April 15th, 1910

After years upon years of devastating conflict, the leadership of both Britain and France have met behind closed doors to hash out a peace accord with which both countries can save face.  The atmosphere is not a joyous one, and neither side is here because they are willing to admit defeat; rather they are here in an effort to forestall the crippling destruction each of their nations has endured since the Mendlebrot Incident of 1904 that initially ignited the war.

Following weeks of negotiation the parties have drafted a document which will immediately cease all hostilities and lay the groundwork for a future campaign to the east.  The keystone clause which brought both sides to this point was the notion that each might instead redirect their mutual aggressions towards the slovenly Kaiser Von Sphincter, whose corpulent form has chuckled in amusement as England and France have ravaged each other like Bastille Cellmates during a guard holiday.

Tensions remain high, however.  The years of treachery, deceit, and antagonism have not simply evaporated in the preceding weeks.  Each side, while desperate for resolution, fears betrayal and the loss of face in international matters.  It is under these electric circumstances that the main players, including the Prime Minister of each nation, have assembled in Versailles to sign the Treaty D’LeCroissant behind locked and secured doors.

The assembled cast holds it breath as France’s Prime Minister reaches for the quill.

An English Colonel coughs …

… and the General seated next to him whispers an aside about clearing the frog in his throat.

The French Prime Minister drops the quill, a look of ill-suppressed fury on his face.  He turns to his second and looses a torrent of French babblespeak, gesticulating wildly as he does so.

The attending British page bends down to whisper a hasty translation into the English Prime Minister’s ear.  The gist, he explains, is that the French Prime Minister has taken great affront to the implication that he and his people are like unto phlegm.  The British Prime Minister stifles a laugh, but his bemusement does not pass unnoticed by the French delegation.

Within seconds, the undercurrents of tension and distrust have broken through the surface as wellsprings of adrenaline.  Each side scrambles to its feet, clutching for their ceremonial arms and diving for cover.  The treaty is destined for obsolescence before it is even signed.

And the Kaiser guffaws.

The objective of the game is simple:  

Destroy completely and utterly those vile excuses for human beings whose very proximity has sickened you, and in whose presence you have become sullied by mere association.

Death to the English!  Death to the French!

NOTES:

(1)

· Roll 1d6 to determine who has first choice.  Winner may select either:

1. To go first or second, or

2. Which side of the room and with which field piece to start

· The loser of the roll gets to decide the second option

(2)

· On the first turn:

1. All movements are halved, as everyone is in shock and reacting to a sudden situation

2. No attack may be made by either side on the first turn, as all parties are adjusting to the new reality of the situation and reacting, as above

3. All other turns proceed as normal

(3)

· The first team to attack suffers a –1 penalty on all skill rolls during the entire turn in which they first attack.  This is due to some residual hesitancy regarding the fact that upon their actions hang the fate of the lives of millions of their countrymen.

