Hammerite Imperium Writing Agenda

(Below are given some points for consideration in building up suspense and mystery through books and others story devices (e.g. conversations).  If at all possible, these should be used in conjunction with puzzles and for playing out the missions as they are developed and as, perhaps, new objectives appear during construction.)

· Hint at the powers of the black spiral dancers (i.e. they will hear much about people through the wytche’s powers of ‘Silver’, which is emphasised by the hall of records in the ‘Halls of the Builder Queen’, which holds thousands of prophecies about individuals lives in astonishing detail.

· Hint at the paradoxes caused by the two timelines, remembering that in one timeline Baldergast is killed (this is the timeline that Shivan mostly follows) and in the other Shivan assassinates the Emperor, thus triggering the war of the Empire against itself.

· The love story between Shivan and Alacassandra needs properly fleshing out and may be an item of consideration during the earlier missions, where Shivan is training.

· Any more information / assistance needed for the first missions, now in the hands of Alexius?

· The hero Baldergast is resented for not being Athalon-born but succeeds in battles through incredible heroism and defying all odds.

· A lot of conflict between individuals (and therefore the cause of a lot of objectives, probably) can get a lot of their inspiration from how the Orders conduct themselves, how they get along with each other and what their main weaknesses and failings are.  The actual history of discord in the Empire should be kept to the journals, mission-by-mission, showing a gradually-increasing unrest (see Alexius for more).
· Write the ‘Hammerite Prophecy of the Starlit Moon’ from Tre-Cravon, which is the source of much controversy, and which describes an event possibly involving the coming of the Builder or at least some holy vision.  This may refer to the sudden apotheosis of the orders of the Silver Thorn and the Red Sorrow, which represent both dreams / illusions (‘the Architect cannot scry into thine heart’) and misfortunes (‘the power of the Builder is dwindling’), respectively, for without ‘he that harness the seven spheres’ they have lost touch with the godhead and need to open the Builder’s Temple in order to regain it.  This is also a major factor in the war of the Imperium against itself, as some see the Hammer as the most important means of salvation whilst others seek the Keys.
· Refer more than once (i.e. there is a section in the write-up for the forests of Darkmere) about the silver mark, where it might perhaps throb and even glow, thus revealing his location (this might occur in Excallibrius when Shivan is charged with killing the dancers, who are associated with the wytche)
.
· Editing for errors and inconsistencies, particularly the adjustment of the story elements for the last two missions, taking account of all that has gone before (I think I’ll wait for this one).
· Builder’s Temple – check that the two timelines are clearly separated and the paradoxes / anomalies are explained, including Constantine’s extended life through becoming the trickster god – the woodsie lord.

· Incidental pieces of work, such as running themes and jokes.  Humour is badly needed to break things up a little.
The Black Spiral Dancers
Imperial Mandate on the black spiral dancer cult – With unanimous voice, the council hath consented to the Emperor’s declamation of this most infected company.  A partial account of its heinous offence to the Empire art herewith under-mentioned, notwithstanding the full report as composed in the ‘Harbour Herald’ new press.  Twas upon the dwindling days of the last month that this document was penned and takes account of the full force of reason brought to bear upon this heretical under-power.  Lo, henceforth shalt it be made so that all encountering one of this such party shouldst eliminate or report the source immediately yet he or she wisheth to be held account as accessory to heretical activity. Now read of its criminal excesses:-

· Not the least doth it interrupt the internal workings of Excallibrius Harbour with acts of sabotage, espionage and squatting.
· The unlawful misuse of new printing facilities, as gifted unto us by the Alchemist peoples of the East, for the printing thereof, many heretical and profane tracts and documents, including one such popular lewd publication ‘Play Hammerite’.  Yea, through its profitability, this now art produced under the entirely more acceptable offices of The Molten Word.
· Known acts of lynching without trial and suspected assassinations of nobility.
· The inscribing of anti-builder messages upon low-grade areas of the city.

· The practice of illegal magicks as described under the Shadow Order’s own guidelines for lawful activity.
· Intimidation of councillors to press for bias in Imperial decision-making.

· Regimented blasphemy and incitement to riot.

Letter written by Protectorate officer to Ferrum or Precursor – Dearest Brother, enclosed is the manuscript that thou hath been seeking.  Being that this was a matter that was close to the Emperor’s troubled heart, I succeeded in employing various members of the Protectorate Order in the mission of its recovery.  I feel that it is appropriate that I shouldst comment upon its contents.  Not only is this filthy work of heretical scripture somewhat warped, it also complements certain characteristics of the dancers with which I have become familiar. This includes the strange names for ranks and positions, some infernal occult system and a curious desire to make them appear as strange and as weird as they can possible achieve, perhaps as some form of rebellion against the divine image of the builder.  It hath already been suggested that perhaps this is the result of city life, though I think that rather it is some sort of twisted statement upon the condition of the Imperial folk.  Methinks they doth blame the Hammerites for all ills here when ‘tis clearly their low-living outside of the recommended statutes of daily life that doth debase their very existence.  I wouldst recommend regimented daily worship for all citizens.
‘The Blood Pact’:-

1. Once thou hath joined the dance, ‘tis impossible to leave.  There is no way out of a spiral and any that wilfully refuse to concur with the accepted rhythm shalt be put out.

2. Only a tera-maiden dancer of the ultimo rank can give the command to perform the helix transference manoeuvre.  Once given, the command cannot be revoked.  It is should prove unsuccessful, the tera-maiden forfeits all privilege of rank and becomes subject to the will of all dancers previously under her command.
3. Acknowledge the blessed epithet – ‘The matter of this world is composed of spirals and helices.  So it is with the words and premonitions of she who must not be named.  An event is a turn of the spiral.  These events must come about at all costs if her favour is to be granted.  Let my work please she who must not be named and her wishes fill this empty, corrupt world with the ideal image.  Let my work please she who must not be named and her minions hell and heaven both shalt acknowledge the power of the dance and the purity of my cabal.  Let my work please she who must not be named and everything that is done shalt be rendered in gold.’  Speak this at least five times a day at your discretion, but always upon waking and just before sleep.

4. Never fail to rebuke the tainted ones of the Imperium or the Alchemist traitors.  Put fear in their hearts whenever it is possible to do so.

5. Despair is good.  Love despair, for it leads to kinship with thy cabal and fills you with the energy of the dance.
6. None love as the dancers love.  One grand gathering of dancers is as all the mother’s kisses in thy worthless life.  The unity of the rhythm is everything – all skills and predilections are honoured.

7. Wear thy pentagram amulet at all times, even at risk of capture, but conceal it always.  Through it comes the reception of all commands from she who must not be named.

8. Observe the alternative at all times.  Never trust a Legionnaire, whose mind is corrupted with rancid propaganda and proud, empty garbage.
9. Do not fear killing.  All shalt be reformed in the womb of the world to a more acceptable form through the commands of she who must not be named.
10. Accept metamorphosis.  Fleeting is the nature of the world and its power comes through the adoption and shedding of guises and identities.  She who must not be named may cause metamorphosis.  Never fear its fleeting horrors.  Your ultimate goal is divine and metamorphosis signals the work of the dancers coming ever closer to completion.

Letters found in Darkmere (Maelstrom or beginning of ‘Halls’) – First Days Entry – Know this, traveller.  I was an outcast of the Empire and sought solace here, surrendering to all customs that the great Baldergast himself employed throughout his renowned survival in these forests.  But so unnatural it is!  Even the land seems to shift.  No bearings here can be determined on account of its virulent vegetation that doth stretch, uproot and take seed all in one continuous cycle.  It happens so imperceptibly and yet so certainly.  Yesterday, my path was blocked by thorny briars after sleeping but a moment.


What is worse are the rustlings and murmurs that abound.  Upon entering, I have experienced an increasingly potent sense of a watchful presence, from eyes that blink and art gone, strange shimmers of light that doth appeareth to beckon in an intelligent fashion and a cacophony of animal sounds that doth merge into half-formed sentences into the Athalonian tongue.  It is as though some dread chimera is now upon, as the border twixt sleep and waking is slowly erased by this infernal chitter.  It is all I can do to remain focused upon the page as my fear mounts like some jungle sickness that sits in the veins.  I cannot eat, for my heart is in my mouth.  In this state, I find my mind often turning to thoughts of the past and worry that, in consideration of my imperfect state, the builder will not accept me into his paradise.  Sometimes I try to pray, but I cannot recall the words, nor bring myself to the act.  My mind fixates upon my mistakes and I sometimes fancy that this hell-bent jungle doth wish to coax out of me my wrong-doings before it devises its punishment.  Dear builder, as a mercenary, I know the body’s pain well and yet this horror strips me of all good manliness to which I would cling.  My soul feels shrivelled.
Second Days Entry – The strange, sentient light guides me on and though I hath found it in me to speak the name of the Builder, I still labour.  In great Baldergast’s company I sought justice and valour yet there is naught but a confused nothingness here.

Sometimes the fear so affects me that I can barely remember my name and all I want to do is sleep and become idle, but I know that the fear in my chest would overcome me.  I try to distract myself in study of my surroundings.  I find there is a strange spore in this forest that I have on occasion passed by.  Methinks, it doth choke with its poisonous, intoxicating fumes and is perhaps responsible for my increasing disorientation.  I hath fancied, at times, that as I stand idle the jungle doth move about me; the twitch of its many roots and fibres playing upon the very edges of my senses, as though teasing with my reason.  Such puzzles grow common - Why do the creatures not emerge to kill me as they did my fellows?  Am I some kind of experiment or toy?

Some strange bird hath flown off with some supplies.  ‘twas of rainbow plumage and yet its claw and talon didst defile such beauty and left me with a suppurating wound that doth throb this very hour.  There are violent actions in the trees at night and always I seek sleep in concealed places.  The howls are now accompanied by scratching noises.  I do not care to think of what that suggests, for my imagination already wriggleth like an infested corpse.

All I wanted to do is return to Illatius, where the Shadow Order can do with me what they will and not leave me to be toyed with in this fashion.  As I stand, I feel as if I am in motion, yet it must only be the dark and twisted trees.  Might I also take root here, gripped in a madness and convinced of mine own action while lost in this fearful haze of dream?  Builder rescue me.
� The silver mark can represent either self-deceit, self-awareness or an overactive conscience.  (Self-deceit can come as a great tragedy, as many of those who suffer from it can be noble-minded and whilst the Shadow Order have been known to ‘draw out’ such people there are still those who ‘slip the net’.  In the case of Shivan, for example, it is clear that he has a destiny.  It is just not quite so clear what that destiny is, although clues are strewn about in the form of the names that he bears.  Shivan comes from Shiva, the Hindu God of destruction.  Ragnathus comes from Ragnarok from the Nordic legend of the end of the world.  And so we find the situation poised at the end of the Builders Queen’s Hall mission.  I am still trying to make this part effectively fit the pattern of my ideas on the subject, but what I am trying to achieve is a dramatic situation whereby Shivan must die so that the Empire can live on.


Following this, the Keepers can then make maximum use of the split timeline and the powers of silver to rescue both.  How this is achieved (and explained with any degree of fluency and clarity) is also something I’m working on, but it basically involves a conflict of supernatural forces.





