The Hammerite Imperium – Part 1 – ‘Allium Magnius’
· Mission 3 – Heretics of the Imperial City.
INTRODUCTION – “Branded with my new bodily modification (show picture of glowing silver mark on his chest), I set out for somewhere I could settle and collect myself before moving on.  I had no idea what to do with myself now that I’d read this supposedly earth-shattering prophecy.  I couldn’t go back to Caerah, where I’d been brought up, but as far as I knew my brother still lived in the Imperial City (pictures).  The house is situated in a region that used to be full of history too before the gang warfare took it apart and the new buildings were constructed on the top of it.  My brother Fillian is my only living relative now, though I can’t say there’s much love lost between us.  I never did like the Metal Order that much and I never agreed with him joining the people of Ferrum Miurus, particularly that pompous jerk Tommasin Pariah that he hung around with.  Far too arrogant for my liking.  It turned out that I was stuck there for some time, getting bored and drunk and forgetting everything that I’d studied so hard for.  I’d heard nothing from Yahwol and it was only when I heard that there were increasing troubles in the Imperial quarters that things started picking up (pictures of a flaming horizon at sunset with Legionnaires arms raised to salute the Emperor on a terrace and the Shadow Order hiding in the darkness).  Rumour had it that there were disruptions in the highest reaches of power and the Imperial Shadow Order had been brought in to quell the disturbances.  Meanwhile, there were the rumours of war in the north and then something happened that brought it all home to me, literally, one day on my way back from the markets after I’d had to spend the night in the local Inn as penance, shall we say, for the night before.”

Shivan returns to his brothers home in the Imperial City.  He finds a city girding itself for war.  He had left his brother to keep the house safe but after living there a while he returns home to find it wrecked and in ashes.  He joins Tom in looting the ‘hives’ of those who are believed to be responsible for the anti-builder heresies, but receives strange messages throughout the mission by someone who may be one of their members.  The Imperial City is an extremely affluent area of the republic and includes lots of impressive buildings and lush furniture.  During the course of this mission, he hears about the return of the alchemists from the east.  Tom could also assist him by brutally slaughtering anyone who gets in his way (the hero finds the bodies of guards on his path through some houses, prompting the hero to say under his breath, “I’d better thank the Builder he’s on my side.”)  Tom then shows him (or he learns about it some other way) a ship he can get on to join the mission to Tre-Cravon, getting out of the Imperial City at last.

TECHNICAL IDEAS - When Shivan encounters the burnt house, the first part of the theme from Excalibur could be played, followed by the second part of the introduction when he encounters the bad guys.  Maybe there would also be a big bridge and ships around the harbour area.

THE BURNED HOUSE – Perhaps a (very brief) camvator sequence showing the burnt-out house by circulating around it from above.  SHIVAN – “Oh, builder.  What hath befallen us?”  Walks slowly about the ruins.  “Everything in ashes.  Everything.”

TOM PARIAH (steps out from the wreckage) – “Not exactly everything.”  SHIVAN – (warily) “Tommasin, what are you doing here?”  TOM – “Here to visit my comrade.  I was planning to team up with him to go look for the keys to the temple.”  SHIVAN – “You heard about that?”  TOM – “Sure.  I’ve gone up in rank.  I’m a lieutenant, courtesy of the Imperial Shadow Order.  Best decision they ever made.”  SHIVAN – “Then you’ll know something about the problems at the Imperial City then?”  TOM – “Best keep your mouth shut about that.  The alchemists are coming back to this very harbour.  Council doesn’t want them spooked.”  SHIVAN – “So who did this?”  TOM – “The same people we’re always having to deal with.  Heretics spreading lies about other gods.  To tell you the truth, I have my suspicions about you too.  Thou never seemeth to use the builder’s mighty hammer.  Why is that?”  SHIVAN – “I have no time for this.  Hath thou seen my brother?”  TOM – “Dead, undoubtedly.  He was deceived by cultists.  If thou want thy revenge, follow me.  Meet me at the bridge house down the smugglers route.  We hath work to do, you and I.  That’s an order.”  (Tom walks off.  SHIVAN – “Who the taff does he think he is?”)  If Shivan explores the house further, he will come across his brother’s body after falling through the burnt-out floorboards.  He yelps and says, “who did this?”  If he searches more, he will find the following mysterious note untouched by the soot:

NOTE FROM THE LADY OF THE SPIRALS - “The smoke’s flight through the air describes a dream once dearly cherished, the ghost of an infinite will.  The will of the good and the great and the zephyrs and tendrils of kindness dwelling even within the breasts of the damned……escape with a gasp that might suggest reconciliation, nay, redemption.  This is what rises when the houses of the noble are destroyed and its owner shalt inherit great power – a friend.”

The next four bits of writing (up to ‘Plot Continued’) are things that Shivan may or may not come across on his travels and are not absolutely vital to the plot of the mission, but could just be used as extras:

NOTE FROM NEXT DOOR BUILDING:  Aunt Jessie claims that vampires lurk around near Bally Harbour.  There were black wreaths of smoke covering next door all last night, moving over the lintels and the door-frames as if they were alive.  I heard screams and a pathetic weeping.  In the morning, the house was still and untouched.  Yet the next day made me feel like I had experienced some premonition as within what seemed like a matter of minutes the whole structure had burnt to the ground.  The watch have no idea what started the fire.  There was no flint, no matches, even that black powder that’s being shipped out of here – the stuff that’s supposed to go boom and is driving all the civilised people out of the area.

The people from Ferrum Miurus have come to welcome the alchemists.  It’s them that are investigating the fire now.  We told them it’s the burning legion come back to haunt us, but they just scoffed at us.  Taffers!

NOTE FROM ARCAN’S ALCHEMICAL RESEARCH LABORATORY - I learned today that my funding is being cut.  Those snotty bastards at the council have said that this line of research no longer fits with the Imperium’s ‘heavenly purpose’.  Bloody idiots.  They think those foreigners can do better than me?  Research has stopped on account of all the fights at the dock.  I need to get some better security.  They’re spoiling for a war out on the docks and I think that’s where the funding is going.  There is unease everywhere.  Everybody who comes into shore seems to shake with anger and nobody can say why.  All the young men stranded in this forgotten little hellhole are gagging for some action.  This is one place where the loftier ideas of the Imperium just haven’t filtered through.  It’s as bad as the North Eastern tribes sometimes.  They want me to ‘summon’ something just for a piece of the action.  Can’t they tell?  It just doesn’t work like that.  But I hear the alchemists are on the move now.  Smugglers talk of golden ships on the horizon and elfin creatures with masks.  If this is true, the emperor is going to be calling on my services sooner than the council thought.

One thing disturbs me, though.  My contacts at the dock came across something last week that was written in lemon-juice – a form of writing that the chief Alchemist is very fond of.  It says that the alchemists will dock ‘as soon as He who must not be named has passed through here.  His dark cloak will pass over the houses of the unwary and the diseased, offering his favours in exchange for information in times of war’.  It’s true that the whole populace has been feverish of late and there have been disquieting rumours of all sorts floating about.

LETTER FROM THE BRIDGEHOUSE KEEPER – The alchemists are on their way.  These new navigational devices had better work lest I hath serious work at hand.  The northern canal can be very treacherous for virgin dockers though I am told that this new ship, the Excelsior, is verily something to be marvelled over.  Sayeth they that twas constructed for the elite of the Imperial republic; its commanders, chiefs and dignitaries.  It is making a very rare visit to the Bally Harbour area to pick up a gentleman from Upper Darkmere, Jack Karaquan, one of the Emperor’s aides.

There is one thing to be thankful for in these builder-forsaken times and this is that the news hath the governors and criminal overlords running about trying pathetically to make an impression and exert some of their sickening, greasy influence over people.  Though even an old sea-dog such as myself, who cares not for these voices from the gutter, must admit to a degree of disquiet regarding the rumours abounding of ‘strange devices’ developed in conjunction with the mysterious chief Alchemist himself.  Ol’ one-eye hath been taffin’ on all year about that man, says he was responsible for a smuggling racket that ruined the trade round here for the tradesmen of Bally Harbour docks.

NOTICE IN SEVERAL PLACES AROUND BALLY HARBOUR – Signs.  Shadows.  Wonders.  His graciousness Mr. Karaquan shouldst like it to be known that there shalt be a performance for gentlefolk and rabble alike, displaying his great skills for the benefit of the good alchemists, who shalt arrive on these shores on the day of sabbat.  Yea, see thou that it be in great joyousness and goodlye conduct, lest the new guard doth rob thee rabble of thy offending tongues and roguish paws.  There shalt be a curfew until this time after midnight.  Anyone caught violating it shalt be hung from the highest yard-arm, gutted and their giblets offered at the local market as fish bait.

PLOT CONTINUED – Shivan continues on through the city, coming across various signs of corruption and decadence amongst the people of Bally Harbour, until he arrives at the Bridge house where he finds a notice directing him to the Old Smugglers Route below a manhole where Tom should be waiting (perhaps with others).  On the way Tom kills several cultists on sight, prompting Shivan to say “I suppose I’d better be thankful this guy’s on my side.”  As he progresses, he encounters more of this cult and learns more about them.

LETTER FOUND IN CHEST – “Hah, I knew your lock-picking skills would tempt you here, Shivan.  You sentinels are a strange lot.  Not much different from thieves if you ask me and just as bad with a hammer – not like the cream of the fighting force that is the metal of Ferrum Miurus, but then I don’t expect you would even dare to join us.  There is a challenge up for you tonight.  It’s a revenge mission.  You should like it after what happened lately.  It seems the Shadow Order have their hands full with something going on in the North.  The alchemists said they’d seen something new on the uncharted ocean of ice and it’s got a lot of councillors and Imperial lords puzzled.  The Emperor is recruiting new overlords and this means that the old ‘Powershaker’ games will begin again in earnest.  You don’t have to do much but just make sure that we weed out the troublemakers and get out of the way.  If you want to know what I mean by the troublemakers, you will have to read on.”

REPORT ON THE POWER-SHAKER GAMES – The Imperial ‘Powershaker’ games are a tradition that has continued in the highest reaches of Imperial power for a great many years and attracts a lot of top figures worldwide.  It involves testing various representatives on a variety of skills.  The casino is a popular place for some of its rounds as are the duelling grounds and much money is spent on them in the effort to elaborate the games and make them a more fitting test of political and other skills.  The plays are an important part of the game, and involve role-play as the candidates play out sequences of the Empire’s history and use strategies to influence real events in the same ways that the Generals of old performed them.  It is a very immersive game that uses real elements such as the new addition of samples of the new gunpowder that the alchemists gave us as gifts, along with old money that is still used in some quarters of the city.  Much has been said about the amount of money and resources that is squandered on the tradition but the Emperor regards doubt as his greatest enemy and wants it eliminated through playing the games and therefore appointing his fellows.

It seems that there is also some way to gain positions of power.  If a player matches the actions of someone who made great achievements in the past, the adjudicator will recognise what has happened and make a note of it.  This tactic is designed to ensure that the candidates follow in the footsteps of the great ones who made our history will become those who continue the traditions of the Empire and take it on to another age in our glorious history.  The libraries of Tallion alone hold the full and complete records of past deeds.  Such is the thinking behind the games, although sometimes the game seems to many to be so complex with its rules and special forces that there become too many elements to have any great control over.  It is said that people start exploiting loopholes in the rules and there are sworn assassins and loyalists of the players who will gladly swing things in their master’s favour.  Ultimately it is claimed to be all down to the wisdom and resourcefulness of the candidates to succeed but if word got out about the goings-on and the corruption within the game, it wouldn’t go down very well with the people.

The Emperor seems to be OK with the way things are going, but there have been rumours in recent years that all sorts of people have been brought in to police the police and it’s starting to look less like role-playing and more like some sort of perverted carnival, with many candidates sporting the masks of the Precursors from whom the tradition was passed down.  And then there are the ‘black spiral dancers’.  These people, adjudged to be heretics and infiltrators of the games, seem determined to stop these power games at whatever cost and expose the games as something they think is barbaric and decadent.  Little is known about them, as they are generally fanatics who live in ‘hives’ throughout the city in pipes, sewers and concealed passageways and will always kill themselves or each other if threatened.  They steal money from the nobles, but their most damaging threat is that they might uncover this corruption before we do.  To this end, they have been known to disparage the Emperor himself and even some of the builder’s laws!

For a more detailed description of the Power-shaker rules, please consult the ‘official Power-shaker rules book’ in the palace libraries (NB - this could appear in the game as a HUGE unopenable book on one of the nobles’ shelves).

“So Shivan, according to my contacts, it was these ‘black spiral dancers’ that killed your brother.  They always crop up at the time the games are underway and our job is to clean them up.  The problem is that the rumours of assassins and bodyguards in the palatial areas of the city are true.  They will normally attack on sight any infiltrators that they see so keep on your toes and I will see you in the sewers beneath the bridge house which you can open with this key.”

IMPERIAL PALACES SECTION - The player should be picking off the black spiral dancers, who are dressed as common rabble, and not see much evidence of the corrupt side of these games until later.  So I have listed the books in order that Shivan should come across them.  Hopefully, this will not interfere with the amount of different ways he can go about completing the mission and make the gaming experience too linear.  There should also be points marked out on the map where Tom has agreed to either meet with him or where he expects the spiral dancers to come through secret passageways.  He may also discover their ‘nests’ where they have stashed stolen loot.–

1. Games Master Rorsharch’s update – ‘Those who art betting upon the outcome of the forthcoming war with the north, please taketh thine positions in the casino at nine and maketh thou sure that none no unofficial person is witness to our activities.  Each noble shouldst by now hath been given confirmation of which Legion he is the patron of.  In addition, and following consultation with the Emperor, no competitor may become patron of any individual connected to a prophecy.  This would be dabbling far too much in the affairs of the heavens, and besides, we don’t want the religious maniacs amongst us beating down our doors at night.’

2. ‘Friend Vestantus, canst thou gather thee a group of vagabonds to invade the barracks of the VII Legion?  Thou must nick the blades upon their swords so that they break in battle as they did.  Twill gain us some points as this was the strategy used at the battle of Xander Hill 100 years ago.  Twill also amuse Games Master Rorsharch.’

3. ‘Games Master Rorscharch, I am writing to express concern about these strange games that you seem to be playing.  I know that thou art renowned as a great political and war strategist, but some of these experiments, particularly with the explosion on the East Bank, hath harmed the innocent citizens.  I do not care whether it was considered necessary to test the people’s faith in the builder and maketh sure that those who secretly supported the alchemists were weeded out.  Surely there art more effective methods than this.

And what is this that I hear about these alpha-era ‘duels’ that thou art arranging, with people dressed in old-style armour and attacking each other with short swords?  (NB - there may even be a sequence like this in the game where two characters are shouting ‘have at thee’ and fighting with swords whilst others watch.  When one is killed, the watching nobles can then go on about their business.)  I hear also that there was an attempt to recreate the massacre of the Acquusa Darkmerians when the people rioted, complete with Legionnaires armed with ancient halberds.  This is fine if all participants are Ferrum Miurus high on bloodlust wort from the local apothecary, but quite out of place in the pleasant markets of the Fanny Hill district.  If this continues, I shalt make a very damning report to the Emperor.  Yours disgustedly, Sir Flickwick of Garrow.’

4. ‘According to the rules, my legion is too big to be included on the roster, but I hath noticed there are already soldiers who art a liability unto me.  Maketh thou sure that these individuals do not make it to the port of Xiniax – Andamiah Grent, Aestrius Feckle, Rollabine Hinter and Grondus Flint – Lord Jender Paltry’  At about this point, Shivan might say “I don’t know who’s worse, the heretics or this scum.”

5. The next part is an encounter between two Hammerites after the main culprits involved in the assassinations of nobles have been killed by Shivan and Tom (there should then be two new objectives of killing Games Master Rorsharch and getting to the warships bound for Tre-Cravon)  – ‘Hear ye, Colonal Blemmel, I doth henceforth exhort thee to bypass this new rule passed by game leader Rorsharch.  We, the clandestine Hammerite Brotherhood of the Flaming Heart, hath decided that there are still more prophets and prophecies that must be destroyed in order for our sect to regain power over the Shadows.  This document contains details of the targets that must be assassinated under cover of the Power-shaker games.  See thou that this is done.’  (hands over a scroll)

6. Letters found in Karaquan’s room - CRUMPLED LETTER TO KARAQUAN – Mr. Karaquan, please refute these allegations of a royal bloodline usurping the throne of Melloran.  It must be made quite clear that their queen continues to rule.  Since only under the illusion of autonomy can our agreed plans go ahead, this must be achieved beyond a scintilla of doubt very soon.  In return, I grant you full use of the governor’s concubines.  I am sure you will find him very accommodating upon your arrival.  There must be no suspicion regarding the Constantine affair.  And please, wear the mask of Loki during your stay on board the Excelsior.  There are several people aboard who might well arouse suspicion of your activities if they were to identify you.  Your faith on this matter will be duly noted. – Anon.  SECOND SCROLL / LETTER – “As thou may or may not know, my son has lately been undertaking trials as a Legionnaire and I have become most distressed to find that his progress towards gaining further status has been impeded by a certain individual by the name of Praetorius.  I would deem it a signal honour to have the Builder favour my son over that upstart of Alsaid.  He is not of the blood and his country remains to some extent heathen and quite dirty, if I may say so.  Twice he has beaten my finest, eldest son to a promotion and, given that the emperor so much adores the great library here at St. Adriatica, it would be quite wonderful to experience one of your ‘miracles’ for my cause.  I am sure the Builder would bless you for it.  Furthermore, the history section will be updated quicker than ever before! – Anon.”

7. ‘Lord Groomfelt, I must protest.  These games hath put me into a serious situation.  I hath been approached by some who calleth themselves the ‘black spiral dancers’.  They hath taken all my stakes for the Power-shaker games rooms and willst not return them.  Yea, they doth threaten me a roasting upon mine own spit if I doth continue to bribe the Ferrum Commander with knowledge of his consorting with the governor’s concubines.  This is my best source of troops for the games!  Canst thou not do something?  I hath been made to watch these people torture my kitchen staff with barbed knives for hours, such is their hatred for the Empire – Fletchus Gower, Duke of Sanderhaven.)

8. Letter from the black spiral dancers – ‘Weaken the pride of this Metal Order.  I want to see some of their houses burnt.  This must be how the Metal Order become so single-minded when in battle, for they hath tested themselves upon the innocents and gauged how to influence and conquer.’

9. Letter from the lady of the spirals – ‘Kathar, We must protect this Fillian.  He carries with him the ring of the family of Caerah that we thought lost long ago.  We must know if he is a true member of this family, for if this is true his destiny lieth with us and canst liberate us from the Master Builder’s lies.’ 

Extra stuff:-

· NOTES ON THE BLACK SPIRAL DANCERS - The kinsmen keep their treasures in nests and might use webs to slow up their attackers.  They are very anti-Builder and very much against any rules or discipline that is enforced upon them.  They may resemble the underground creatures in Gingerbread Man’s FM ‘Benny’s Dead’.  Shivan may find the following book next to the letter from the lady of the spirals - ‘The builder’s walls are obstructions to the light of chaos.  Chaos assumes its own order.  In the land of the spiral dancers there shalt be no buildings.  Dwelleth shalt we in the caves of the earth and the camps of the deliverers, for we shalt deliver ourselves back unto the earth.  Lo, we live and die by the earth.  And to build is to commit the most grievous fault unto the earth mother – The brother’s of Acquusa’s blessed lantern and kinsmen of the spiral dance.’

SHIVAN – “Builder save me, who were these people?”

Note on the ‘lady of the spirals’:-

The implication of the lady of the spirals’ letter is that she is helping to fulfil his brother’s prophecy.  This is in fact Victoria.  I will change the conversation with Victoria in Mission 7 so that Shivan learns it was Tom who killed his brother, which deepens his disgust at the fact that it will be the Ferrum Miurus who claim the builder’s hammer.  He remembers that the body itself was not burnt in the fire that Tom said they started, so there must have been someone who killed him.  Victoria hates Shivan because he unknowingly assisted in the extermination of the black spiral dancers.  Victoria is one of the only people who knows a great deal about the prophecy of the ring.  One part of the conversation should include the statement ‘the forest is cruel to those who fail the black spiral dancers’ when Victoria gets taken by the living forest of Darkmere as the trickster’s assistant.

Mission Directives:- Gain entry to the palace area, put some money together for passage to Tre-Cravon from the corrupt nobles and the dancers ‘nests’, wipe out the cultists, steal Mr. Karaquan’s mask, kill Games Master Rorsharch and get on board one of the warships bound for Tre-Cravon.

ADDITIONAL STUFF - 

The Strange Device Excelsior

(from `The Canticle of the Legionnaire Alone` by the Immortal Architect of Goya)

Gather not the fruits of strange harbours

But work upon thine own blade.

That follye man t’which man is so readily averse

Return to thee anew, remoulded, remade.

For the elements have set their course

Like the rudders of the Excelsior

Upon the mind of the builder great

And his great plan hove into harbour – o’ builder, come again.

The Legionnaire alone must trial in life

Like the scarab under the builders eye.

And we too must unearth ourselves

To find the cherished casket inside

So who is the Alchemist from the East?

Who brings the cabal and their devilish treats?

Think not too deeply on these words –

For they were meant to set thee free.

Religious utterances of the Orders, possibly for use as wav files or inscriptions of some kind – PRECURSORS (Isles of Inia) – “I hath thee in mine eye, fool.  The power of the ancients is upon you.”  SHADOWS (Eastern Planetia?  Dragon Isles?) – “Thou art naught but a dream in shadow, wastrel.”  HAMMERS (Imperial City) – “The song of the Hammer shalt consume thee.”  FERRUM MIURUS (Mountains of Metal) – “Blessed are the welders for they shalt know the builders law.”  SOPHELLIANS (Xiniax) – “The gentle wisdom and the mandate of heaven – a leaf upon the wind.”  NORTHERN TRIBES (Deveor Ice Islands and the Eastern Lands) – “Day willst pay wi’ dairs fleshes.”  ALCHEMISTS (Eastern Lands and the uncrossable steppes) – “The heart of mankind is lofted to the stars.”

