CAM VATOR INTRO: 
You start in a room. Behind you stand your white team mates and a door. In front stands one of the examinators and a book. 

Examinator: "Greetings, novice of Excantium. 
Wouldst thou like to review the rules of thy Final Exam before thou doth begin? 
(the examinator opens the book on the table) 
If thou woudst like to start the exam without reviewing the rules, then go right though the door behind thee." 

If you frob the door beind you skip the camvator. If you frob the book the camvator begins... 

Fade in... 

Zoom towards the academy! 

Shivan: The Final exam at the Excantium Academia, is a test of all the skills I've learnt during my years here. The championship consists of Seven Teams of Acolytes, each supported by one of the 7 Imperial Orders, and is vital to the future war campaigns of the Empire.

The gold headquarters and artifact. 

My team must eliminate all the other teams and steal their artifacts. Apart from gold, who reside on the Academy grounds, and whom we have formed an uneasy alliance with.... 

The Red team in the cathedral. 

The Red team, members of the Opel-Saltionan aristocracy, sponsored by the Imperial magistrates, dominate the Excantium Cathedral. They have been allies in the past, but after their success last year it seems they're going for the full victory. 

The Blue team in the academy basement. 

The Blue team, sponsored by Ferrum nobility, are very much at home among the whirring cogs and machinery of the Academy basement. 

The Silver team in the Cathedral Basement.

The Silver team, sponsored by the Republican Ferrum Order, Ferrum councillor Valtero and the 'Northern Engineering Union', hold the Cathedral basement. Their armor is great, as is their treachery. 

The catacombs. We do not see the Black team.

They are supposedly allied with the Black Team, who lurk in the caverns and lower catacombs, but both teams are too proud and arrogant to let such a tenuous truce last for long.

The Purple team in the library.

While the Purple team, sponsored by the Emperor himself, hold the library... 

The White Team, out on the snow.

I am on the white team, something of an outcast... but then, heh, I've always been.

The slaves in green, looking worried.

There is also an eighth team, of gladiators, in green. Most are criminals or slaves playing for their freedom. Killing them is expected, and might be a good idea if I'm to convince my powerful audience of my worth as an Imperial Legionnaire... a lot rests on the next few hours.

Imperial Protectorate

The other teams are sure to have a few dirty tricks up their shiny sleeves. The Imperial Protectorate should ensure no rules are broken, but with such high stakes, and grand sums of money bet on this contest, it doesn't always pay for them to keep both eyes on the game... I don't need to avoid them at least, and I'd be expelled for attacking them. 

The bridge... 

My final exam at the Excantium Academy of Tallia is a game of stealth, wit, cunning.... and deceit. I better watch my back. 

The 7 team leaders meet on the bridge between the Cathedral and the Academy grounds...

CAM VATOR PART 2:


The 7 team leaders meet on the bridge between the Cathedral and the Academy grounds. 
The white, gold, purple and Blue are to the left. 
The black, silver, red are on the right. 

Purple - "Welcome to the games fellow team leaders! Let the Emperor's blessing fall upon thee and grant thee victory! Thinkest thou not that thou can survive against our might, though." 
Gold - "All hail the grand losers!" 
White- “Ohhh, I am shaking in my boots, like the ground that shakes as we trample over your feeble minds!” 
Red - “What did he say?” 
Blue (feeble voice)- “If you don’t mind I’d like to proceed to my territory” 
Black –“Our alliance hath been set with Purple and Silver! The rest of thee shalt hath no chance of victory! Surrender thyself to us now and spare thyself from humiliation!” 
Blue (feeble voice) - Can I? 
White - “We spit on your demands like the bird spits down upon the earth from its high up flight that shall be our flight to victory!” 
Blue (feeble voice) –“Yea!” 
Silver –“Victory will be ours. None can withstand our superior technology!” 
Gold - “Whoopedy do! Only imbeciles rely on technology instead of their own strength!” 
Silver – “Knave! Thy team shall bow down before us yet!” 
Red – “Yea!” 
White - “Thou art all a bunch of cravens, hiding in thy rooms like bloated Cravonian fools!” 
Purple (feeble voice)- Ladies, let’s not insult the Cravonian nationality, they did… 
Silver- (chokes while laughing) 
Gold - “The Builder’s Hammer shall..” 
Red - “ The builder’s hammer up thine ass heathen! Up thine ass!!” 
Gold - “Why I never!” 
Blue slowly backs out to the doors. 
Black - “Enough! To thy positions men! This evening we shall see who’s a victor and who’s a loser! Let the games begin!” 
The team leaders turn around and walk off to their positions throughout their doors. 




CAM VATOR CONTINUES: 

(The white team is crowded in the courtyard, Shivan is standing off to the side, near the wall) 
-Lo, white Legionairres! This is the grand momentum we have all been waiting for; this is the day, the hour… the second upon which we will win this battle and trample over the bodies of our enemies. 
Miltona, check thou our equipment! 

-Sire, what doth the sign: “Fragile, doth naught shake” mean? 

-Ah! Those signs are for made for saps! Shove it in that corner! The enemy, he is near, lurking in that shadow! Hiding behind that rock! Looming around the moon! 
Yes, we shall no doubt win this match, for our victory is certain like the crumpling snow under my feet, Yes, that is how our enemies shall crumple under our victorious swords as they flee in fear from our invincible legion! 

-Indeed sire, as you… (PAAAAAAAAAMM- PHSSSSSSSSSS) (Sounds of an explosion and hissing gas) 
(The entire white team in the courtyard, except for Shivan, is knocked out by the explosion of the gas bombs) 
(Shivan is now able to move, suddenly he hears a voice from the door) 

-Hey buddy, here! Psssst! 
(the courtyard door opens halfway) 

When Shivan enters into the dark room, he is surrounded by Gold Legionnaires. 
“Hahahah! Get him!!” 
(There are sounds of blackjack and a flashbomb as the screen goes dark) 

The screen slowly whitens as Shivan finds himself hanging, tied with ropes, over the drainpipe, unable to move, over the chasm with the small river, between the Cathedral and the Academy. 
Above him he sees 3 gold team members standing in the snow bunk. 
Gold team leader - “Awake so soon are we?” 
Gold team 2nd - “Lookie what the cat dragged in!” 
Gold team 3rd -“Feeling lightheaded are we?” 

Shivan - “How could you?! You’ve betrayed our alliance!” 

Gold team leader - “Alliances are made to be broken, fool! An opportunity came up…” 
Gold team 2nd - “Didst thou really think we could ally ourselves with thy foolish team, that can’t even control thy own gas? HAH!” 
Gold team 3rd - “Victory is ours!” 
Gold team leader - “Silence, imbeciles! Don’t interrupt me!” 
Shivan - “Damn” 
Gold team leader - “Just hang around till the games are over, this will be a good lesson for the Red if they choose to pass this way to our territory! AHAHAAhahahaha! Hang around….” 
The 3 Gold team members leave through the Academy doors, laughing.

CAM VATOR CONTINIUES:

Shivan - There goes another one of the Headmaster's lapdogs. 
Alacassandra - (whispering above him, on the hill unseen) How about making him chase his own tail? 
Shivan - Wha...who is it? 
Alacassandra - Shhh....I can help you. You're the boy from Caerah, aren't you? I have a proposition for you. 
Shivan - If it involves kicking his teeth in, I'm game. 
Alacassandra - If I release you, will you help me set him up? Let's face it, it's either that or.....hang tough. 
Shivan - Very funny. What do I have to do? 
Alacassandra - Meet me inside the West tower. 
You'll find your equipment stashed in the Academy storage room, but you'll need to tiptoe past the Blue and the Gold team to get it, after I provide you with a key. If you follow my instructions, you'll get rewarded, just like a good doggie. 
Shivan - You've got my word. Now how do you intend getting me out of this? 
Alacassandra - See that water? I want you to drink it dry. 
Shivan - It's freezing! You can't be serious......(snip).....wha....(gasp, splash, etc.) 
(Shivan falls into the river below as his rope is cut)

The ACTION mission begins, as Shivan has to scale the ice, get out of the river and enter the Sewers, the sneak past the blue and gold team to get his equipment.

PS - Remember that Shivan is not super-skilled yet so is not quite so able to hide in the shadows and find dark recesses. As the mission progresses, he gets more skilled, and can hide in shadows better. Maybe some sort of a dynamic light attached to him slowly fades as mission time passes?


Second Conversation Scene (Shivan has just picked up his equipment in the storage room and Alacassandra is in the shadows, barely seen, behind a barred gate, beneath the floor) 
Alacassandra - Shivan. Is that your name? 
Shivan - Yes. And you? I don't believe I've had the pleasure. 
Alacassandra - Would it be a pleasure to believe you had? Don't get any big ideas. Listen, this taffer's got connections and the Imperial Protectorate are watching from the shadows. Each team is able to make their own devices but what they don't know is that many of the Black Team's devices are spoils of war. Illistera's father is one of the high-ranking War Engineers and he's pulling strings where he doesn't belong. 
Shivan - So.....what can I do? 
Alacassandra - Just win, Shivan and make sure he fails to get instated this year. Take this map. It should help you. 
Shivan - Why me? 
Alacassandra - This place is full of secret recesses and I've been watching you. It's rare for anyone from Caerah to swallow their pride and acknowledge the Master Builder after what your city has gone through, but as my father says, "you can always trust those from Caerah who come through the Academy" 

 

Third conversation Scene (Shivan has found a device that is a 'spoil of war') 
Alacassandra – Shivan, you have to make your way up the Cathedral’s Tower and find the Black team Leader Illistera where you can pin the device to his belt. Do this, for me, please? 
Shivan - First you tell me who you are. 
Alacassandra - (sighs) My name is Alacassandra. I was disqualified from the Academy when it was discovered that I had devices planted on me by him when he wanted to avoid getting caught by the High Priests. But that's not all. He's part of a bigger network whose circles of power grow ever wider so.......obviously I can't prove anything, but I know enough. 
Shivan - So what if doing this disqualifies me too? 
Alacassandra - It won't, not if you're successful. People like Yahwol are too strong. Besides, my father had a saying when talking about the Academy. He said, "the exit door leads in". 
Shivan - Oh, who was he? 
Alacassandra - A nobleman related to the Bronze Legion, if you must know.......ach, I've already said too much. Please.....do this....for me. Take him out and I get reinstated......(slyly) I have my connections too, you know.

Fourth conversation scene:

(Shivan arrives at a place in the gardens by which he must gain access to a part of the Cathedral or other point midway through the mission and he hears a voice.) 
Alacassandra - Psst! Shivan.....over here (he walks up to her). Walk through the wall. 
Shivan - Um, right. I don't believe this is the season for miracles. What next – a self-propelled, flying hammer? 
Alacassandra - Don't be cynical.........(mutters, slightly irate) they don't ship flying hammers this far south. Just do it. 

(The secret passage opens up and Shivan sees a janitor’s room.

Alacassandra - I've got something to show you. Come inside. 
Shivan - This is a first for me. It's only the Nobleman's sons that get girls into cupboards. 
Alacassandra - Sheesh! What makes you think I don't want you to use that broom and get sweeping, novitiate? Look through the crack in the wall. It's the only place I've found that gives the Instructors' little games away - typical for a janitor to poke their nose in, eh?


(Through a crack in the wall Shivan can see a group of men surrounding a scoreboard.) 
Tout - Come on, gentlemen. Last bets. I don't want to miss this either and the Protectorate Patrol will be round soon wondering what's going on. 
1st Instructor - Last bets? The last time we did this it went right down to the last second. That was exciting. 
2nd Instructor (old) - These young folk lack a sense of ceremony. 
1st Instructor - I liked the girl they brought in - some rich chick. She was cute.
3rd Instructor - They only did that for show. The Principal never likes having women in the Academy; he says it makes men lose conviction. 
Alacassandra (whispering) - Harumph!...... 
2nd Instructor - Three more Black chips on Gold. 
3rd Instructor - (sighs) Throw another bag of Copper Quarts on the Black Team pile, would you please, Petronius? 
Tout (Petronius) - Knowest thou there is an outside bet on the young lad from White team He's still in it........ 
1st and 3rd Instructors - (laugh) 
1st Instructor - Four more White Jacks on Red and that's me done. Come on guys, let's go back to the outposts (all three leave through another portal) 
Tout (Petronius) - (muttering to himself) Taffers! 
Alacassandra - I thought it was worthwhile showing you what you're up against. You'd better get out before a Protectorate Patrol comes past. 
Now go, there isn’t much time to spare!

CONVERSATION in the Catacombs:

Conversation of black team leader with black team member: 

Black team1 - “Milord, how can this precursor device help us?” 

Leader - “I’ve told you a million times, you idiot. The Phasium Ilinatrium can twist the very fabric of spacial composition, bending any source of light to its will.  It works similar to our cloaks, but in a backwards fashion. 
Stay here and watch our relic, while I go and take out some of those knaves upstairs!” 

Black team 1-“But milord, how canst I watch the relic, if I cannot see it?” 

Leader - “Nor will our enemies, you fool. Hahaha. Just watch the entrance and stay in the shadows!”

CONVERSATION in the Tower:

Purple team leader: 

They’ll never get up here, those taffers!

Purple team member:

But, sire.. What if they take the elevator?

Purple team leader:

I’ve bribed our most delectable protectorate to look away, while I’ve cut out the wires.

Ho ho. Lets see them climb up the walls to get our relic!

Purple team member:

You is indeed the most wisest, sire. 

