by which future
addions to the RFG Genre
will be judsed ™
§2% - The One Amiga
tehr.
Gamesmaster Magazine

“An astounding and utterly

standard

of 2 revolulion in computer
plaving amd has become
essential game-.... gel this

role:
the

-~

-g\Li...-_

o

e 2o Sl Ta B SRS

B (N |

0 S ) B Wi T U iy o L Ty e Tty S S S ) e B0 S

T







n the icy chill of the early dawn, a little voice in your head Keeps
repeating itself over and over: I can't believe what I'm doing,
I get a letter from Cousin Sven that spouts the wonders of
Mitteldorf and a fortnight later here I am outside the city walls!’
Merchants, soldiers, adventurers and vagabonds abound about you in an tmpatient,
expectant crowd, eager for the sun to rise and the fuge city gates to open. Amongst
the hodge-podge of tents and covered wagons you find solace in the embers of a camp
fire. You crouch quietly, the warmth of the fire creeping through the fibres of your
cloak, freeing the dampness of the previous night in wisps of vapour that mix with
the breath of an old cleric speaking of city life.
Heed what I say well, for it is not spoKen lightly... Inside these walls lies the
destiny of you all. Whether it be fame, fortune, poverty or death! Note the laws of
Mitteldorf well and beware the neath realms and the creatures that wander there...”
The first shards of daylight glance the battlements high above, banishing darkness to
its fair and bathing the land in the falf (ight that bodes a new day.
4 loud, dull thud snatches everyone's attention. The moan of a gate latch being slid
back stirs the crowd to life. Torches are doused and fires extinguished. You rise, the
ache from your Knees fiolds you Aunched over while blood refills your taught muscles.
All of a sudden the shadow of a huge warrior looms menacingly over you; fe stops,
looks from side to side then proceeds to walk straight through you. As you lift your
face out of the mud, the warrior turns and (ooKs at you with distain.
‘Out of my way boy!” he bellows, You're lucKy I'm in a hurry, or [d give you a lesson
irt mud breathing!”
The gates slowly open. ‘IThe crowd, fesitantly, start moving towards the cavernous
gateway. The sound of people talKing and squabbling, excited animals baying and
screeching their disagreement at being moved fill the air. Wagons and carts amble
awkzvardly over the rough cobble stones, maKing thetr contents clank and clang
together startling the birds roosting above. You stumble to your feet and caught in
the Auman current, are pulled towards the entrance.
Sven, this place had better be as good as you said in your letter,” you mutter because

I feel I'm about to maKe the biggest mr.sta&. of my life...I"
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