The Plot

A former Confederate general is building an army of zombies on his secluded estate in Brazil, aided in his endeavor by a shadowy conspiracy within the French Republic intrigued by the military possibilities inherent in controllable zombie soldiers. The players, as decent, upstanding British citizens abroad, are dragged into events by means to be determined as soon as I know what their characters are, and gradually uncover a plot both shocking and terrifying in its implications.


Generally I find that going into more detailed plotting at this point means the players will all go off and hunt kudzu or raise money for the Free Orange State instead of doing what I planned.

Important NPCs

General Georges Boulanger, Army of the French Republic


Technically, I’m playing around with history a lot. Boulanger was real person; he led an abortive coup in the late 1880s in France and went into exile. I haven’t been able to find much on him (oh, to speak French!), so most of what I have is conjecture---or made up to suit the demands of the campaign. 

Boulanger is a brave soldier, but he’s also power-hungry and driven by a desire to avenge France’s crushing defeat in the Franco-Prussian war (not that there’s anything unusual about that; most Frenchmen were obsessed by revanche, hence the 14-18 war). Unfortunately, the close connection of Napoleon III’s France with the Confederate states has heavily involved Boulanger. He has never forgotten America’s invoking of the Monroe Doctrine to embarrass France in Mexico, and certainly never forgiven it. Although the aristocratic Boulanger finds Forrest’s expatriate cronies distasteful, they enable him to accomplish two goals: firstly, to embarrass and inconvenience America, just as France was inconvenienced and embarrassed in Mexico, and secondly (and most importantly) to gain the use of a powerful secret weapon that can be employed against Germany and make up for the great disparity in manpower between the two countries.

Attributes: ST 12, HT 12, IQ 10, DX 12

Advantages: Military Rank 8 (General), Charisma +2, Status 4, Reputation (+2/-3 to Revanchists/Prussians or French Moderates), Wealthy, Eidetic Memory 1, Handsome, Patron (Conservative faction of French governement)

Disadvantages: Intolerance: Prussians, Dependant: Mistress, Secret (Involvement with Forrest), Glory-Hound, Sense of Duty: Revanche, Impulsive 

Quirks: Thinks representative government is a sham

Skills: Administration-15, Diplomacy-12, Leadership-16, Politics-12, Bard-9, Fencing-14, Broadsword-14, Guns (black-powder pistol)-14, Guns (black-powder rifle)-12, Gunner (Mitrailleuse)-11, Gunner (Artillery)-11, Riding (Horse)-16, Savoir-Faire-14, Tactics-12, Strategy-12

Languages: French-14 (Native), German-12, English-11, Italian-11, Vietnamese-8, Arabic-8

Equipment: several very nice horses (ST40, HT 15, Move 16), cavalry sabre (1d+2 swing, 1d impaling), Mdle 1873 11.4 mm service revolver (malf crit, 2d+ cr dam, 6 shots, holdout –1, ROF ~3), sabre gun, cipher book of French codes in safe (DR 35), suitcase wireless telegraphy set, access to large amounts of French government money

In addition, Boulanger has access to a company or so (about 100 men) of Foreign Legionnaires; while they are so far unquestioningly loyal to him, their first loyalty is to France, and he prefers not to rely on them. A number of Moroccan spahis originally came over with him, but they have been used in Forrest’s experiments, and are no longer under Boulanger’s control. He is not a stupid man, and has taken steps to prevent Forrest from betraying him. The Foreign Legionnaires would gladly raze the plantation to the ground if ordered to, and they’re well-equipped. The PCs should only consider taking them on if (a) they’re feeling suicidal, or (b) backed up by a file of Royal Marines.

A typical member of the Legion Etranger has ST 12, HT 13, IQ 10, and DX 11. Skills include Guns (black-powder rifles)-12, Spear (Bayonet)-14, and Brawling-14.


The legionnaires are armed with single-shot 11mm pinfire bolt-action chassepot rifles (malf 16, ROF 1/6, dam 5d+, 1 shot), which aren’t insanely reliable, but are quite lethal when fired in a steady rolling volley. They’re trained to use big nasty-looking bayonets to make big nasty-looking wounds (dam 1d+1 imp). They’ll do it, too. They also have four 1.5” Hotchkiss rotating cannon (malf 16, dam 10d++ cr, ROF 12, 100 rounds), which are like the biggest damn gatling guns ever. They have skill-12 in those, but they’re pretty much immobile, so they don’t use them so much. They also have a couple hundred rounds of explosive ammunition for the guns (2d++ cr, 1d exp), but it’s not very reliable and they’ll be just fine with solid. 


Any encounter with these guys should end with the PCs running or surrendering. A good question for them to ask is what a company of French soldiers are doing so far away from home anyway.

Lieutenant General Nathan Bedford Forrest, Grand Wizard of the Ku Klux Klan


Another real person, the historical Forrest died at the hands of a just God in 1877 from exhaustive diarrhea. He’s escaped that fate, only to fare worse at the hands of the PCs (with any luck).


Forrest is a former Confederate Cavalry general, probably the best on either side of the Civil War. He was also a slave owner and seller, a bigot, an uneducated thug, and a war criminal who murdered surrendering Black American soldiers at Fort Pillow. He founded the Ku Klux Klan to avenge himself on Reconstructionists, whom he blamed for his loss in stature before the war. Even the other Confederate generals, with their genteel pretensions, didn’t like this self-made thug very much, but they respected his skills. He was, in short, a very bad man.


Forrest has been driven mad with megalomaniacal rage; he has turned his attentions to a curious scientist he discovered in 1873, in Alta, Utah, who promised to be able to resurrect the dead; it was true, after a fashion, and driven by the dream of an army of zombies (with limitless replacements), Forrest relocated to Brazil, where he could devote all his time and energy to the problem. 


The process itself is not an infectious contagion, so the zombies are unable to pass any sort of contagion along (aside from any diseases that might inhabit an ambulatory corpse anyway…), but pretty much any dead body with arms, legs, and a heedful of brains will do the trick. The zombification process works equally well on the living; in fact, Forrest prefers it that way; he’s turned countless hundreds of plantation slaves (slavery’s still legal in Brazil), into zombies, mostly for his own amusement, since zombies don’t travel well.


In addition to zombies, Forrest has access to a large number of Klansmen and former Confederate soldiers (mostly cavalry), as well as a few 1870-surplus Prussian war-walkers. Forrest is, however, not a strategic commander; he is a tactical genius with some gift for maneuver warfare, but he has very limited experience of anything beyond speedy cavalry actions and has no real plan on how to use his zombie army beyond landing in New Orleans and spreading terror. He is utterly fearless and his men adore him.

Attributes: ST 13, HT 16, IQ 11, DX 11

Advantages: Courtesy Rank 7 (CSA Lieutenant General), Status 2, Reputation (+2/-5 to CSA Veterans or Klansmen/Yankees or decent human beings), Filthy Rich, Ally Group (like-minded bigots, and lots of them), Unfazeable, High Pain Threshold, Combat Reflexes, Administrative Rank 6 (Grand Wizard of the KKK)

Disadvantages: Intolerance: Other Races, Unattractive, Semi-literate, Megalomania, Enemy: US Government, Bloodlust

Quirks: Terrible Grammer, Just Plain Evil

Skills: Administration-14, Fast-Talk-14, Leadership-20,  Bard-12, Fencing-15, Guns (black-powder pistol)-15, Guns (Shotgun)-15, Guns (black-powder rifle)-15, Gunner (Gatling)-12, Gunner (Artillery)-12, Riding (Horse)-19, Tactics-22, Strategy-12

Languages: English-10

Equipment: several very nice horses (ST40, HT 15, Move 16), cavalry sabre (2d-1 swing, 1d+1 impaling), LeMat .40 cartridge-conversion revolver (malf crit, dam 2d+, ROF 1, 9 shots, also underbarrel 18-gauge shotgun, malf crit, dam 3d, ROF 1, shots 1), Spencer Carbine .56 (malf crit, 4d+, ROF 1, ammo 7+1), more Zombies than any man needs

Forrest is nobody’s fool, and he doesn’t trust Boulanger any more than Boulanger trusts him. When or if he doesn’t need the help of the French Republic’s highly unofficial representative any more, Forrest plans to kill him, the Legionnaires, and anybody else who gets in the way. 


The three PzAt II walkers that Forrest acquired from the Prussians are older walking-ironclads, of the type used to such great effect in the 1870 war with France. They’re a little outdated now, but nobody in Brazil has anything to match them, and the US government doesn’t really have anything on the same scale, all its walking-ironclads being designed to fight the Plains Indians or, God help us, Canadians. Their crews are more exuberant than skilled (skill-10 in all but gunnery, which is skill-12), but they’re willing to practice on any pesky foreign types who get in their way.

TL(5+1) Panzerartillerie PzAt II

Crew: 6 total. 

Subassemblies: Vehicle +4, 2xLegs +3, Body +4, Right Arm +1, Left Arm +1, Artillery Mount +3, Searchlight Mount +2. 

P&P: 88-kW triple expansion steam engine (short term access), 85-kW legged drivetrain (no access space) [2xLegs]. 

Fuel: 25 cf coal bunker 

Occ: four cramped crew stations (improved access) [body], cramped crew station (improved access) [Artillery Mount], cramped crew station (improved access) [Searchlight Mount] 

Armor             F    RL   B    T    U

Legs              4/40 4/40 4/40 4/40 4/40

Body             4/65 4/55 4/40 4/45 4/35

Right Arm    4/25 4/25 4/25 4/25 4/25

Left Arm       4/25 4/25 4/25 4/25 4/25

Artillery Mount   4/75 Front Only (Gun shield)

Searchlight Mount 4/25 Front Only (Gun shield)

Weaponry             Malf Type Damage    SS Acc 1/2D yds Max yds RoF 

65mm revolver       14       Cr     13d++      25  10       230      2,000       ½

80mm breechloader14       Cr     3dx9++   30    6       630      2,600       1/7

65mm LE ammo                Exp   6d+2 [6d] -   10       230      2,000   

80mm SAPLE                    Cr      3dx9(0.5) -    6        630      2,600   

80mm SAPLE  (exp)         Exp    12d [6d]  -     6        630      2,600   

Equipment

Body: three telescopes (F, magnification x9); set of navigation instruments; 20 rounds 80mm solid ammo; 20 rounds 80mm SAPLE ammo.  Right Arm: arm motor (ST:150, bad grip, cheap); 65mm rifled revolver (extremely short barrel; concealed); three rounds 65mm LE ammo.  Left Arm: arm motor (ST:150, bad grip, cheap); 65mm rifled revolver (extremely short barrel; concealed); three rounds 65mm LE ammo.  Artillery Mount: universal mount (field gun); 80mm breechloader (F, long barrel; low powered); ten rounds 80mm SAPLE; ten rounds 80mm solid ammo.  Searchlight Mount: searchlight (1-mile range, signal lamp shutter).  

Statistics

Size: [LxWxH] 8’x8’x12.3’
Payload: 3,310 lbs.
Lwt.: 63,519 lbs.

Volume: 853 cf
Maint.: Every 33.6 hours (2.86 mh/day)
 

HT: 12


HP: 416 each [2xLegs], 2,076 [Body], 316 [Right Arm], 316 [Left Arm], 270 [Artillery Mount], 126 [Searchlight Mount]. 

Ground Performance: Motive Power 85-kW, Top Speed 13 mph, gAcc 5 mph/s, gDec 20 mph/s, gMR 1, gSR 1, Ground Pressure 2,857 lbs./sf, Off Road Speed 5 mph.

Operating Duration:  5 H 40 M 55 S.

The vehicle is a bizarre squat machine shaped like a steel box on two short and thick legs. Each of its two stubby arms terminates in a gun barrel with four thick fingers arrayed around the muzzle of the weapon. The 80mm field gun is on a slightly raised dais near the rear of the “torso”; for this reason, the PzAt II leans slightly forward to keep balanced. The gunner has the difficult task of loading, aiming, and firing the field gun on his own, which greatly diminishes the accuracy and tends to lower the rate of fire. For obvious reasons, the walking-ironclad stops moving when the main gun is being fired. The two enormous arm-mounted revolvers fire explosive shells and are operated by the secondary gunners (who also control the arm movements), sitting in the body of the PzAt II with the driver and stoker. The searchlight is mounted forwards of and slightly below the field gun (for obvious reasons; even so, at night the gun typically fires into the broadside rather than risk decapitating the searchlight operator) and retracts into the body of the vehicle behind the driver and secondary gunners and in front of the stoker. Usually the searchlight operator directs the rest of the crew to the best of his ability, although this can be difficult to do in the heat of battle. The layout is cramped and poorly designed, but the vehicle is still more than enough to deal with most threats. It’s best used at long range, where it can blast away at enemy infantry and field guns and risk little in the way of damage from retaliatory fire. 

In addition to the PzAts, Forrest has a goodly number of Klansmen; they’re of dubious value in a real fight, having spent the last decade or so terrorizing the defenseless, but quantity has a quality all its own. They’re ST 11, HT 11, DX 10, IQ 10, for the most part, with skill-10 or –11 in their weapons. They rely mainly on the hordes of zombies that Forrest has access to. 

The zombies are created by immersing them in a chemical solution; vast pools are enclosed in giant barnlike buildings, and hundreds of zombies are “cured” (for lack of a better word) in them; the process takes about a month. For living victims, this is very unpleasant, as they’re straitjacketed and plunged into the solution. It’s a fairly grotesque affair, and it smells awful. Once they come to unlife, they’re herded out of the pools by Klansmen and trained as one might train an attack dog. They’re not able to use firearms…yet. Forrest is working on that one. 

A few problems exist: the zombies are a little more partial to human flesh than’s really good for them (they don’t need to eat, so it all just sits there in their stomachs…yuck!), you can smell them a mile off, they aren’t particularly clever, and you have to be soul-crushingly evil to think making unwilling victims into cadaverous satraps is a good idea.

Zombies are ST 11, IQ 8, HT 15, and DX 9. A called shot to the head (-5) usually brings ‘em down, but so does blowing them to pieces, incinerating them, crushing them, severing the spinal cord, or just plain physical deterioration. They’re utterly fearless, and painfully stupid. They’ll walk to their own destruction, completely oblivious to what’s happening around them. It’s probably better that way. Any mind that somehow survived the transformation would be driven hopelessly insane.

The Resurrection Man


The Resurrection Man is a mysterious stranger dressed like a mortician. Forrest met him in Alta, Utah, in 1873 and put him to work. He isn’t in Brazil; he’s elsewhere, trying to perfect his formula for Forrest and devise a quick-acting aerosol version. He smells faintly of formaldehyde and doesn’t have a stat block just yet. He probably has the Science! skill at about 30 or so.

