type Hungry

The count is the creature: Shard one and there are thirty-nine. HP 2 is honest and it is also

beside the point. No damage you do to a wooltard reduces The Closing by a single point.

Hungry means later, not faster: The wooltards are why The Closing exists. Every

Encounter roll you spend hands them ground, and they do not hand any of it back.

Walls are their idea: The trod was worn a foot deep by two centuries of these animals

walking down to water in single file. You are running away down a channel they built, at their

gradient, in their order.

Demonspawn

Black-and-rust, cloven-footed, twelve wooltards' worth

of animal. Stood dead still in a gap with the wind

coming off it.

It is livestock. That is the disappointment everybody

has to get past, and it does not survive contact with a

demonspawn stood in a gateway at murkneet. The name

was never given for what the animal looks like. It was

D EMONS PAWN  BOOKS  &  GAM E S    ·    H E L L S BOROUGH .COM



given for what the animal produces in the people

standing near it without lifting a hoof. The smell arrives

first, sulphur and old meat, strong enough to turn grown

adults off a public footpath. Then the call, low and tidal,

closer to something dragged out of a drain. You have

your fright before you have laid eyes on a hoof.

Tonight every stall in that byre stands open from the

inside. They had been shut in and settled hours ago. They

left anyway.

STAT BLOCK

HP 3 Damage 2 (weight and momentum, physical) Type Warden

It blocks, it does not chase: A demonspawn will never appear behind you and never pursue.

It occupies. See The Blocking.

Where the 2 lands: The full 2 is what it does when it reaches you, and there is exactly one

way in this scenario to let that happen: fail to take the wall in The Blocking and still be in the

trod when it arrives. At distance, on the 7 result, it costs you 1 and it costs you that through

your ears and your nose. Resist the 7 with Murk, not Grit. The smell has told you where it is

and the smell has never once been wrong.

Do not stand in the droveway: Attacking one is loud, achieves nothing worth having, and

forces an immediate Encounter roll.

Oldbrownhorn

A black shape stood up on the moor above the stones.

Twice the shoulder height of anything ever penned.

Horns crossed over the skull and grown back toward the

eyes, the wrong way round.

Not a species. One animal, one bull, the ancestral line

every clovenfoot on three parishes traces back to, and it

is not on your side of the wall. It stops above the top wall

of a fold, stands there long enough to be seen, and calls.

One long note, then a second, and by the second note

there is no clovenfoot left standing quiet inside that wall.

It has not once set a hoof on farmed ground in any

account anybody has gathered. It does not want you. It

wants what is inside the wall, and inside the wall tonight

there are forty wooltards, a byre full of demonspawn, and

you.

STAT BLOCK

HP 9 Damage none by contact. It does not touch you. It has never touched anybody. Type Boss
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It never comes below the top wall: There is no rule in this scenario by which the

oldbrownhorn enters a zone, blocks a path, or lays a hoof on you. It is the cause, not the

threat.

The sound is not the same thing as the animal: The damage on Encounter result 2 is real

and it is not the bull doing it. What puts you on the ground is one long note and a hillside

answering it in forty throats, and what finishes the job is whatever walks over the spot where

you landed. Every point of it is charged to the call and to the herd. Not one point of it is

charged to a hoof, because no hoof of the oldbrownhorn's has ever been on your side of the

stones.

You cannot fight it and you will not be offered the chance: HP 9 against your 4, above a

wall you would need a ladder and a very good reason to climb, on ground you cannot reach

at an hour you did not choose. Walk toward it and it does not retreat and it does not charge.

It keeps calling. Fighting the oldbrownhorn is not a bad plan so much as a plan for an

encounter that does not exist.

It makes everything else worse: The 2 result is the second note, and the second note

doubles The Closing's rate for the rest of the murkneet. Every death filed under this creature

happened to somebody stood among what answered it.

Getting Off The Hill

There is no last test. Nothing is waiting on the parapet for you to roll against, and

there is nothing to succeed at except still being there.

There is a last Encounter roll, though, and it is the one that takes you out of The

Trod. Coming off onto Storrs Bridge is a zone entry and it is paid for like every

other: roll, with The Closing applied in full, and resolve it. Survive that roll and you

are on the bridge and The Closing is finished with you. It is the only roll in this

scenario that has anything on the other side of it.

You come off the trod at the bottom onto the lane, and a lane has sides, which a

trod has not. They come out of the groove behind you and spread, and a thing that

spreads has stopped being one thing. That is the whole mechanism and it is the

only one you get.

Once that roll is resolved and you are standing in zone 1, The Closing stops

applying. Cross the bridge. Sit down on the far parapet with your back against the

stone, on the safe side of running water, which is a thing you find you believe in at

that hour whatever you would say about it at a table in the Sportsman. A bridge is

a threshold and the murk goes thin over a beck. I have never had that explained to

me and I have stopped asking.
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How to Play

A complete example. Follow this once and you'll have it.

Step 1 - Make your character

Assign 3, 2, 1 to your stats (see page 2). For this example: Grit 3 · Wit 2 · Murk 1 · HP

4. Name: Coll, three seasons collecting off Storrs. Write it down.

Step 2 - The goal

The Fold (4) → The Yard (3) → The Trod (2) → Storrs Bridge (1). 4 Encounter rolls in

total: the waking roll, and one for every zone you enter, including the last one onto

the bridge. The Closing starts at 0 and rises by 1 after your first roll, then by 2 after

every roll from the second note onward. It never goes down.

Step 3 - Roll 1: waking, in The Fold

Waking up costs you the first Encounter roll before you have moved anywhere. Roll

2d6. You roll 4+3 = 7. Closing is 0, so the result stands at 7.

"The smell arrives before the animal does. Roll Murk 7+ or take 1 damage, and -1 to your

next Encounter roll."

Roll Murk 7+ (2d6 + Murk 1). You roll 3+2 = 5, +1 = 6.

6 6 or less: failure. Take 1 damage. HP 4 → 3. -1 to your next Encounter roll.

This roll is now resolved, so The Closing goes up by 1, to 1. The second note fires

here - it always comes the moment the first roll is resolved.

ENCOUNTER ROLLS USED: 1 OF 4

Step 4 - Roll 2: moving to The Yard

From here The Closing rises by 2 per roll instead of 1. Roll 2d6. You roll 5+3 = 8,

minus the -1 carried over from Step 3, minus The Closing (1): 8 - 1 - 1 = 6.

"A demonspawn is stood in the gap where the trod crosses the droveway. Not chasing.

See The Blocking."

Choose Take the wall. Roll Grit (2d6 + Grit 3). You roll 3+3 = 6, +3 = 9.
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9 7-9: over, but you land badly. Take 1 damage. HP 3 → 2.

This roll resolves. The Closing goes up by 2 (the second note has already fired), to 3.

ENCOUNTER ROLLS USED: 2 OF 4
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How to Play continued

Step 5 - Roll 3: moving to The Trod

Roll 2d6. You roll 4+2 = 6, minus The Closing (3): result 3.

"They funnel. Roll Wit 7+ to be through the pinch before they are."

Roll Wit 7+ (2d6 + Wit 2). You roll 4+3 = 7, +2 = 9.

9 You're through cleanly. No damage.

This roll resolves. The Closing goes up by 2, to 5.

ENCOUNTER ROLLS USED: 3 OF 4

Step 6 - Roll 4: off The Trod, onto Storrs Bridge

The last roll, and it is paid for like every other. Roll 2d6. You roll 6+6 = 12, minus The

Closing (5): result 7.

"The smell arrives before the animal does. Roll Murk 7+ or take 1 damage."

Roll Murk 7+ (2d6 + Murk 1). You roll 5+3 = 8, +1 = 9.

9 Success. No further damage. You're over the bridge. The Closing stops

applying.

ENCOUNTER ROLLS USED: 4 OF 4

Result

You cross Storrs Bridge at HP 2. Partial success: you got over, but something came

off the trod behind you and did not stop at the water. You do not go back up that

valley. You will not eat anything off a clovenfoot again. It is not a moral position.

Five things to remember

Every zone entry costs an Encounter roll, including the last one onto the

bridge. There is no free arrival.
1

D EMONS PAWN  BOOKS  &  GAM E S    ·    H E L L S BOROUGH .COM



The Closing never goes down. Subtract it from every roll; a modified result

below 2 counts as 2.
2

The second note fires the instant your first Encounter roll resolves. After that,

The Closing rises by 2 per roll instead of 1.
3

A demonspawn in The Blocking is never chasing you. Wait it out, take the wall,

or go round. Fighting it only calls more of the herd.
4

There is no objective test. Reaching Storrs Bridge with any HP left is the whole

of the win.
5
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Outcome

If you reach Storrs Bridge at HP 3 or more:

You get over. The shaking takes a while to stop and you let it, sat on the far parapet

with the beck going underneath you, and the sky starts to lift.

At murkrise there is one wooltard stood at the far end of the bridge. Just the one,

square on the stones at the Storrs end with the murk going thin and grey behind it.

Black face, that daft optimistic set of legs. Head up. Not coming. Whatever had been in

the whole hillside all murkneet has gone out of it with the light, and what is left is an

animal that could not have hurt you if it spent a week trying.

It watches you go. Every time you turn round it is stood where it was, up on the

bridge, seeing you off. Off its hill, if you wanted to make something of it. Nobody has

made anything of it. Nobody has stopped noticing that it stayed, either.

You never got the ¢hits. The man at the market gets a refusal and a bill for your

boots.

If you reach Storrs Bridge at HP 1 or 2:

You get over, and you are not the only thing that gets over. Something came off the

trod behind you and did not stop at the water, and you did not look back long enough

to count it, and you have not been able to say since whether it was two animals or forty

or a person walking at that unhurried, unstoppable pace with their hands down at their

sides.

You do not go back up that valley. Not that murkneet, not since.

On bad murkneets you hear cloven feet on worn stone somewhere behind the

house, all in the same rhythm, and you do not go to the window to check, and at

murklight there is nothing in the yard, and you have stopped going out to look anyway.

You will not eat anything off a clovenfoot again. It is not a moral position.

If you reach 0 HP before Storrs Bridge:

The ground comes up. It is not one animal that does it and you will not be able to say

which one was first, because that was never how the sum worked. Cloven feet in the

same rhythm, down a channel their own great-great-grandmothers cut for exactly this,

and then the rhythm goes over the top of you and carries on down the hill toward

water, because that is where this trod has always gone.

You are found in the trod at full murklight by somebody walking up from the lane.

The ledger will put it down as an accident with livestock, and the ledger will not be

wrong about a single word of that, and the organic network will have had the whole of

you a good while before anybody thought to look.
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Nan Rocher is still up there in whatever sense you like.

The full bestiary of the wooltard, the demonspawn and the oldbrownhorn, the world of

Hellsborough, and more Postcard Adventures:

hellsborough.com
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