The Hammerite Imperium – Part 1 – ‘Allium Magnius’ 

Mission 4 - Majestic Forest

INTRODUCTION – “After speaking to the strange Cardinal, I wondered what I could do to set out on this quest of preserving Imperial unity. 
I felt that it was up to me to find out and stop the Red Thorn, before they could unleash their next attack upon the council or the Emperor himself. 
I had no guidance except my own seeking heart. So ‘twas that I seated myself in the refectory as the priests walked past, each one staring at this stranger in their midst with what often seemed more than just a little hostility. As I sat I read about one the republic’s oldest members, the Archon culture, and how they had resisted the traditions of the Empire for so long. There is a passage that mentions even the Cardinal himself having once been there to ‘correct the unruly ones with his tremendous skill’. The records are brief, so much so that they seemeth to me to be hiding something. The real giveaway was when I noticed there was a whole section of map missing in the libraries, as if part of the land had not been recorded at all. Every book includes the towns and details of the people but there is a large section with absolutely nothing except maybe the words ‘undergoing research’. 
These unspoken trails of the Red Thorn led me across the Isle of Athalon, through the Eastern Planetia Sea, across the mountain passes of Athius into the Majestica Immeralia. 
The missing pieces point to somewhere in the Majestic Forest to the East, a place renowned for the lingering effect of the old magicks – the sort of weird stuff that the Precursor Order used to get up to but lost their status for.  This would probably be the best place to start.” 


Shivan arrives at the fringes of the swamps surrounding the Majestic Forest (and must take the magnetic Ferrum carrier train to get there?) 
The same Magnetic Carrier Train system will move Shivan through different parts of the forest.  Depending on any progress being made with the ‘swamp burrick’ he may be able to ride a burrick through parts of the town.
The Ferrum Magnetic Carrier Train system is pretty arcane, rusty and under-funded- most of their research and development money now invested in their new fleet of Iron. 

His mission is to find a way into the middle of the swamps which are barred by a rusty old gate by exploring and investigating the relatively operational area of the old castle to get some idea about the disturbance. 
Besides coming across the ‘tourist information’ about the area on a brass plaque (given below), he also comes across a Hammerite guarding the gate, where there is a big and shabby-looking raven perched. The Hammer is muttering something like, “little thieving taffer, I can’t believe she stole my key again. I’ll see that she rots in the builders jails for this.” 

BRASS PLAQUE – The Majestic Forest is home to the remnants of the Archon culture and is the oldest member of the republic in living memory. It was converted to the Builder in the era of the Alpha, but has a history that stretches as far back as the tales of the legendary lost sea city of Draellin. Many of its treasures were lost in the flood of circa 500, but structures such as the high priests sanctuary still remain, now modified by the Builders glorious hand. 
It is also the site of much heathen conversion as numerous forms of what came to be known as the ‘black faiths’ washed up on its shores, presumably from the wilds of Darkmere. 
Though it is long rumoured that such forces continue to exert their influence upon the area, in the new era of our enlightened emperor, such features as the ancient well remain as a testament to elder folk. Beyond the swamps lie the fertile lands where the orchards and vineyards continue to produce the finest produce of the emperor’s bountiful good will. 
To all who come, we bid a fond and courteous welcome and urge them to wear the badge permitting all foreigners free access to all the facilities. Failure to do so may result in the unfortunate event of a cracked skull. But please do not be frightened by these words and bear in mind that our guards are merely most enthusiastic devotees of the builder. Souvenirs are available in the foyer. Few people leave without them. 

Shivan then explores the old tower and comes across the following: 
FESTIVAL OF THE FROZEN NIGHT – On terms of amicable friendship between the empire’s goodly settlers and the old folk of the Majestic Forest, it has been arranged to meet in the traditional fashion known to the old folk of meeting on the ‘frozen night’. I hope that this will be a chance to settle all old differences and there will absolutely be no scorn heaped upon those who choose not to attend. The event shall be purely for the purposes of a social gathering and any traditional festival garb must be worn including all such items of celebration as the feathered dolls and the very amusing game involving the pigs bladder. 
(NB – The game referred to is soccer, by the way.) 

CAPTAIN’S LETTER – On the forthcoming Frozen Night festival, do not attempt to wear any of the traditional clothing or carry any of the builder-cursed objects associated with the festival. Any guard caught doing so shall receive the harshest treatments of the black torque. The event is to be conducted in order to make a head count of all remaining heathens. The process of purification is a lengthy one and we do not wish to raise any panic and alarm by seeming unbuilder-like in our treatments of these people. By all means enjoy yourself. This is after all at the pleasure of our beloved high priest, but if I catch Lieutenant Brandywine offering around those wicked spirits again that are traditional to the evening, I will be exceptionally furious. I think my imagination might just fail me to compose a suitably exquisite torture. At least we of the Hammer can maintain a modicum of discipline even if our ungrateful subjects do not. 

PRIVATE’S LETTER – Bless the Lieutenant. He just keeps on throwing everything back in the Captain’s face. It’s true – our beloved emperor is enlightened. He wouldn’t want us to waste a night of glorious kinship with our old friends, particularly not after such an excellent harvest of late. The grapes in the orchards this year were wonderful, positively bursting with juice and lined with the choicest veins of blissful nectar. I hear the Iced Noska spirits are coming along just fine too. 

HIGH PRIESTS LETTER – It is truly wonderful news to hear that this field of knowledge has been gifted to the people of the Dragon Isles. I am sure Doctor Volchius will have no complaints about the transference of his experiments. Such a man in a position of true blessedness as son to the Emperor’s fourth aide will not lack the grace to depart these areas forever, taking everything even remotely related to his arts with him. 
My association with the Doctor has been one of unutterable joy, so much so that I feel barely composed enough to impart my true feelings to the page. I hope that the builders scribes can forgive my spiritual excesses, but I feel that it is all I can do, particularly as I am so stricken with gladness that the Captain’s chosen elite have been so kind as to guard my private quarters at all hours out of concern for my safety. Bless us all. Builder be praised. Let not one man ever thinketh that I doubted him, for I most surely did not. Not at all. A great man. Someone to be respected, and no mistake, without hesitation. A kind man, even. Yes, indeed. 

In the small ‘old folk’ quarters, Shivan also finds: 
LETTER FROM THE WILLOW MAN – Laila, I beg of thee to return with the watchtower-man to the city and hide thine identity. There is no concern for our traditions in this area any more. All of what we once had has now been turned into something vacant of the spirits of the earth upon bearing the emperor’s seal. The spider woman no longer visits me in my dreams. I fear that she may suffer the same fate as those under the black torque. We all labour to achieve any sort of identity under our new rulers. What is more is that the kind ones do not hear our cries, as if drugged. 
More and more of these ‘purification’ methods appear in different forms. The legacy of this area is one of such hatred for the old folk that whenever one power is ousted, another springs up to take its place and it is frequently the case that its effect is exactly the same. Now I fear it is worse than ever and our numbers are dwindling along with our spirits. These methods of the black torque are suspicious to say the least. Young Nilfer recently returned in a somewhat dazed state from the old castle with a bone removed from his arm. His metalworking cannot now continue and yet he claims he was cured. I just don’t like it. No matter how many they send from the Imperial City, the same thing happens. Go now and speak to the emperor if thou canst and see what can be done about it, but the sake of all that dwelleth under the builder’s eye, be careful. I don’t think the high priest believes in mercy. 

LETTER FROM NELLY – The noises from the swamps are becoming too much for one family to bear. I must find someone to place this wreath of stolen hearts upon their graves lest I suffer the same fate as Madrigal the unwise, whose family was torn apart by tempestuous love feuds. Builder save us all from this….person whose name I must not include in my writings. 

When he reaches the castle he finds more (the following needs to be read before he continues into the swamps): 
DEPUTY CAPTAIN – These wretched fools continue to hide from us the key to the gates. There are dread things in there that I would not be inclined to include in a letter. Yet still they hide from the shadow of the builders hammer. All whom we have sent have returned either in a strange shrunken form, including the heads of poor Vandus and Crippen which are missing, or have disappeared entirely. I sometimes fancy I see their faces in the smoke that rises from the tops of the trees. They say that a wytche lives there and they’re only protecting us. Us! The mighty Hammers! Even the high priest seems to have been twisted by the lies, poor simple-minded fool that he is. There is an excess of the builders kindness in him, methinks. That is what the Captain says. 
On one of the old folk’s belts there is the shrunken head of Crippen displayed as part of the festival. This could be one of the optional objectives of finding a `souvenir`. 

In the private libraries, Shivan comes across another book: 
METHODS OF THE BLACK TORQUE – Twas considered a most holy and revered event in medical history when the minions of the venerable physician discovered that twas verily so the case that when a man spoke ill of our noble father, who dwelleth in that most holy monastery that lies beyond the reed-swamps, that his insides must surely be rotten with whatever canker eats away at his faith. It then fell to aforesaid minions to set their blessed minds to work upon the matter of suitable curatives. Yea, they didst work with a forthrightliness that bespoke of tremendous reverence indeed for their most learned fellow of the cloth. 
With an insight ennobled upon the altar of majestic truth, they didst design tools for the goodly extraction of the offending organ or bodily feature. These, in turn, didst set the pattern as designed by the cosmic father in his revered lecturings. A curse ‘gainst his name was most truly a gastric fault, for surely there must have been something eaten that twisted the words of his saintliness. Thenceforth, twas so that the stomach was pinned and its fleshly envelopes laid aside without the heresy of anaesthetic so that the poor victim couldst themselves give praise and glory to the builder as they saw the offending feature gladly removed. 
The tools used in such an operation included the spider harness, joyously named so for the glad tidings it espoused in revealing the area of concern by means of its empty centre. But, yea, twas also so that its many legs didst bear the sweetest barbs for the underpinning of the lying, deceitful and, verily, most unholy flesh (NB – Twas deemed unholy if the treatment failed to have the desired effect). 
Lo, though this goodly epistle fails most miserably to give true vent to the splendour of the black torque, it can be heralded with gasps of joy in my purified throat that a complete library of these works canst be found in the physicians own private chambers. Ask then, describing of thine interest, at the desk of the Majestic traditions to acquire further edification of such fine works. 

And in the Doctor’s own study: 
LETTER FROM THE DOCTOR TO THE HIGH PRIEST – With regards to the case of the Willow man, I can see no option than to cure him by means of the methods of the black torque. His weepings at mass must surely be a failure of the eyes in failing to bestow sufficient reverence. Ah, though it doth most surely grieve me, methinks the blind are blessed with the truth inherent in the darkness of the spirits recesses where all faith canst be uncovered if such sickening, debased and utterly cretinous little fools canst but spend a single moment of their unworthy lives to give glory to his image that dwelleth in the hearts of all decent men. 
Pray deliver him, then, unto me. ‘Twould, incidentally, make a fine piece for my ongoing construction of a model of the universe based upon bodily features. I already have various organs such as the liver, a complete bone structure and threads by which to trace their planetary orbits fashioned from desiccated catgut to represent the arteries and aortal structure. But, o howl to the mother of the protected saint, were it not for my most grievous lack of some model of the tiny moons! And it all hangs so perfectly ‘gainst a backdrop of lush and sequined purple felt. Canst thou not graciously spare me a little of the sources of future study so that my inspirations canst begin afresh and the whole community of this persistently archaic and stubborn people can experience new heights of godly ecstasy? 
But it is in an area inside the secret passages that Shivan makes his greatest discovery. There is an area that has been walled in and contains numerous dismembered bodies and an hysterical child with a key to the gates (Laila). 

In the lower chambers of the Frozen Chapel, stands the temple of the Red Thorn brotherhood. 
(The Brotherhood of the Red Thorn is a fanatical drive religious force, created due to Cardinal Gutright's misguidance.) 
Around 500 years ago Hammerite men of the region discover the temples of Acornia and concealed inside- the 2nd sphere of Master Builder. 
They name themselves the Red Thorn brotherhood and forge their own castles over the Acornian catacombs. 

The 2nd sphere of the Master Builder in reality a geomagnetic cold-fusion reactor. 
It freezes almost everything that touches it, radiating waves of cold. 
The Red Thorn call the Sphere- "The Machine of Wishes", as before death anyone who touches the Sphere shall see the future. 
(The future isn’t coming from the Sphere, but Forced onto it by the Inian Obelisk that slowly re-awakens in the world of men.- This info is found only in later missions) 

The 2nd sphere of Master Builder froze the entire Acornian temple from inside out, so everything down beneath the Hammerite Fort is made up of frozen caverns, and Acornian temples. 
“The Seers” are the chosen Red Thorn priests who die- to see the future, while touching the sphere. 
The slowly freezing priest will be able to scream out "the future" to his brethren, as he touches the sphere, while his brethren take notes of it and use it to "change" the future to their liking. 
The Sphere tells the Red Thorn of Machines walking the earth, burning everything it their path. 
The Red Thorn naturally assume that the Ferrum are to blame, so they sabotage the Ferrum Exhibition at the Grand Cathedral. 

(This doesn't really change the future, it only makes it what the sphere has predicted- In their Anger the Ferrum create Zeta 11, the Metallic fire, a perfect, unstoppable weapon.-also found in later missions) 

Shivan chooses to kill the Red Thorn, and turn off and take the “Machine of Wishes” and bring it to the Ferrum solders on the top level, at the Magnetic Carrier station. 

As “a thanks”, the Ferrum Solders throw his body into the swamp, below the carrier station. From there Shivan makes his way through the crumbling Hammerite gate and enters into the depths of the swamp, where there are snakes and eels biting at him in the dark, shallow waters of the reeds. 
There may also be other creatures such as burricks, spiders and, of course, the wights that surround the wytche’s area.  As he gets closer to the centre, he sees webs spun around the trees and undergrowth. On his way to the centre, he is stung by one of the spiders (TECHNICAL NOTE: take hit points off him at a certain point as if it he’d just encountered a trap, and reduce his hit point quota to a low level.) He soon walks through an area that gets more gruesome as it is littered with wytche-like paraphernalia such as wind chimes made of bones, wicker designs and spider-webs with bloodied, shrunken organs at the centre.  He begins to hear eldritch voices hissing in a strange language. Eventually, he comes across a little shrine through the waters of a waterfall. This is where our hero meets the wytche of the old world (he learns a little about her from earlier missions), who claims to know him. 
Behind the waterfall lies an ancient temple, carved of stone and wood. 
The undead, including wights and maybe a few Silver Sorrow priests are guarding the temple. 

(The Silver Sorrow were a Hammerite Order that succumbed to the Wyche's influence. They are mostly blind, soul-less puppets, manipulated by the Wyche through the quickening silver ritual, which is really an ancient, forgotten Inian practice.) 

Shivan has to make his way across the temple and discover Wytche’s location, to ask her his destiny. 

WYTCHE – “Another envoy from the Imperium, I presume? You people are real suckers for punishment. Do you never learn?” 

SHIVAN – “Enough of the spooks, bitch. I already heard enough about you in the libraries at Tallion. You’ve led a lot of good men to their deaths in these rank, infested swamps. Children, too, I hear, including your own daughter.” 

WYTCHE (Sneers in a disgusted fashion) – “Noooo, she went of her own accord. Hated everything about this pointless Empire. Didn’t even respect her poor mother’s advice and teachings. And, for your information, she still lives, if you can call it living. Her heart is full of spite and what’s more, she doesn’t even do much about it. Whereas I……I guard the well and a very onerous task it is too. You’d best stay away from her.” 

SHIVAN – “And I suppose this is meant to redeem you?” 

WYTCHE – “No, I had just meant to magnify your own foolishness, o’ blessed sentinel (sniggers sarcastically).”


(volume of the voices increases) 

SHIVAN – “What is that infernal howling?” 

WYTCHE – “Never heard of wraiths before, sentinel?  Ex humanis correctus? There are countless here, some that thou might even know of thyself (sniggers).” 

SHIVAN – “What do you mean?” 

WYTCHE (in a mocking tone) – “I don’t know. They art creatures born of the sins of living men. Call upon the names of the dead and you may well find out the reason for their misery. Surely there is a loved one in the past, o’ sentinel. Call their name. Or perhaps you don’t want to, hmm? Throttle your little sister for crying, did you? Killed your father with a bread knife? Thou art but a blind child, sentenced to eternal suffering.” 

SHIVAN – “Silence, you rancid harpy! Show me the well of souls. I am not afraid.” 

WYTCHE – “Very well then, but there is something I give to thee first.” 

SHIVAN – “What is it?” 

WYTCHE – “Oh, nothing much (she laughs delightedly). Just a little something that will keep you bound to the quest. Come closer, sentinel.” 
The wytche approaches him with her hand outstretched and Shivan shouts out in pain. 

SHIVAN – “Ahhh, what hath thou done to me? Thy hand hath left a mark.” 

WYTCHE – “Now thou shalt know the ways of the dead. 
Now go forth into the well and read ye thy fortune! For ye art destined to shatter the world and free billions of souls from their wretched existence! Ahahahaahaha!” 
(The wytche voice booms as she laughs sadistically and throws Shivan into the well) 

Shivan walks to the center of the well’s insides, a giant cavern, that leads upwards and downwards, with a smaller well in the middle. The sounds now increase to a great volume and he sees an ancient inscription on the vine-covered well. “Welcome to the well of souls. For times when heresy must be crushed and the old traditions preserved, a great change must come to the face of the earth mother. So, yea, sing ye o’ goodlye son of the Hammer, the ancient hymnal – The Hymn of St. Ragnathus. 

(NB – To me, the mark represents guilt, which helps us to understand the world, but is painful to bear.) 

(The player should then frob the plaque that bears this inscription, a riddle)- 

HYMN OF SAINT RAGNATHUS 
(by the poet-prophet Arundasian of Melloran) 

(Being an epistle of goodlye and nobleste chaste thought of the Elder forests of Darkmere, now cometh under the auspices of the Hammerite Imperium at the centre of the Builder’s eye) 

Lo, the builder was given unto kindness, 
And e’er deft of touch, he delivered unto us St. Ragnathus. 
He, a firebrand from the Central Lands 

With strength and clever tongue, fashioned o’ the builder’s hands. 
“Gather thine might under me,” he cried. 
And united the power of the eventide. 

Belay thine ax, O Baldergast, and darkened foes be at thine behest. 
So struck the alliance with Alderan 
And the ebony things were within found. 
The weft of darkmere came to be 
And this new magick for all to see 
Gave birth to Imperium across the sea. 

This Baldergast hath with him nous 
And the beasts of the elder forests placated, 
Gathered unto him and thereabouts, 
Thusly his shaman had for him fated. 
But devious be the mid-souls of ‘Mere 
And had their eyes upon Ragnathus’ throne. 
Rent asunder was the treaty there 
In Melloran, ‘neath the marble stone. 

Twas in the time of the Northern Invasion 
The secrets and the sacrals gone from Haven. 
St. Ragnathus, twixt words didst spy 
A twinkle in black Darkmere’s eye. 
Going forth on steed of metal 
Girding hisself for stern parley or battle. 
Saw great Baldergast betrayed 
And exploitation of the builder’s lathe. 

“An enemy within!” he furious cried, 
and smite gold Darkmere in the eventide. 
Given unto fair folk there, 
The power to chase ancient evil back to it’s lair. 
So ‘twas in the eventide of Imperia 
The lesson of beauty to cherish and fear. 
The gold and ebony of Darkmere 
In Seraphic arms came a midnight superior. 

(Choral song) 

And shall we chase him from our dreams? 
And we shall chase him from our dreams. 

(Harmony) (Repeat choral song) 

END 


Mission Directives:- Retrieve the `Wreath of Stolen Hearts` and place over graves to put some wights to rest (perhaps use the effect of white mist from the earth and a sound like a sigh), find the key to the swamp gates, get some loot, discover the mystery of the black torque, stop the Red Thorn, deactivate and take the Machine of Wishes to the Ferrum, and discover your destiny in the depths of Majestic Forest. 

All other objectives are at the discretion of the designer and pending future developments.

