(from) The Hammerite Imperium – Part 2 – ‘Ignius Chaotius’
· MISSION 8 – THE HALLS OF THE BUILDER QUEEN. 

INTRODUCTION – “They say that day never breaks over the dense forests of Darkmere.  I slept uneasily that night in a shrine I found in the caves, my breath coming in gasps as the silver hand seemed to clutch at my chest while all around me a hostile, living forest seemed to bay for my blood.  An image of the builders blessed hammer was etched into the wall like a forgotten relic of some other time.  I dreamed the dreams I had been having since the Majestic Forest, only more intense.  And this time one stuck out.  In it, I walked down a dark corridor endlessly.  I could feel the walls and see spots of light like stars, but time soon lost all meaning.  All the same, I could hear the ticking of a clock as if it were there just to mock me, and it made me wonder in my waking hours at the smallness even of the empire in the face of this black mass of frigid earth.


I awoke feeling that my breath had been taken and that shadows were closing in about me with a physical force.  My mind seemed to move of its own accord to a Precursor tale I had read in the libraries of Tallion – something that claimed all progress was a mere illusion.  As soon as an empire gets to a certain point that they named the ‘gyterion’ point, it breaks apart and is scattered into the blackest depths of history.  There was some relation between it and the stories of the burning legion – something that the warriors of old knew about and something that they fought to protect.  I felt somehow that if I could find these legendary halls of animal spirits, I might find some answers at last to the problems that plagued me.  For one so devoted to the empire, I feared the doom of both it and myself - its fugitive.  I continued through Darkmere as if I were walking along what seemed to be that dark corridor of time and felt little hope to comfort me in my hours of quaking dread.”


Shivan wakes in a cave and continues on to try to find the builders hammer or at least the fabled halls.  This should be a dense and perhaps very dark woodland area.  Anything that might contribute to the ‘spook’ value of this mission should be considered.  Remember that the halls are mainly a source of animal spirits, so there could be something here that indicates animal worship.


SHIVAN’S DIARY ENTRY – “Terrible night!  I must continue on.  There’s no way back now.  I don’t think anyone has ever got this far in before without being slaughtered.  Maybe Baldergast, a native of Darkmere and its champion, might once have walked this way.  The thought would excite my friends at Tallion but to actually do it is terrifying.  I have to believe in this light of chaos that has got me so far but now seems to have disappeared.  It often does that before I manage to catch it again and follow its lead.  There has to be something here that will lead me to the builders hammer, or at least to the fabled halls of the builder queen, but the forest seems to move around me and I can never tell whether one of them is spirited enough to make a grab for me and drain me of my innards.  Time to go.”

TECHNICAL NOTES –

Storm - It might be a good idea for the storm to have developed by this point.  I had the idea of Shivan sleeping in a cave overnight but if he continued later we could use storm effects and include such things as lightning briefly illuminating the gothic structure of the halls, and even the cut out section of a hammer in his cave with the light shining through.  Lightning has been used brilliantly before in Rich Cull’s FM `A Smugglers Request`, where it lit up an area full of guards when you went to cross it.  Something similar could be used to good effect here.

Halls – windows shedding light along long corridors looking on to woodland could be broken open at one point as creatures break through, giving some good shock value to the mission.  I think we should use the ‘Severance: Blade of Darkness’ textures in this mission for the halls, which are mainly stone, but we should also integrate them with bits of woodland in a sort of freaky ‘mansion of Constantine’ kind of way.  See attached pictures of mazes.

LETTER FROM A DEAD MAN (perhaps impaled high up on a tree branch with blood dripping down.  Something like this appeared in a room in the best FM ever - ‘The Inverted Manse’ and a dead man swings from a tree in ‘Cathedral of the Damned’  You could use lightning here too, preferably when the player looks up or comes close enough to see) – “I am lost now and cut off from the rest of the party.  The forest moves around us, as if dancing some feral dance of woodland sprite.  I could swear I saw the halls of the Builder Queen not too far from here.  It flashed before my eyes but the path was too infested with vines for me to penetrate.  Some claimed that they heard the Holy Hammer beating, but it could just have easily been their pagan drums.  The sounds of this forest become distorted to the ear, but that could just be me.  In the jungle, you fight with yourself.


Commander Crucius said that we found this place because of some creature that came through here with a ring upon his finger and a heart of glowing silver.  I don’t know if this bodes well for us.  Even our aides seem supernatural.  


He says that the halls of the builder queen were thought to be a myth, containing the bodies of the lost Legionnaires who fought against the Burning Legion in the ancient wars.  Only the Precursors and the Shadow Order live to tell of those tales, and they live in mortal fear of it.  They say that the records that are kept in the halls are enough to drive a man mad.  That would not be hard in these Builder-forsaken days, for I hear that Civil war is now breaking up the republic and the Empire itself looks threatened.”


DESIGN NOTES - The entrance to the halls should be very gothic, perhaps with the faint sound of drums.  The sound of drums also echoes round the halls the closer the player gets to the central area.  Before he gets there he should visit the Hall of Prophecies and have to get through various areas in order to access the central one.  The central area is circular (or hexagonal / pentagonal) and has various levels with the frozen bodies of the Legionnaires that fought the burning legion set into the walls in little alcoves.  Some of these skeletal figures could have already attacked the player throughout his time spent walking through the maze-like ruins and reading books and it should also be possible to make this happen when he enters if it serves the general course of the game-play well.  There could also be djinn here (the ones I think I mentioned before in ‘A Nights Recourse’).  It looks like a sort of auditorium (a place where you can listen to music) and you might be able to hear a Gregorian chant playing (I can supply this if anyone’s interested).  In the centre is an elevator where the player can pick up the ‘silver dagger of the Builders Queen’ (the reason for why he should need this will be made clearer later.  Other than this, I think this is basically a Tomb Raider type of mission, but it would be good to have a few puzzles in there that are a little like the cellar of Saturnine’s mansion in ‘The Seventh Crystal’ and perhaps the design could use something freaky like the ‘Escher’ pictures I’ve included (if anyone wants to try their hand at some really original mission design!) as well as drawing from the influence of the maze pictures.  If this can possibly be done, it’ll look seriously impressive and could involve some interesting game-play.  Let’s see what we can come up with!

PLAYER’S PROGRESS – He must first gain access and then reach the records to learn more about the history of things long past.  He should then use the earth key to lower a bridge down into an open section of the huge Hammer, which will enable the chosen man of Ferrum Miurus to pick up the Holy Hammer inside (see below).  Eventually, he should reach the central area and claim the silver knife that spins like Constantine’s sword at the top of an elevator in the middle, before leaving via a mirror or portal as mentioned below.

CENTRE - Possible speech from a phantom whose voice echoes around the circular central area of the Halls, or perhaps included as a scroll – “All around you are the relics of the restless dead, all of those trapped in the well of souls.  But more importantly, at the centre of these halls are the codices of the master builder given to his first legion, who fought and died against the burning legion.  Here destinies are made and blood-oaths struck.

It is the forgotten study of the first architect, consumed by the vines and undergrowth of Darkmere.  Once a place of great austerity and religious learning, now transformed by the cults of Darkmere into something warped and infernal.  The art of interpreting the codices has been lost for many, many years but some of it lies here in these halls.  I myself am but a phantasm and when you meet me it will be by your will alone that enables us to speak, because you love the empire so dearly.”

Darkmere must forever be kept secret and apart from the world – to exist and grow on its own, despite our opinions of it and the darkness that infests it.  The people of Darkmere are strong enough to keep them out, but not forever.  The warriors you see before you are immortal and were meant to only emerge when Melloran is threatened.  Dark times are indeed upon us when they awaken.”

BESTIARY (This is a book containing information on the beasts of Darkmere and may be accompanied by sketches of the creatures, if anyone wants to do them) – Wights – Soulless warriors under the thrall of the fire god.  They exist to satisfy their scorn upon foolish men and exist mainly as shadows that move like smoke about the land.  They can occasionally take on human form, whereupon their eyes will be of luminous white.  Craymen – Servants to the half-gods.  Their deformities are just punishment delivered unto them by Saint Ragnathus as they have lived wholly by the sword and ended their mortal lives in devotion to a false god.  Djinn – Strange aliens referred to in some places as ‘soul-eaters’ and strongly associated with the trickster’s own devilish burning legion.  These also have characteristic eyes of glowing red.  Loki – One of the deities of the northern tribes is often to be found looking to incarnate himself on this planet in the company of the creatures of Darkmere.  Though his influence can be good or bad, he has been known to possess the body of a human being and will do so again according to prophecy, thereafter becoming known to human forces as ‘the trickster’.  Roachdog – One of Darkmere’s warp-beasts, notable for its forelegs ending in huge talons to trap its pray as if in a cage, enabling the jowls of the beast to tear away at the exposed flesh.  Tigerman – A small, hunched creature often found in the deepest jungles.  It acts much the same way as the apeman though in comparison is more like a child.  Its inoffensive appearance may seem delusive.  The slit-eyes are unreadable, its jaw hangs rather like a crooked smile.  But its worst aspect is the venom of its bite, which like the Mandrake root causes fever, madness and death.  The burning legion – the burning legion are crack Hammerite troops that were damned by the breath of Loki.  They appear as skeletons of their former selves and fight with immense ferocity and tenacity, pursuing their foe until they are delivered into the hands of fates similar to their own.  This serves to add to their number.  They are rarely found but are regarded as being as fearful as demons.  Were-vulture – The were-vulture is often found following the light of chaos in search of some meal to be had from its victims and is sometimes used by the Jacorellian tribe as a scout in their hunts.  Lagoon sloth – These huge, three-toed creatures have been known to find hidden alcoves under water and close to riverbanks in order to lazily pick off their prey by manipulating vines and woodland into deadly traps.

(NB – There should be a page ripped out which the player will have to find in order to read the following passage.  He could be guided by a tell-tale sign of someone having just left, whether he sees or hears some movement or evidence of a break-in.)

WYTCHE OF THE OLDE WORLDE (page ripped from the bestiary) – The wytche of the olde worlde is one of the Builder Queen’s many daughters.  Being born on the night of the silver moon, her powers stretch far beyond her present place of magickal bonding in the Majestic Forest and across the starry firmament.  Feared, some say, by the Master Builder himself in his times of wandering, she can be cruel or kind and never can a traveller know which.

Her plans serve both the builder and the trickster, though it is said that she favours the lost and the damned of this world.  She believeth not in justice, only in her own works.  She, like others of her kind, can often appear in the form of a spider and her ranking amongst the forces of this world (besides the Master Builder) are second only to the Builder Queen herself.  Many of Darkmere’s tribes worship her, including the soul-eating djinn of Borlacsus, the Jacorellians and the savage Felennites.

The most notable of all is her ability of time travel and the power she is said to wield over the souls of The Order of Bronze, who fought in the Burning Legion wars which claimed the lives and souls of so many.

BUILDERS HAMMER – The mission designer may choose to construct a HUGE Hammer if they wish (though this is only a monument concealing the real golden Hammer inside).  The Metal Order claim it as their own and gain dominance over the old Hammerite Order, which is the final tragic blow to the Imperium caused by Shivan, as told to him by Victoria.  These are mere suggestions at this stage.

Nevertheless, here is an inscription that could be used at the base of the Hammer:

Inscription where the Hammer is found – “Here lies the Hammer of justice.  Let its wielder be righteous for any other shalt rot in the belly of the trickster.  Its tremors are great, its power driveth the winds by which the ships of the chosen of the Ferrum Miurus sail.”

In the ‘Hall of Prophecies’ there should literally be a whole section dedicated to Shivan with a brass plaque bearing his name and some of the following scrolls and books:-

(NB – Names of documents are the names written on the spine of the books with the volume number)

Battle of Xenin Fall - Chronicle V

The birth of the new paganism and the woodsie lord – abbreviated version

The Silver Path – an introduction, volume IV

The Burning Legion Wars – volume VIII

ADDITIONAL NOTES – 

POEM CLOSE TO THE HAMMER (indicates that the Metal Order will find the Holy Hammer):

A nation in fear.

Metal ascendent.

A nation in darkness.

Machines shatter the stillness of the night.

END SEQUENCE

POSSIBLE .avi MOVIE – As Shivan reaches a certain point in the mission, the game freezes and goes into a movie sequence.  We see the picture of a mirror from a low angle looking up in the halls and the reflection of Shivan moves into focus (this may be the first time we get a glimpse of the hero).  His brow is creased and he looks confused (or if he is hooded then his lips might be pursed).  “Who am I?” he murmurs and moves his hand tentatively towards the mirror, which creates ripples radiating from the point of contact.  The camera cuts to a close-up section of his hooded face with only the jaw visible.  Around him appear the spirits of The Order of the Metal Flower like smoke rising behind him and their voices speak to him.  Some of their voices are cruel, others are more kindly and as each one speaks its face appears more prominently in the dark:  “Step through the mirror and you shall see.”  “You are the Emperor’s assassin.”  “You were always St. Ragnathus.”  “Come back, Shivan.  Save your life.  That way is not for mortal eyes.”  The last one is Victoria – “I hath shifted time around thee, Shivan.  Step forward and claim your inheritance.”

SHIVAN (as pictures appear on screen illustrating the speech) – “And so it was, the most unholy paradox, as I saw my own life played out in front of mine own eyes.  I cannot tell if it were some phantasmagoric fantasy of guilt brought on by the halls of the builder queen or the truth, but so much seems to make sense this way.  I realise that the ring my parents bore was an item of power.  It is the burden of our family to bring about the promised land, but so much of what that involves does not meet with the approval of the Imperial Shadow Order.  With the Precursors dictating that we from Caerah do not belong amongst the people of power in the council, it set us all up for persecution.  Somewhere in the mists of time and out of my madness at the death of my parents I killed the Emperor and was slaughtered as a traitor at the battle of Craig’s Pass.  But somewhere along the line, I don’t know how it came to be, but somehow the spirit of Saint Ragnathus, a Legionnaire of the Bronze Order, passed into me, saving me from damnation to exist again by means of the wytche’s magick.  I was resurrected because I was worthy enough to claim the keys.

The birthright of my family kept me strong.  She, the wytche of the old world had sympathised with my plight and even the Emperor himself knew of my tragedy in his dying moments, recognising a legend of which he was now a part.  As I plunged the dagger into his chest I saw his eyes flicker with recognition as if he knew how he would die.  I remembered my death and can barely remember the point at which the Builder saved me, maybe in the future, I don’t know.  So perhaps St. Ragnathus is the last hope of the true Empire.  I prayed for the Builder’s own prophecy that once belonged to my brother to come about - something that would not now come to light until the Age of Metal had passed.

In this limbo of the starry night, I passed through places that could not even be imagined by mortals, seeing all the stars and watching the movement of every planet with stardust in my veins.  The need for vengeance burned in my chest and my love for what only I saw as the Empire grew.  I saw the end of it all and the only way that I could save the traditions of my forefathers from complete and total devastation.

The Shadow Order had been keen to hold onto power, dealing with the soul-eating djinn to maintain it and most of the council had become rotten to the core.  I must find the fire key.  Victoria’s magick had bought me some time, it seemed, until the Empire broke apart completely.”

