The Hammerite Imperium – Part 1 – ‘Allium Magnius’

Mission 1 – The Great Cathedral


YAHWOL’S INTRODUCTION - “Congratulations on your studies, novitiate, I am most impressed by your devotion to the master builder.  It seems right, I think, to prompt you towards attaining your full status amongst us.  I am sure you will agree you have come far, but there remains a certain initiatory rite that all must undergo.
I know that you are keen to join the Legionnaires, though I have something a little different in mind for you.  There is such a post to undertake as that of the ‘state sentinel’.  It is an old name and one that the new orders are not keen to use.  So I have decided to send you on an intelligence mission.  The Order of Metal will be displaying the products of their latest experiments at the great cathedral.  These people recently underwent great upheaval in their lands.  You will remember some of the news we received, but lately, it seems, such news hath been less forthcoming.  All returned to a disturbing quiet all too quickly and I think your skills would be perfectly employed in uncovering some of the more ungracious rumours.  I shall send thee with a stock of equipment thou canst now choose for thyself and do not forget to take thy letters before thou leaveth.  Once thou hath reached the Cardinal’s office, give unto him this box and he shalt explain thy next quest.”

Shivan must penetrate the cloisters of the great Cathedral, uncovering vital information regarding the old sect.  He must respect the clergy and make sure that they do not come to harm whilst defending himself from the Hammerites and Ferrum Miurus that he may encounter.  As well as the box, Shivan is also carrying the following letter:

LETTER FROM TALLION – “Shivan, I know that Yahwol hath charged thee with discovering the truth about the uprising.  From our time together at Tallion, I remember studying the artefacts.  Do you remember that piece of writing we found on the golden sphere that talked about the ‘ultimate machine’?  These were the only words we could translate.  The extraordinary thing is that those items were taken to Tallion from the catacombs of the Cathedral and with this exhibition being on just now, it just strikes me as a rather strange coincidence.  I am sure there is something we might learn from those items.  Does the phrase Allium Magnius mean anything to you?

I cannot write everything that I would wish to as there have been assasinations of some Tallion librarians lately and everybody is on edge, so it would be best not to speak, but I hath been speaking with friends and I may be joining the Sohellians soon.  What is more interesting is that I seem to be getting messages from somebody I don’t know.  I miss you, Shivan.  If only we had not been parted by our jobs!  Love, Alacassandra.”

(Notice that this objective is going against the Cardinal’s wishes – see letter.  This may have consequences later, depending on whether the player chooses to take this directive or not.)

He will have to find access to the exhibition possibly by means of some overhead beams, where he should find the first mechanical experiments conducted by the Ferrum Miurus.  There could be some of these guards (the old ones with the tin heads) guarding the entrances to some places, particularly around the cities of the Imperium.

Besides everything else, the Cathedral may be a place that the player can read up on Imperial lore.  This means it might contain the creation myth and other bits of stuff that the player can either have to find or peruse at their leisure.

The experiments of the Precursors and the Ferrum, funded by certain council members who are biased towards continuing the funding, result in the Allium Magnius exhibition (Shivan may remark on this when he sees it displayed on a notice), where it is discovered that robot intelligence is almost impossible to develop and seems completely beyond their capabilities.

EXHIBITION – FERRUM - “Are we all gathered, friends?”  DARK-ROBED PRIEST – “Verily, this seems to be the case.  Brother Siegfried could not make our meeting on account of his unwholesome affliction and the heretic of whom we must not speak is being flagellated by Brother Ferdinand.”  HAMMERITE – “These machines seem very expensive.  Hath the council been addressed on these matters?”  FERRUM – “Relax, sir.  All that you see is acceptable in the builders sight.  Only the vital cogs elude us with frightful persistence.”  HAMMERITE – “Oh, how does this come to be so?”  FERRUM – “Friend, we art lacking something vital, an element perhaps, or some key algorithm.  Wast there not something more thou couldst have given us from the metal isles?  PRIEST – “With regret, nay.  And I fear the uprising brought great shame to some noble folk.  FERRUM – “It seems a shame.   These models are so expertly wrought and yet they lack even the most basic forms of intelligence.  Your fellow of the Shadow Order was keen to play Warboard with one of them, though the very idea is ridiculous!”  HAMMERITE – “They can still be used for some guard duties.”  PRIEST – “(tuts) Tis a shame, friend.  Come, let us adjourn to the refectory.”

Warboard (see letters) – This is basically chess, but should consist of a normal board with black and white chess textures and statues as pieces.  There should be a puzzle here where he must strike on the pieces and it will reveal a secret entrance.  To make it more difficult, the clue could be hidden, or if he strikes the wrong one, there could be something that harms him or alerts the guards. 


The extra objective appears of trying to get into the rooms of the main members of the clergy.


LETTER FROM ‘HIS NOBLE CHASTENESS’ IGNIUS FUNDER – “These art times of great change, my friend.  I feel it in my bones.  The old republic is meeting now to assess a situation that will alter the whole course of the Imperial rule.  The orders, as you know, art in a state of constant development.  Our biggest threat is the prejudice that might exist in them.  Verily, it hath been noted that news of the impending return to power of the precursors hath been met wyth a goodlye degree of caution.  They are, after all, denizens of Eastern Planetia and hath been known to offer certain benefits to their own people which hath, in its own turn, set the empire at odds wyth itself.


Therefore, and not wyth undue haste, it hath become the policy of certain members of the council to offer them a reprieve following the recent activities of their hero Dotus, who hath spoken at length wyth the men of Ferrum Miurus in the effort to advance our technological development.  Meanwhile, the Sophellians hath been pushing for recognition into the higher echelons of power for some time now and hath requested the admission of one of their member on the imperial council.  Their case is one of considerable note.  Lo, see thou that their own endeavours send a goodlye proportion of their number to the largely infidel and heathen lands of unholy scum that hath been known and duly recorded upon our cartographic records solely as ‘the East’.  Verily, it hath become known to mine own mind that certain efforts hath been made to further develop our geographic knowledge in this vein and to collate further material on this most unruly territory.  A landing point named ‘Dayport’ hath been espied, and though not yet fit to embark upon a proper landing, the Sophellians hath been known to also espy ships of a foreign flag.  This point is one of great dispute amongst the council and hath caused a number of wise responses by way of explanation to these phenomena listed in due quantity thus henceforth and without unjustful impingement upon the builders mighty hammer:

· The will to parley 

· A flat denial

· Claims of the symptom of ‘seashell eye’

· The myth of the cabal, whose legendary dabblings in alchemy art of great consternation

· The sordid malpractice of courtly knaves granting favour to unwholesome wenches

· Evidence of Prophecy CXV of the Tallion convention as recorded by Memlock the thrice sired (see Tome corridor BGH#275 of Tallion’s grimoire section)

· ‘Gilliat’s rock’ – a phenomenon known to seafarers as a mirage of land caused by land movements ‘neath the waves.

As thou canst see, the establishment of their claims remains in balance and the council is duly moving in favour of Saftiona’s decree.  Twould be of much great import to speak wyth thine own self regarding these points aforementioned and to verify thine own reflections.”

LETTER FROM CARDINAL GUTRIGHT – “Greetings, gracious cousin of the cloth, 

Though I must venture forth mine appreciation of thine report, I art given to disagree on one point.  The seafarers of the Sophellians, like most Sophellians, are female and therefore unfit for marine travel.  Verily, wast it not noted that our great naval Captain Jenath wast struck wyth most unholy malady by their unlawful presence?  They doth attract a goodlye proportion of marine monsters by their unwholesome ways.  Though it hath been known for some voyages to end not in disaster, the naval contingent remain of superstitious character, and wast it not observed that the fleshy portions of the woman are too far akin to those of mermaids and therefore a blight upon navigational fortune?

Twould be mine most thrice rendered musings that erupt into the causeful revelation that, yea, this move of granting ascension to the Sophellian order is one of most undue abandonment of the master builders saintly will.  I wouldst therefore be inclined also to refute their claim in favour of the ones from Saftiona.  Give unto them the gold that wast taken from the uprising of the people who favoured the old order and speak no more of these matters.  Burn ye this scroll afore thy name art sullied in the builders holy sanctuary.”

Shivan – “Geese, can’t these scribes write normally?”

This is an extra hint to take the objective of stealing the gold that is to be given to the Precursors (the ones from Saftiona) and to free the old man from the tower.

LETTER TO BROTHER SIEGFRIED – “Brother, how art we to treat thine unholy affliction without applying Brampton’s flaming oil of fleshly penance?  If thou couldst see the benefits, thou wouldst not be so churlish towards our requests.

Why only last month didst we treat Bishop Gullick and now he walks no longer after the fashion of the dog of bulbous reproductive parts.  Furthermore, his eyes no longer streak with ghastly rheum, staining his holy visage with a green plaster.  Rather, his eyes do give most holy recognition to the builder’s own tapestries that adorn our fine Cathedral.  The oily squirtings from his seemly garments are barely a cause for agonised reflection anymore.

Granted, thine own injuries were caused by excessive flagellation, though twere for thine own good after thy latest bout of fond thoughts after the unwholesome Sophellians.  Canst thou not summon the courage?  Twould do thine name well in the fabled halls and thou wouldst burn with lesser ferocity in the tricksters gables of spiritual contempt.  Come ye to the refectory in the East Wing and we shalt make thee as comfortable as thou canst be.”

NOTICE AT THE TOWER – “None permitted beyond this point.  All that dwelleth herein are enemies of the builder and need his hallowed halls to refrain their twisted minds from spewing blasphemy.”  (Beyond this is the optional objective of freeing the old man from the tower)

Shivan’s final task is to deliver the box to Cardinal Gutright who will say the following:

CARDINAL (quiet, sly voice like a snake) – “Good evening, Shivan.  I trust I findeth thee in good health?”  SHIVAN (uncertainly) – “Yes, excellency.  I bring to thee a gift from…”  CARDINAL (hisses) – “Yahwol of Tallion, yes.  How delightful that it is that he brings me another gift (chuckles).  But come now, hath thou not seen for thyself the contents of the box?”  SHIVAN – “Of course not, your excellency.”  CARDINAL – “Then how canst thou know if there is not trickery afoot in the Empire these days?  SHIVAN – “I trust Yahwol.”  CARDINAL – “(lol)  Thou mayest have passed the first test, but canst thou really trust thine own judgement when thou doth believe everything that thou readeth?  Open the box, Shivan.  Its contents were intended for thineself.  Immerse thyself within its words as a cleric unto his prayers.  I shalt be watching thy fate with great interest.”  (leaves)

Shivan opens the box and takes out a letter from inside, which reads:

YAHWOL’S LETTER – “Congratulations, Shivan.  If thou hath passed into the Cardinal’s office, then thou hath proved thyself capable of becoming a sentinel.  Remember now that a good sentinel does not try to achieve too much, but knows where his priorities lie.  Knoweth thou that the golden temple of the Builder in the heart of the Imperial City hath not been opened since the Builder himself closed its doors so many, many years ago.  As thou willst know, much of the prophecies of Tallion speak of the keys of heaven, but twas not revealed to many that these keys are in fact the keys to the temple.

One such prophecy decrees that if the temple doors are not opened in two months time, the Empire shalt miss an important ceremony, but the keys hath been lost for a great many years, only arriving at times of great significance for the Empire, though some astrologers claim that it is the cosmos itself that produces them.  Great danger surrounds them.  They feature in most fables of the Empire’s folk.  It is said that the water key was lost along with a Precursor ship when their General sailed to the Winter Fortress.  It is vital that we find these keys as the golden temple hath inspired the whole Empire to new heights of greatness and yet it’s central chambers remain locked.  

In accordance with ritual, all four keys must not be brought together until the time is right.  But if they are not found, the Empire may fall into disunity and rebellion as there dwelleth within the golden walls the lathe of heaven, which teacheth all men of their true paths in life and misuse might spell disaster for the whole Empire.”

