(from) The Hammerite Imperium – Part 1 – ‘Allium Magnius’

· MISSION 5 - EXCELSIOR. (final version) 

(NB – There are certain things about this mission I am unsure of and leave to the discretion of the designer.)  INTRODUCTION - “This is getting worse and worse.  As I escaped Tre-Cravon, the Legionnaires were besieging the walls.  I saw the Precursors inside being massacred as I left the palace.  But there’s hope.  I got word that one of my predecessors in going to the well of souls was last spotted around here somewhere.  His name is St. Praetorius, a high-ranking Legionnaire from the Imperial City itself.  Maybe I can learn something from him.  He’s going to be here as the Empire goes up against the northern tribes and Constantine’s craymen in what looks to be a battle of monumental proportions – the battle of Craig’s Pass, close to where the mountain was blown up.  It seems Constantine lost the eye of the trickster in the chasm, but he will continue to seek it or for that matter any other means of power to bring his warped and defiled people to power.


Meanwhile, it looks like those war-mongering maniacs at Bally Harbour in the Imperial City have finally had their prayers answered.  The alchemists have even brought the Excelsior up to the shore near Xiniax.  I’d best sneak past with my loot and try to get safe passage on board.  I’ll need to pass through our own ranks before I even get into the northern tribes encampment and get to the Excelsior docked in the bay beyond it.  

I heard the Excelsior is being fought over.  That’s no way for Imperial troops to behave.  I’d best be on my guard.  Perhaps if I take a look around I can find out what all the fuss is about.  There’s been rumours about something freaky stationed at the ocean of ice for a long time now.  I’ll wait till midnight to make my move.  I wonder what it could be that’s got the Shadow Order spooked.”

The Hammers claim they should have the Excelsior as it is ‘the pride of the emperor’, the shadows wish to claim it as it is ‘the seat of republic government’, the alchemists wish to claim it as they claim it was constructed by the Alchemist himself and is their ‘home and inheritance’ and the Ferrum Miurus order simply want it included in their war fleet as it holds ancient weaponry believed to be from Darkmere.

NB - The Shadow Order may be completely unknown to Shivan at this point, prompting him to say something like, “who are these guys?” and later finds out that they are the guards to the emperor himself from the Imperial City.  Or, alternatively, it might be best for them not to appear at all until later in the campaign and therefore their dispute might only be included in books and scrolls if needs be.

In a camp marked by sleeping bodies and a campfire, Shivan should find the following in a chest nearby.  This may or may not be found.  The fact is that this contributes to the storyline so that the player can make the best choices later on in the game if my idea for an interactive storyline comes about.  At the very least, it serves as a diverting little game secret as it suggests what is to come from Karaquan:  LETTER FROM KARAQUAN, EMPEROR’S AIDE – “Colonel Blemmell, Hath it not been understood that Constantine is the prisoner of this treacherous scum?  Capture him alive if thou canst.  As for the others, their infected minds must be destroyed along with all others with whom they hath cometh into contact.

It is said that the first Legions hath experienced these delusions of the mind too.  With regret, they must be destroyed.  Taketh them unto battle and use the Excelsior’s device to cleanse them all with the builder’s lance, that the master builder might look kindly upon them dead rather than living as failed and squalid usurpers of the royal throne.  There is a word in the northern tongue to describe such wretched creatures – it is the word ‘taff’ and is derived from the word ‘taffalak’ meaning a particularly primitive settlement.  They say that to ‘taff’ is to live in dishonour, squalor and self-pity.  How ironic, then, that they shouldst become a race of taffers, wouldn’t thou sayeth?  Thenceforth I shalt dub thee ‘lord of taffers’ if thou doth not carry out my wishes with the utmost discretion.

As for thine other comments, no, I hath not previous associations with Constantine, and his royal blood is a point in dispute amongst the council.

My orders are this: taketh thou the first, infected Legions that cameth to the city and push them onward to a glorious and most righteous assault of the traitor’s fastness.  Then taketh thou thine retreat into the valleys and speaketh not of what might come to pass on this day.”

(At this point, a new objective appears: If Karaquan is right, then surely the Empire can save these people without resorting to such drastic measures.  Deactivate the Excelsior’s device.)

Once the Imperium takes the castle, it is heard that Constantine has called upon the help of sympathisers (the northern tribes) and a battle ensues between the peaks of the mountains in Craig’s Pass.  The northern tribes are similar to the craymen in that they use two swords to fight with.  Though it need not occur actually in-game, they are joined by a bizarre creature with the head of a bull and the body of a valkyrie maiden (what I had in mind was the same thing from the `Games Workshop` wargames characters, though I didn’t want to blatantly rip off the company, perhaps it would be a good idea to give you a sample of what I had in mind when I wrote the following):-

LETTER FROM ST. PRAESTORIA (found on the road to the Excelsior around the mountain of Cragscleft) – “It came as if out of the steaming earth, as the rain hit the blood-warmed soil, reacting against the snow slowly turning to icy water.  The thumping of its hooves jostled us inside our armour, and we serried our ranks in anticipation of an attack from the mists.  Who could say if it was a trick of the light, hazy from the welter of attacks made into opposing territory by the super-conductors?  But I would swear I saw a bull standing tall above the enemy unit, a full head and shoulders above those barbarians of the northern pass!


It was not until the second dizzying attack had been and gone that I was struck by the second revelation.  I looked around me on the battlefield, my comrades bodies trampled into the earth.  Great hunks of sod had been torn out where the blood welled up as if it were itself a bleeding giant.  And the most amazing thing – for all its strength and power, it had the body of a woman!  Half-naked!  Like the warrior maidens with whom the barbarians consorted.


It’s second attack was no less deadly.  I saw it through my visor as the sweat ran cold.  Down a valley from the point we had taken to make our stand no more than five minutes hence, it charged into one of our units at the head of its kinsmen.  It seemed to sparkle with an unearthly power.  The azure-blue branding on its hide seemed to sizzle as the electric lances struck it and it roared back the more, kicking up the filth and gore on the battlefield so that it spattered our breastplates.  Of a fairer situation, I might have joked that I don’t know what shocked my comrades the more, this snorting devil or the breasts upon it that unnerved them so.  By means of my knowledge of the old northern tongues, I discovered that they called it a `keeper of secrets` and I lost its trail only this morning, so enamoured was I by the sight.  There was a little of the old magick under its hoof, something I had thought gone forever.  I suppose I am smitten in a way, a lovesick old dog of war.  Else why would I have followed its trail for so long, so far and all on my own?


Its path curled away up the ridge beyond the ruins of Tre-Cravon.  I was afraid it might be heading for the fabled Winter Fortress, but I was too exhausted to give chase.  And now I must rest, afraid of what the night might bring.  I know that I must go to the Excelsior.  I feel an inner compulsion driving me on, but my responsibilities lie with the emperor.  What worries me most is the effect that the barbarians incense is having on my mind.  I cannot remember a thing, memories slip from my mind like pennies from a slit purse.  I have to write down the coordinates of the water key before I forget.  Only the Excelsior can use these figures.  If I cannot get to it, then I fear all is lost.  The numbers are `9048728`.  I know naught of what I might find at the end of the voyage.”
TECHNICAL NOTES ON THE ENCAMPMENT – Shivan could then witness a skirmish as he sneaks through the tribesmen’s encampment.  Most of the terrain may well be rocky with little windows cut into the rock for archers to defend the place, which is a well-known tribesmen’s military retreat.  These could be wood-huts or newly modelled tents a bit like the scene from the ‘Curse of the Carnival’ FM with a secret way to the Excelsior in the gulf of rock crossed by a rope bridge.  Here he finds news that the Imperium has cornered the largest amount of the opposing forces at Craig’s Pass and that the mountain has been hollowed out following an explosion caused by the new gunpowder (if he has not already done so in the game, as this could be a part of the interactive storyline).  This makes way for the mining project that will eventually fall foul of the curse of Tre-Cravon.  Meanwhile, he finds evidence of all kinds of new creatures trapped by the tribesmen, including perhaps glowing craymen e.g. in the same way I saw in another fan mission where the people of a city had been turned into glowing spiders, one thing these creatures could say might be muttering “My arms! My arms!” in a horrified voice.  I think we could get some real Half-Life style horror content here.) Remembering the maze section of that Fan mission, I was thinking perhaps we could use something that moves ultra fast that Shivan needs to use a crossbow to kill before they flatten him.  I guess this idea could just be used in a later mission, such as in the caves of Darkmere and they are just referred to here with perhaps a drawing – again see ‘Curse of the Carnival’, a fan mission I am very fond of due to its excellent puzzles.  The purpose of this idea is to have a little more fast shooting action based perhaps in a maze, in order to generate a little of the sort of gameplay that resembles the ‘aliens’ sequence and has been done a little before with the old game ‘Space Hulk’.  I always thought it was a shame that Thief didn’t benefit from the first-person format enough to have something like this.  If it’s not done well and not to excess, it’ll just vary the gameplay without detracting from the basic feel of the game.

CURSE OF TRE-CRAVON (a scroll or letter) – “Dae alchemists hath betrayed us.  Dey hathie surrendered to dae loathsome Empire o’ dae Mid-Western Isles.  Fo’ dis, dairs dead shalt walkee in dey tracks and every treasure dey uncovereth shalt suffer dae curse o’ dae earth dat maketh all tings decay.  Even dairs favourite son, dis supposed ‘great hope’ went mad in battle.  Dae lady o’ dae night star doth not thinkee highly o’ him.  Shaman Ricksulth sayeth ‘He hath time in his belly, like dae sickly snakes o’ dae West.  He not dae one.’  Me not understandee him, but me wait longsie for dae kill.  Now is dae time to rise up ‘gainst dae Empire.”  (This ‘curse of the earth’ appears later on in Mission 9.  Elsewhere, there should be the following unnerving poem on display, perhaps nailed to a tree along with a legionnaire pumped full of arrows:-

Bo, gennae tae dae awnly moon-rite a dae rock o’ Craig

Crimblae come dae Imperium tae sack mae mighty wabe

Nah nah thrickly nah.  Dae nae reckon wi’ dae lady ae dae night-star

Genin come wi dae Baldergast man an we shall tek dem tae dae grave.

Dae tink dey avelly awnly rite but nae on dae rock o’ Craig

Moonsie come to tickle dae mind, dae memory we awake

Dae tribesman crawl widdin’ dae flesh, illuminate wi dae moon

And sup like woodsie o’ dae burnin’ man o’ rock, dae playg o’ earth come soon.

TRIBESMEN SPEECH – “Dey willst pays wi’ dairs fleshes.”


Somewhere just inside the camp there should be a dead legionnaire intended to carry a message through the encampment, consisting of the following:-

LETTER – “Legionnaire Baradin, this letter by courier shalt be my final notice to thee concerning the superconducting nodes.  I repeateth forthwith - this is an experimental technology and not to be taken lightly.  Any operation of these facilities is to be passed through central command as we hath no knowledge of environmental factors affecting the outcome of their activation.  Only General Surt hath full jurisdiction over their usage.  In the meantime, I doth hereby warn thee, do not get thyself too close to those nodes.  They shouldst not concern thee and any interference shalt only result in getting thy builder-damned brain fried.  Do I make myself absolutely clear?


I really cannot stress this enough to anyone who mayst readeth this notice, but I doth not lie to thee.  These nodes art very unstable and any interference could result in an energy field encompassing a full two-thirds of the battlefield.  I don’t know why, but some people seem to think that I’m lying or just playing some kind of practical joke.  How many times, Baradin?  Thou art the worst culprit.  That spark thou created on Thursday loosened the bowels of some of our best legionnaires.  Any more such action taken shalt result in severe penalties.


As for the Excelsior, I heareth there are disputes about this splendid ship.  How ridiculous and childish that such mighty peoples of the Empire shouldst squabble over ‘pretty things’.  It is absurd!  I do not want to hear any more of this.  Suffice to say that the Excelsior is the pride of the Emperor.  There is no argument over ownership now that the alchemists hath joined us but they themselves shouldst not complain of our Imperial rights.  The Ferrum say that the time is past the builder’s patience itself.  Sayeth they that if they do not seize the Excelsior then the barbarians will and that it will go at the head of their mighty naval forces.  Even the Shadows wish to obtain it.  Sayeth they that it is the ‘seat of republic government’, but it most truly belongs to the Hammerites themselves.  Kill all that stand in thy way.”


When he comes to the bay, there is a Beach Head established and archers mounted on small wooden lookouts to guard the Excelsior.  The situation is made more difficult by the combat between some of the Metal Order and the alchemists.  Shivan witnesses some Hammerites walk up to the jetty where the Excelsior is docked unchallenged.  The Hammerite says: “In the interests of peace between the Orders, I hath been sent by order of Karaquan to speak with your captain, Raphael.”  Alchemist: “Know then that you are welcome, son of the Hammer.”  This could be the opportunity for Shivan to gain access to the ship as the guards on the jetty all turn about and go inside the ship.

EXCELSIOR IDEAS - Perhaps we could have revolving doors onboard the Excelsior that Shivan could trap people inside and maybe an alarm system that comes on and triggers a revolving red or blue light that you have to dodge.

SCROLL FROM ALCATHEA, ASSISTANT TO KARAQUAN – “These alchemists doth speaketh in strange tongues and hath odd ways.  The word they useth for hath is ‘have’ and even after we hath corrected them they doth continueth with the faintest of wry smiles upon their lips.  Surely these Easterners art stupid in the extreme.  Mine own sweet builder-blessed mind doth reel and spin from their foreign banter.  Speaketh they doth most frequently of some fellow that they nameth Jesua, who was of some great importance to them, being a man of great learning and wisdom, who was saved from the most savage of crucifixions by a gentleman that they nameth Judah.  It seemeth he hath undergone a sudden change of heart once the man hath most cruelly betrayed him and sacrificeth his own life for this great man.  Jesu didst then fade from history, but, sayeth the alchemists, his legacy doth liveth on.”

THIRD SHIPMAN RENOIR’S DIARY – “Alchemist favour me!  This Karaquan is a strange type.  He spends all of his time either displaying his truly marvellous magic tricks and sleights of hand or gambling away his vast fortune in the casinos onboard.  He is an excellent card player, though I doubt such a man can resist the temptation to use such specialist skills for selfish means.  And such a charmer too!  The ladies can barely keep their hands off him.  Though it remains that there are a few things that unnerve me about him.  He continually makes references in conversation to the fate-cards that are used in the Imperial City’s Bally Harbour.  He might say things like ‘aha!  The three of diamonds.  It looks like Jerry the anchorman is in for a sudden change of fortune’ and then I find that Jerry has indeed received a pay rise.

Then there was the St. Adriatica librarian who he says he was gambling for.  Well, he won, but I did not see him hand over any money that weekend.  He merely smiled to himself and said that he would be seeing the man’s son in the halls of acclaim in the city of Gaston soon.  This has sparked the most superstitious of rumours, most of them spread around by head chef Dali during lunch times.  There are those who say that he is gambling with souls, placing dice with the builder, so to speak.  It seems ridiculous but this gentleman Karaquan has a reputation for power and influence amongst the Imperial council so I do not doubt him.”


MISSION NOTES - By the time Shivan gets deep inside the Excelsior he may have noticed that the doors are tight shut and the ship is moving.  After seeking for keys and passageways, he eventually reaches the captain’s room where he can punch in the coordinates that he learned from St. Praestoria’s letter.  He will also find:

CAPTAIN RAPHAEL’S LOG – “Never has there been such great effect upon so many by something so still and remote as this great obelisk.  It’s effects are strong and unpredictable, though all of a negative type.  Negative is indeed is the operative word as the thing seems to exude negative energy.  I have seen many approach it, though none return in the same shape as they went.  Nobles come back despairing, whereas the more lowly types regress towards primal states like those of monkeys.  Taffers return frothing at the mouth and gnawing at the furniture!

I have seen it for myself, though never up close.  I can see that it draws the eye inwards like a star imploding in on itself.  It creates the most curious effects in the environment around it and the most disturbing thing is that these effects seem to be increasing.  The first thing that I observed of it was how the mist seemed to move away from it as if repelling it and then the visitors began to report being lifted up when they approached as if the world had turned upside down.  Most curious!  Nothing has been said of its long-term effects though it is believed that everybody who goes is never the same again.  They are all irritable and feel as if there is something that they wish to get off their chest but they don’t know what it is.  It is an awful thing.  The Shadows have decided to send a party to get closer.  Surely the Empire’s most powerful shalt be able to acquire the water key that is embedded within it!”

He then makes his way through to Karaquan’s guest room and finds the switch for the electric nodes with the message: ‘WARNING – This remote electrical device is triggered to the Excelsior itself by means of the energy it obtains from the builders own fire lances.  Disabling it might well result in combustion of the internal engine system.  DO NOT TOUCH!’  There should then be perhaps a problem getting back to the surface by using a time restriction (with perhaps a counter at the bottom of the screen) and maybe, if it can be done, either an effect that makes everything explode around him or an end sequence where the ship explodes with him in it.  But if he succeeds he finds that the Excelsior is surrounded by a sea of ice.  As he climbs down, he sees the obelisk in the mist and some atmospheric music starts.  There may well be some weird environmental effects here such as patches of water in the sky, particularly vicious frozen Hammerites and other stuff.  See what the mission designer can come up with.  Refer to the captain’s letter for reference if needs be.  Shivan succeeds in obtaining the water key because his ring is protecting him, which hums when he approaches.  When he picks up the water key, he shivers and says, “I think I can see another ship stuck on the fringes of the ice.”

Mission Objectives:-  Slip through the tribesmen’s and Alchemist’s (who have just docked and joined the Imperial troops) encampment, take a little ‘funding’ for your journey, seek the Excelsior and reset it’s coordinates, stop Karaquan from killing the people at the battle of Craig’s Pass and take the water key from the ocean of ice.
Additional Ideas

OBELISK IDEAS – The obelisk is a completely smooth black construction in amongst a sea of ice.  There must be some way to trigger entry into it, perhaps by shooting arrows into slots.  When the entryway is triggered a door slides slowly open and a platform slides out towards the player over an icy crevasse in ominous silence after a piece of music has been played on the approach to the obelisk.

There is then a series of puzzles inside the obelisk in order to get to the top, where Shivan may pick up the water key.  The entry to each level is a very gothic-looking arched doorway with a placard on the lintel of the doorframe above each one.  Each chamber is circular but with cavities at the sides of the obelisk’s rectangular exterior for the ladders to be placed.

An inscription is written at the entrance - “Knoweth thou the builders judgement?  His eye is upon thee.  Make thyself known unto him and speaketh thine question.”

Shivan asks - “What was the meaning of this war?”

1st floor – Ways of the wise (placard says ‘Art thou doing the best thou canst in life?’) – The floor is divided up into moving segments.  When you stand on them, they move in accordance with a particular pattern (that may change according to how it can be programmed).  Whilst this is taking place, there are fire arrows shooting across the room.  There may be an occasion when there is a straight set of tiles towards the exit, but moving across them will only get you killed as it should be found out eventually that moving from just the first tile will result in death.  It could theoretically be possible to cross the tiles but the player will find out that if they stay on the first tile for long enough, it will eventually transport them safely to the exit, where they will be met with a brass plaque bearing the legend, “as the Buddha once said, ‘don’t just do something, stand there’.

2nd floor - Doom (placard says ‘Is there not more to life?’) – The walls close in as soon as the player reaches the centre where there is a sort of lectern.  The player must run and creep under a low wall that they have triggered using a sliding panel puzzle that is jumbled up but must be reshuffled to form an image.

3rd floor - The Idols (placard says ‘Doth thou leave none who love thee behind?’ – Switches (possibly in the shape of golden idols) that must be pulled in a particular sequence to light up the stained glass window.

4th floor – Path of life (placard says ‘Doesn’t death just mean oblivion?’) – The ladder leads up to what seems to be nothing, but when the player looks closely there is the outline of a complex network of paths they can travel along and mantle up onto to get to the next level.  To add to the atmosphere, there may be ghosts floating about, if this is possible to do.

5th floor – The web of time (placard says ‘Doth not the Empire lie?’)  The last test is the spider’s web (or web of time), where the player must not touch the strands or the whole course of history could change adversely and they will go to the hell of the ancients.  One way of doing this if we can’t use fibres that vibrate and therefore threaten to ring a bell that is connected up to them is to have a ‘three strikes and you’re out’ rule where the strands are actually light beams.  With two touches, the player has a vision (these could be things like the vision that appears in the ‘Seventh Crystal’ at the end, only involving the beasts of Darkmere) and if they touch a third time, the floor could give way into a lava pit. A placard at the end reads ‘wisest are those who know that they know nothing.’

At the top of the obelisk is the water key on a pedestal.  The placard at the entrance reads – “So what?”

After he picks up the water key a book materialises, which says the following: “The Cravonians hath been engaged in a dispute with the ancient Precursors about Hammerite history for many years, which hath influenced the whole axis of power of the Empire.  The Cravonians felt that the Precursors were keeping people from the truth by hiding behind myths and legends and so invented their own history based upon their observations and the knowledge they acquired.  The Precursors did not agree with this, though they could not supply an alternative.  The real truth is elusive, sentinel, and it’s form depends much upon those who asketh it of me.  But knoweth thou this, not all is good in this Empire of my name.”

(The Precursors did not want people to know about the obelisk because it has been known to give insights about the future and the past.  It is also a major feature of their existence as an order.)

I finally know what it means to be a sentinel.  It is to make my own decisions and decide my own fate according to my judgement.  For am I not under the hammer myself and therefore fit to make judgements?

