The Hammerite Imperium – Part 2 – ‘Ignium Chaotius’
· MISSION 6 – ST. ADRIATICA.  

INTRODUCTION – “It had been hard not taking Constantine’s offer but my experience at the obelisk, that strange place seemingly out of time, had made me strong.  So I was curiously unafraid that my bones might freeze out there as I stood stranded on the ice.  I guess the builder was with me after all.  After a short while, I caught sight of a ship in the background bearing the Imperial flag. It must have caught the Excelsior’s trail somewhere along the line and I was amazed it had passed my way.  When they picked me up, each man eyed me suspiciously, a single sane figure amongst the wreckage of the finest ship in the Empire’s fleet, but I was wearing Legionnaire’s armour and they soon accepted me as one of them.  A few went down to the site and picked some stuff up, taking notes of the coordinates of the obelisk, and we set off for St. Adriatica, where I hoped I might at last contact Yahwol and the council.  It gets so lonely being a sentinel, pursuing this crazy path, and being burdened by the weight of my family’s destiny that I wore about my neck.


I prayed to the master builder that I might meet Alacassandra again.  There was a trust I felt I could share with her like no other, some kind of a bond.  My thoughts often turned to her in my cold and lonely cabin where I enjoyed little conversation with my fellows.


When we arrived, the weather had a lot less bite, but I heard talk of a manhunt that the Precursors were conducting for a Cravonian thief.  It looks like I should keep myself well hidden when I embark and try to sneak into the council chambers.  Maybe then I can find out why Karaquan was so willing to kill so many at Craig’s Pass when they could have been converted (sighs).  The guards may even search the ship as soon as we dock.  One good thing is that I’ve heard there’s a temple key being kept somewhere in this city.  It’s the only one of the temple keys that the Empire has in its possession.  Best keep a low profile, methinks.”

Shivan returns to the city of St. Adriatica a little edgy after blowing up the Excelsior and has to cross through a sector filled with those he has effectively robbed.  He might overhear a conversation:

HAMMERITE LEGIONNAIRE - “So what did this thief take, then?”

PRECURSOR OFFICER – “At the moment, it’s just one of the five beauties of the Empire that’s gone missing, a bejewelled bird, but we suspect a lot more wealth has gone too.”

HAMMERITE LEGIONNAIRE – “Duh, don’t know much about that but it sure sounds like sacrilege.  Tre-Cravon is an ancient city.”

PRECURSOR OFFICER – “It’s not just that.  This thing was a magical ward against the forces of Darkmere.  It’s supposed to keep your spirits strong when you’re in danger.”

HAMMERITE LEGIONNAIRE – “Uh, how come?  Does it peck at the enemy?”

PRECURSOR OFFICER – “No, you taffer, it’s magickal.  It does….magick…and, er, stuff.  Look, you going to help me search for this guy or not?”

HAMMERITE LEGIONNAIRE – “Sure.  If this thing craps gold dust I’ll follow you into Darkmere.”

PRECURSOR OFFICER – (under his breath) “Moronic Hammers!”

The gates are locked, keeping out a rabble of beggars from the harbours and legionnaires are busy tormenting the diseased and dirty taffers.  He sees a lot of masked Precursors and could decide to use the mask again to get past a crowd of people (to save the player a lot of trouble there may be a hint in the form of something that Shivan says like, “maybe with all these masks around another one would go unnoticed”).  It might well be daytime in the harbour depending on whether a decent mission can still be done using the shadows of the interior locations.  There are dungeons beneath the huge gates visible through the gratings into which there should be some secret entry.


Once there, he should go to the jails and find a keeper (though he doesn’t know he’s a keeper, except by the symbol of an eye inscribed on a book) by the name of Mendes who shouts at him as he passes “Shivan, I know you.”  “Wait a minute.  You’re one of Yahwol’s servants, Mendes….”  “Shhh, no names, please.  The……the tall one gave me a message for you.  Know ye that the empire is at its weakest when demonstrating its strength, stay true to thyself and thou wilst find what must be done in thine heart.  Thy path leads thee to Darkmere.  Behold the light of chaos, it will guide thee.  Almost all those loyal to the Emperor have now been ousted from power and the Emperor himself seemeth struck by some infernal magick.  The path is treacherous.  Watch your back, Shivan and take this key.  Builder bless thee.”

Shivan – “What about you?”

Mendes – “I hath my own path to follow, but if thou art in danger, hide the temple keys in the safe house.”


Once he is inside he witnesses a ceremony honouring the heroes and the fallen of the battle of Craig’s Pass.  There is a fear that the great general Baldergast might be dead as he disappeared into the throng of the fighting and did not return.  Perhaps combined with this should be the rumours of the Sophellian order from ‘Xinia the purified’.

NOTICE – “In commemoration of the fallen of the battle of Craig’s Pass, there shalt be a ceremony today to be held in the Imperial gardens.  As a special tribute, the Order of the Sophellians hath been invited into the officialdom of the Empire as a gesture of goodwill in this dark time.  Welcome them, as they cometh like the promise of new hope from Xiniax the purified.  It is a day to give praise to the builder for returning those living back to us and to sing the praises of the valorous Hammerite, Precursor and Ferrum legions along with our allies, the alchemists.  Knoweth thou that all who profane this place with their unauthorised presence shalt be cut asunder and disgraced with public torture as vengence for the lost.”

CONVERSATION IN THE GARDENS – 

REPUBLICAN – “I hear the great general Baldergast rose from the dead to defend us.  He appeared in the throng of the battle and threw himself at the enemy.  He didn’t speak to anyone, he just hacked his way through them.”  

LADY - “Baldergast was a thug, a barbarian, no better than the northerners themselves.  I’d wager he was one of the tribe’s evil, inhuman hordes.  They say he slew just as many Legionnaires as he did tribesmen.”  

REPUBLICAN – “No, he was fearless and honourable.  I served under him long ago.  Not like that monster Bellion, the father of poor little Karras.  That boy is better off without that…that ogre.  I’m glad he was felled at Craig’s Pass.” 

LADY – Oh, Gunder, really! That nice gentleman from the Dragon Isles assured me that if the Excelsior had not been sunk, there would be no more tribesmen to worry about.  All that filthy shamanistic garbage of theirs would have been gotten rid of forever.”


There could then be the option to seek out this gentleman and see what he is up to.  He should find that he is one of the Precursors and find this letter in an office – 

LETTER FROM GUNNAR MORTENSEN IX OF THE DRAGON ISLES - “I must confess that I disagree entirely with the Architect of Goya on this point.  History is our property now.  We can re-shape what we are and we certainly have no need for this ridiculous woman’s sect known as the Sophellians.  For one thing it would interfere with their embroidery, which is Adriatica’s finest import, and another being the question of how on earth is one to get merry with a tart that bears a scar?  To my mind, there is nothing more pointless in the whole empire.  I feel the need to state the Precursor dictum that womankind is a plague in times of war, nothing but an unholy encumbrance.  Tre-Cravon would have been taken a lot earlier if it were not for the problems they caused the council.

Let the council know: There will be no more assassinations from the people of the Dragon Isles of sentinels who have become thorns in the Emperor’s side.  You will have to get your Shadow Order to do it.  That old ritual is never going to work, anyway and there was always the possibility of wights terrorising the cities from the well of souls.

P.S.  If Gunder’s wife is not offered to me as in the old traditions I will put a tax on this whole damn ceremony, and then all these foul taffers scurrying about the gates that you seem to think have some kind of right to life will all have their heads on spikes.”


(Found in the “gentleman’s office”) LETTER FROM DERVAL KEPLER, PRECURSOR PRIEST - “Dear Acolyte.  Try to understand that the Emperor’s aide only hath a small amount of power.  It is his doing that bringeth back our order to power.  I oppose these Sophellians too, but the council just doth not accept the way these things sit with our own ideas.  I think the best way to deal with this matter is to find the man responsible for the destruction of the Excelsior.  If we do this, then the whole empire is on our side.  I hath heard that this Leonardo Quire, the leader, or should I say, ‘principal representative’, as they put it, hath a machine that doth reproduce images of the night in question by some uncanny invention.  There was one poised above the door to the main cabins on the night of this fell deed that hath been recovered.  Soon we shalt know the truth!


Go thou now to the tower of prayer and seek thy guidance, for methinks thy mind is not duly focused upon the builder’s saintliness.  The favour of the Emperor in granting unto thee the duty of guarding the blessed temple Key hath gone to thy head, methinks.  Thou shouldst never have reacted to the older councillors jests in such a way as to have them framed and exiled nor to chase back the Cravonian traitors to Caerah and punish the people there for harbouring them.  Granted, these things didst enable our most just and noble Order to gain a foothold in power but to have some of the former council publicly flogged doth not sit well with the new and compassionate image of the Precursor Order.  Doth thou wish to be naught but part of a small sect again?  The Precursors must set themselves aside from such savagery as impaling, thumb-screws, flaying, gassing and keeping people in boxes till their spines bend.  Thine actions hath caused even the Shadow Order to be divided in their opinions and that is not good for the security of the whole Empire.  Thou hath mentioned before that we shouldst ‘punish ignorance with the hammer’ but this is not the way to do things, my dear acolyte.  Beareth in mind that though thou mayst be high in the Emperor’s favour, thou remaineth a novice of this Order.”


Shivan may then decide to take the ‘gentleman’ out, which will take him to the high tower where the huge safe door to the temple key is, but not yet get him inside.  The gameplay here should probably be a little bit like the bank level of Thief 2, perhaps with some form of security machine about, but when Shivan finally encounters Mortensen, who could be muttering, “insolent, taffin’ priests, one day all of this will be run by guards.  Then the only praying they’ll be doing is before they die.”


The player can now choose whether to throw him out of the window with the letter (as his objective states – “A traditionally shameful death in Adriatica is ‘defenestration’ - to be thrown out of a window along with the subject of shame.  Take out Gunnar Mortensen.”  This could also have an effect later on in the game if such a technicality proves possible.)


BACKGROUND - There is news of the progress of the ‘Metal Order’ (Ferrum Miurus) and that they are the strongest of the Empire’s great legions, using advanced technology to further the emperor’s cause.  One example of which is the theodolite used in the grand hall to detect the tremors of the builders hammer.  But having seen a little of this technology, Shivan is in two minds about them.  Meanwhile, the emperor is in danger of disruption as the newest member of the republic, the Alchemists, are in territorial disputes with the metal order and they are not combining their expertise because Ferrum Miurus will not back down to allow the alchemists space to conduct their experiments on the Dragon Isle.  The Imperial Shadow order, a high-ranking group of the Emperors own guard are given funding to increase in numbers and charged with the task of negotiating a settlement.


When he arrives at the Imperial council, he learns that Karaquan is now in charge after the last of the Emperor’s personal aides died in suspicious circumstances and hears an announcement concerning anyone in possession of the stolen mask will receive the harshest ‘treatments’ on the Dragon Isle.  Shivan may find out that Yahwol has gone to Fellheim, the ‘spiritual home of the Empire’ to talk with the Architect of Goya concerning the disruption in the Empire and the sudden rise to power of the new orders (the player should maybe be made to feel neutral about Yahwol at this point, deciding neither to condemn Yahwol for his own misfortune nor to support him - although this could be something we can play with in terms of the flexibility of the whole campaign).


LETTER BELONGING A SLAUGHTERED PATRICIAN FOUND IN A LOCKED CHEST – “It lately came to my attention that Mr. Quire appeareth to have let slip the knowledge of a certain type of ship that saileth ‘neath the waters.  Though he hath sworn me to secrecy on the matter, I find this very valuable knowledge indeed and wonder of its worth to the ambitious folk of Ferrum Miurus, whose augmentations of our wondrous empire have of late been the topic of much fervent gossiping and furore.  This man shouldst be taught the ways of our glorious empire afore he thinks to conceal his lore from us.  Methinks t’would be wise to remain silent for now for the alchemists army doth appear to have swarmed our fair city.”

EAVESDROPPED MEETING – (mention the new name of ‘Cragscleft’ to be used as a prison facility)

Leonardo – “These are technologies I would prefer not to speak of for fear of their usage and I would appreciate if thou willst accept that what has gone before is not to venture any further than these four walls.”  

Ferrum Councillor – “Then thou art a fool to bring thy studies to St. Adriatica.  The beggars at the gates are only too willing to run roguish errands for their filthy masters.  Anything could be learned.”

Shadow Councillor – “Is that a threat on thy lips, o’ man of metal?  Thou revealeth thy ways of thinking too easily.”

Ferrum Councillor – (complaining)

Emperor (in a labouring voice) – “Gentlemen, this matter will be dealt with at another time.  Let us concern ourselves only with the matter at hand.”

Karaquan – “Wisely-spoken, your greatness.  Allow me to speak for you if this golden demon of the north is continuing to scatter thy senses.”

Emperor – (in a despairing tone) “Aye.  I……cannot make sense of……it.  Constantine, my own flesh and blood.  He……of the royal bloodline.  I can make sense of nothing now.  Nothing is clear.  They say he seeketh the eye again.”

Karaquan – “Come now, not Lord Constantine.  Allow me to continue as the official aide to the emperor.  The golden temple refuses to let us in.  Its walls repel even the magic of the Shadow Order.  Well, allow me to state my case.  I have vowed always to be in control and never to allow my Empire to become invaded by a foreign power and now it seems as if it is.  Sometimes it seems as if the council only pretend to rule.  It is weak and needs the guidance of a father figure.  So permit me, if thou willst, to declare the ordination of the order of the Precursor.”

Precursor – (begins thanking Karaquan)

Hammerite Councillor – “I protest.  Afore our great emperor was struck by this malady he made the order to officiate the Sophellian order and now thou doth contradict him.”

Karaquan – “I am the official aide, son of the Hammer.  I was appointed by the elders.”

Shadows – “Are not the elders a myth?”

Hammerite Councillor – “In all these many years of Imperial rule an Emperor has never rescinded his decision and now, on this matter, thou doth contradict him.”

Karaquan – “Then let us ask him.”

Emperor – “I….I cannot make sense of it.”

Hammerite Councillor – “I am talking about tradition, builder damn you.  You, who speak of strength and the law.  You……hypocrite!  I will not have these traditions trampled upon, not in these times when it is all that we have.”  (walks out)

Shadows (calmly) – “Shall we continue?  I believe that the remains of Tre-Cravon are to be used as a new prison facility we hath named ‘Cragscleft’, yes?  Then I believe all that remains on the agenda is the majestic forest, is it not?”

Karaquan – “Hmm?  Yes, yes of course.”

Precursor – “Surely all that idiocy hath been stopped.  It should be stopped.  The only one to return from the well of souls was Praetorius and he had to be dealt with on the Dragon Isles.”

Ferrum Miurus – “No, there was another.  There may still be a chance of….”

At this point a legionnaire enters and says, “my lords, excuse my intrusions but our guest from the Dragon Isles has been assassinated.” 

They rush out of the room.


Shivan now knows that he is in danger from many people who consider him to be a thorn in the side.  Nonetheless, he remains loyal to the empire but decides to stay hidden as a fugitive.


OTHER LETTERS - These may refer to the progress of the ‘Metal Order’ (Ferrum Miurus) and that they are the strongest of the Empire’s great legions, using advanced technology to further the emperor’s cause.  One example of which is the theodolite used in the grand hall to detect the tremors of the builders hammer.  But having seen a little of this technology, Shivan is in two minds about them.


As an optional objective, he could try finding out the coordinates by visiting it in the highest tower where the only temple key in the possession of the empire is used for switching it on and off.  There is, however, some confusion about its use as the coordinates always focus on Darkmere but seem to shift in accordance with the movement of the living forest itself.

When Shivan finally arrives at the temple Key, held over a few beams laid into an X-shape at the top of a high building, he finds the following:

LETTER INSIDE THE AIR KEY PEDESTAL (to be unlocked with the key that Mendes gave him) – “I knew that thou wouldst come here.  I can only pray that it is truly thee, Shivan, that readeth this lest we are both executed.  Some amongst us hath observed that Imperial law is geared towards being royalist-biased and the way that thou hath chosen resurrects an old prophecy that threatens their constant influence within the Empire.  As any true Hammerite shalt tell thee, all royalty is hated in any Empire and yet it lingers with a frightening persistence from the time when the Kings of the Dragon Isle still ruled.  Somehow, they regained a stranglehold on the council during the treaty with the Cravonians.  But most worryingly, I hath discovered that this is an issue connected with the Cravonian dispute, as the reason why the Precursors refrained from telling a convincing truth about an era of history called the ‘alpha’ was that it drew importance away from the isle of Athalon, the basis of Imperial power.  There was a conspiracy to keep this information hidden by people who sought to profit from royal influence.  The truth was that the builder’s holy birthplace was Caerah.  Not wishing to lose power, the royalists suppressed Caerah’s importance, as Caerah has long been the despised enemy of the Dragon Isles.  It is believed that the conspiracy runs far deeper than was at first observed, and the Shadow Order are being overtaken by one mans influence whose name I hath not yet discovered.  One thing I do know is that the Precursors hath become their supporters since they also were worried that the truth about the burning legion war might emerge.  Keep searching, my friend.  Thy friends are close, but must stay hidden. - Mendes.”

SAFE HOUSE – Mendes’ safe housem, which appears on Shivan’s map marked with a cross or arrow, could be accessed through an area that is overrun with pirates profiting from the war between the Ferrum Miurus and the alchemists.  There may be the following letter – PIRATE’S LETTER – “Mr. Craeligh, This Metal Order and the alchemists seem to never stop squabbling.  I think tis time we took something back for ourselves from the Empire.  They never allow us into the Empire’s building walls, so we shalt take from them what we canst.  Our business might well improve on the high seas when they art so concerned to gain a foothold on the Ferrum isles that they willst even trade with us.  Last week, I sent my scouts to usher some of the Metal Order into an ambush.  Those dumb Imperials just blundered straight into it, yelling something about their builder.  The crazy thing is that the Easterners never loot their enemy, neither of them do, because they’re both so obsessed with claiming the isles for their people that they just chase the last of the survivors down.  It is leaving us with a handsome revenue, but they must not know that there is an organisation behind all of this or we’re done for.

Those two Orders really don’t like each other, methinks we canst use this situation very well to our advantage.  ‘Nuff Respect, Colley-rigger Fairwax.”

Primary Mission Objectives:-  Find someone who might know a little more about the whereabouts of Yahwol and the mystery of the Precursors.  Take out the tyrannical ‘gentleman’ from the Dragon Isles and visit his apartments to take some precious paintings that he won’t be needing any more.  Spy on the meeting in the St. Adriatica government buildings to find out more about the exploitation of the Darkmere mineworkers if possible.  Take the air key from its place as the only remaining key in the possession of the empire.  Stash the keys in the safe house that Mendes describes before going to the harbour to try to get a ship back to the libraries of Tallion.
