Silver and Black team 

Silver team Leader is: Michellini, a ferrum alcolyte, son of the city statesmen Zalliva, from the Crom city-state. 
Clever, strong, wise cracking Ferrum Republican. 
His voice is clear and swift. Very metallic, sinister and spoken with a smile.

Okay, come on out.  We can work together.

Dear Builder, acolyte.  I can smell thee from here!

Prepare to be sliced and diced.

Oh good.  I love a good fight!

Black team leader is: Illistera, an acolyte of the Black Hand brotherhood.  (Nicol Williamson)
Brilliant, virtually invincible tactician. 
His voice is rather cold and sinister. Speaks like a clever politician. 
No funny business about his voice, only clarity and intellectualism.

I can wait.  Yess, I can wait.  Playing the sneaky game, are we?
Though I doth dwell in darkness, my heart is not heavy.  Hmm, my sword arm doth twitch.
Let them come, Builder.  I am ready.  Bring it on!  I am the Builder’s rising star!
Hahaha.  Come, come now.  Thou doth tease me.  You can come out now.  The games are over.

Thou hast already lost.
Impure coward!  Come out.  Thy cowardice mocks me.
Allium Magnium Ignius Chaotius.  (singing) I am brick, I am mortar.  I shalt bring to the heathens slaughter!
I see into thine heart.  Thou’rt frail and weakly.  Thou art not fooling anyone, desert boy!
If thou dost stalk me, think on this.  My brotherhood never really loses.  I shalt spy thee e’erlong, taffer.
What filthy paw doth invade my space?

Ah, just wishful thinking.
Ah, ‘tis but a scratch.  Try me, taffer!  Right here, come on.
I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that.  Twas a most uncommon commotion.
There’ll be more than just my breath at thy neck momentarily.  Tis most unseemly for an acolyte to fly from combat!
Advance!  Ostracise this whelp.  Brothers, smother this threat!
Though these are merely games, acolyte, accidents do happen.

Doth thou feel the Black Hand upon thee, acolyte?

Trained art we to have foreknowledge of our deaths; we fear naught.

(Shadows – “Prepare, prepare!  Prepare thy body for the earth.”)
Hammerite Guard script 1: 
In his strength we shall fight 
Thou shall not escape us 
All but nothing can hide 
From the master builder’s gaze upon thee 

Who art thou? I recall thy face not! 

Who dares to trespass upon the Imperial Grounds? 

From light to darkness he hath walked along. 
He shall not escape us, be he friend or foe. 

Thou shalt be smitten by the glory of my righteous hammer! 

ArrrrRRRRRRRRR!!!!!! 

Ach! Only a fool dares to raise his weapon against the builder’s might! 

What? Cease thy hiding at once, lest thy soul be devoured by the darkness within! 

Strange. I though just heard something move. 

If the foundation is weak, then the building shalt collapse upon itself, 
said the builder 
And so it shall be, if the emperor fails us, then we shall no longer walk upon this earth. 

Hahahaha! Face me like a true Hammerite, not a like a treacherous scoundrel! 


Aaaaaaaaagggggghhhhhhhhhhh!!!! 

Ahhchhh! I hath fallen, builder’s judgment cometh onto me. 


Damn it all! Damn! 

Ahhhrrrr. The pain shall not break me! 

I shalt bring about thy end, criminal! 

Ahhhhhh! How didst thou defeat me! 

Try to pass as an Imperial novitiate, did you? 

Surrender thyself now and we shall spare thine worthless soul! 

Ouch! 

I unleash thy end with the wrath of my hammer! 

Who dares to disturb the builder’s ground with his presence? 

Was it just the voice of angels that I hear in the air? 

Achhhaahhh! Help! The Imperial grounds art under attack! 


Tra la la la LA LA! Tru la la la tra la! 
Tru la la la, tre la la la. 
Tum te ta tam tra la LA! 


Hammerite Guard script 2: 
A perpetrator among our ranks?! Thou shall not escape! 

Who art thou? 

Who goes there? 

The shadows shall not conceal thee from the builder’s judgment! 

I shall smite thee, most treacherous villain! 

Die Die Die! 

What? How dare thee fight against the righteousness of my hammer? 

The darkness shall not protect thee! 

T’ was just the builder’s voice echoing through these divine hallways. 

If the foundation is weak, then the building will collapse upon itself, said the builder 
And so it shall be, if the emperor fails us, then we shall no longer walk upon this earth. 

Fear not mine brethren! He spoke; the divine hour is at hand! 

Aaaaaaaaagggggghhhhhhhhhhh!!!! 

Ahhchhh! I hath failed in mine divine task! 

Ahahaha! Presumptuous taffer! 

Damn thine foul ways! 

Bahhhhh! 

Tsk tsk tsk! 

Embrace thine end Fiend! 

Ach! I shall not fall before thee! 

I am invincible before thee, for the builder watches over me. 

Try to pass as a builder’s servant did you? 

Surrender thyself to me now and I shall spare thine life! 

Cease thy flight! Thou shall not escape! 

Ouch! 

I will find thee sooner or later fiend! 

Hey you! Thou aren’t allowed to trespass here! 

Who said that? Who dares to disturb the builder’s halls? 

Was it the voice of the divine that spoke to me? 

Ach! To me! A foul perpetrator hath broken through our guard! 

Who goeth there? 

The shadows move around me. 

Tum te tum. Ta ta ta tum. Tru la la lam ta ta, 

And then the builder gave us the hammer. And with it we forged anew our way of life, and used it to smite the fools who dare to stand gainst’ our might everlasting. 


Hammerite Guard script 3: 
Yes Indeed. T’was nothing but the builder’s voice echoing in my mind. 

He who hides in darkness, consumed by it shall be 

Who’s footsteps do I hear on the divine builder’s ground? 

Thy end shall come as thee shalt reconcile with the wrath of my righteous hammer! 

Who art thou? Who dares to disturb the builder’s peace? 

Thou shal not escape me! 

Cease thy hiding at once, and surrender! 

None shall escape the fires of master builder’s final judgment! 

Thou hath sealed thine fate by entering into the sacred grounds. 

Thou art a fool if ye thinketh thou can escape from the builder’s judgment! 

Treacherous foe! Come back! 

Ahhhhhhhhh 

ARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR 

I will find theee…. sooner or later! 

Who was that? 

I shall smite thee, o’ intruder! 

Where art thine pass? Show me thine pass at once or I shall have to take thee to a jail cell. 

I hear strange things art going down at the catacombs. 

What doth ye thinketh of the Builder’s Sphere? 

Magnium Alliveerra lessaron. 
Alcatraia Givanni Vera. 

By the builder! 

You think ye can defeat the builder’s servant? 
Prepare to die!!! 

Hammerite Guard script 4: 
Who said that? WHO DARES TO disturbs the builder’s peace? 

The Darkness shall not save thine treacherous soul! 

Come back here! I am not done with you yet! 

Face my righteous hammer o’ perpetrator! 

Who art thou? I recall thy face not! Where art thine pass? 

Ye cannot escape from the master builder’s eye! 

Death will find ye sooner or later! 

How dare you enter here? 

O’ Foolish man! 

Cease thy hiding! 

Ahhhhhhhhh 

ARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR 

Was that thee, o’ royal magistrate? 

I shall smite thee! 

That’s just great… I seem to be hearing things too. 

Tum te tum. Tum ta ta tum. 

By the magnium o’ builder! 

Whata? Who’s taffin’ around there? 

Ach! I bleed, but I shall not fall! 

Achhhh aaah… Builder… take away my soul to the heavenss above. 

Embrace thy fate whatever it may be, said the builder… 

(some random whistling) 



In his strength we shall fight 
Thou shall not escape us 
All but nothing can hide 
From the master builder’s gaze upon thee 

If the foundation is weak, then the building shalt collapse upon itself, 
said the builder 
And so it shall be, if the emperor fails us, then we shall no longer walk upon this earth. 

And then the builder gave us the hammer. And with it we forged anew our way of life, and used it to smite the fools who dare to stand gainst’ our might everlasting. 

Fear shall instill thine heart as I finded thee o’ perpetrator! 


Ferrum Guard script 5: 
And the builder said: 
The unrighteous shall fall and we shall emerge victorious over the darkness. 

To me, mein brethren! A most unrighteous intruder hath broken through our guard! 

What is this… a slight disturbance in the air? 

There shall be no salvation on another foundation 
There shall be nothing to it. Trust me, thou shall not escape! 

To uphold the ideas of the Hammerite Order 
To cherish and worship the Imperial Law 
In the divine name of the Master Builder. 
To spread the word of Unity throughout the land- 
One purpose, one mind. 

U-united we shall stand, 
And divided we shall fall… 
We shall bow to the Hammer 
As the Builder once foretold. 

In the name of the Ferrum Miurus! Show thyself at once! 

Fear me!! Cease thy flight! 

Thou shall not escape the fire of my arrows! 

To gear and Hammer we bow for all time... 

ARRHHHHHHH 

AOUCH! 

ARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!!! 

Khm khm 

(whistle) 

Wata?? 

Hammerite Guard script 6: 

Who art thou? Where art thine pass? 

Trespasser! Die!! 

The Hammer of righteousness shall pummel the intruder! 

ArrrrRRRRRRRRR!!!!!! 

Achhhh! How dare thee attack me?! 

The darkness cannot conceal thee for long! 
Cease thy hiding, treacherous foe! 

What? Who goes there? 

Aaaaaaaaagggggghhhhhhhhhhh!!!! 


Damn it all! Where went the trespasser?! 

I am undone, builder’s judgment cometh onto me. 

Surrender now, criminal! 

Ouch! 

I shall wreak the builder’s justice upon thee! 

Was it just the voice of angels that I hath heard? 

Achhhaahhh! Help! To me! To me! 

You cannot change yourself with simple thought; you must use the hammer to forge away at impurity. 

Rest not content to be strong as iron, 
For brittle iron may break under force of evil. 
Rather, temper thyself in the Builder's fire 
'Til thou be as hard and true as steel. 


Blessed be the Builder and all His Works 
And blessed be his kingdom, now and for ever. Let it so be 

Tend to thine own foundation, and trouble not the blocks of thy brother, for the Builder rains destruction on the sowers of chaos. If thou art a vine to thy brother's works, when his structure doth crumble, so shalt thou weep over thine own ruins. 

(whistling a tune) 

The difference between Paradise and damnation resideth in which end of the Hammer thou art on! 

Hammerite Guard script 7: 
(praying) 
Tend to thine own foundation, and trouble not the blocks of thy brother, for the Builder rains destruction on the sowers of chaos. If thou art a vine to thy brother's works, when his structure doth crumble, so shalt thou weep over thine own ruins. 

(praying) 
When the Acolyte did cry to his Brothers: 
Release me, for I grow weary, and no longer rejoice in The Builder's Work. 
Then did the Master Forger cleave the Acolyte's body from him in two, and he said: 
Go now, heathen, and repeat what you hath said to your Builder! 

WHO GOES THERE?! WHO dares to disturb the precious silence?! 

This… it should not be so. 

This way! HE SHALL NOT ESCAPE US! 


WE doth hath a perpetrator among us! Brethren, to me! 

Where didst he go to? 

Didst thou see the assassin?! 

Didst thou see anyone pass here? 

AHHhhh (in pain) 

Ahhhhh (in pain) 

HUAAAA (in pain) 

Ohhhh (in pain) 

Thou shall be smitten by the glory of ze grand Hammer of Righteousness fool! 

HAH! 

Who goes there? 

All is quiet once more… It is gone, whatever it was. 

T’was nothing but the voice of builder echoing in my mind. 

Hmm… The silence hath returned. 

Thou think thou art so lucky! Thou shall NOT escape me! 

Thou cannot avoid me for long fool! 

Die! Why won’t you die! 

The villain shall fall! 

Ghkkmm… (clearing throat) 

Hmmmm… 

Tum tum… hmm 

Khhh (light cough) 

(Whistling a tune) 

(Whistling another tune) 

Who dares to trespass here?! In the divine chapels of the Master Builder? 

HALT! 

Hast something moved just then?! 

Hmmm.. T’is just my mind, playing tricks on me. 

HAAAAHHRRRRHRHR (dying) 

AHHHHARRRR (dying) 

AHHHH.. I hath fallen, builder take away my soul (dying) 

ACH! (light hit) 

Ahrrr (light hit) 

Epp! (light hit) 

Art thou ready to die?! 

HAHHAAH!!! 

Where? Where didst he go?! 

Thou shall not escape me for long, oh fiend! 

(snoring) 

Awake!! A perpetrator walks among us! 

By the builder! A corpse! 

Hmmm hum hum haaaammmmm 

Hmmm humm hmmm muhmmmhummmm 

Beware! A thief walks among us! 

Help me, builder! (in pain)

Dr Cello’s Scripts

HAMMERITE GUARD SCRIPT 
The Builder shall vindicate the righteous that fall for his cause. Blessed is he who defendeth the Builder's sacred halls. Cursed is he who defileth; may the Builder's wrath consume him. 

The hammer shapeth the steel that the infidel wieldeth. Cursed is the man who heareth not the Builder's words, for he useth the goods but scorneth the cost. 

Is not the hammer made in the searing heat? So too shall he who serveth the Builder go through suffering ere he is made a faithful brother. 

We give them steel and protect their lands, and they say 'fanatic.' They understand naught... yet the Builder shall preserve our empire, and they are but fleeting. They shall lament ere the end. 

What noise? What traverses these blessed halls? 

What? Be you brother or unbeliever, show thyself. 

That is not the sound of mere rats, if my ears work still. 

What is that there, that troubleth my watch? 

I know something was there but a moment ago... 

Did something flit in the shadows, there? 

May the Builder grant me calm, lest I fail in my duties to him. 

It seems, 'twas naught of consequence. 

Nothing, always nothing, yet my hammer thirsts. 

Defiler! I shall smite thee! 

Say thy prayers, infidel... say thy prayers. 

Thou craven! Why dost thou not face me? 

Fly, if thou be not deathless! 

My hammer shall be steeped in thy blood! 

Have at thee, craven! 

Brethren, aid me! 

I am injured! To me, brothers! 

My brethren will deal with thee, vile heathen! 

Pray that thou art never found again, infidel! 

The Builder hath spared thee for some worse fate, perhaps. 

Where hath he gone? 

Vilest of treacheries... 

Why dost thou hide, craven? 

Blessed brother, may thy death be not vain. 

Ne'er shalt thou awaken again... Builder protect thy soul. 



SLAVE VOICE SCRIPT 
Work, work, work, that's all the master tells me to do... all the master asks for... no breaks, no rest, no food... 

I'm starving. They think the missing ones ran away... he'll never know I was just hungry, at least. 

Couldn't I just have a piece of bread? Just a crumb? 

Master? Is that you? 

W-who is it? 

Rats again? It sounds different this time. 

What did I see there? 

Master does not hide in the shadows like that. 

Did something move, over there? 

Come out, come out, wherever you are. 

I know you're in here. 

What are you afraid of? Come out now. 

Just rats, it seems... 

Hmm. Just silence. 

Why am I always so tense? 

Nothing. I've lost my mind. 

Only the shadows, now. My only friend... 

I guess not. No sense looking for nothing. 

There he is. Guards! Guards! 

Aha! Masters, there's an intruder! 

This way! If you hurry you might catch him! 



EMPEROR'S ELITE GUARD VOICE SCRIPT: 
They complain about me being here. Always when I walk I see them: glaring at me, scowling, muttering. I earned it. Not them. Me. Do they not understand? 

For being the Emperor he sure is odd. Good thing he hath only us to listen to him... the people would be certain that he hath gone insane. 

'Tis not easy remaining at the every whim of the Emperor. Sometimes, I feel that he forgetteth that I am his guard, not his servant... 

Footsteps? Step forth and declare yourself. 

I hear something draw near... 

If someone is there, let him stop and speak his name and business. 

That was no trick of the light, something moved. Hello? 

I saw that. 

If this place were better lit... 

There is no shadow large enough to hide your pitiful self. 

If I must turn over every stone here, I will find you, villain. 

Show yourself now and I may let you live. 

I see you there! Not another step. 

Your head is mine, knave. 

Death awaits you! 

Damn it, damn it, damn it... 

Damn! Well, I guess he'll do no more harm here. 

I've not finished with you, coward! 

Backup! The Emperor is threatened! 

To me! An armed prowler! 

Come swiftly and with weapons, the man is dangerous! 

Death has left its mark on this place. 

Who dares spill blood on my watch? 

Still warm... the murderer has not escaped.

Oneiroscope

Hammerite Guard script ideas: 


Trust not wood, for damp doth bend. Trust not stone, for root doth rend. Trust not steel, for rain doth rust. Trust not men, for flesh doth lust. 

Did not the Master give unto his children the Hammer, with which to build their homes and smite their enemies? And did he not also give unto them the Chisel, with which to sunder wood and stone and thus make great things? How art thou then without his help? 


...and then did a servant come unto the Builder. His coat was fine, his shoes in good repair, nevertheless didst he wail of his ill fortune and beg for a pittance. The Builder did become wroth. He took up his mighty Hammer and did then strike the servants hands and crush them. Then the Builder did shout "Now thou shalt beg forever, sloth! Now shalt thy moans have cause!" And so did the servant learn not to complain when good fortune was his. 

The brother is wrong. I do know this to be true. The scripture is quite clear. His eyes are mossed. If he wouldst only raise up his thoughts he would see that I am right. But what am I to him? Only a guard, and of no account. Did not the Builder say unto us that if the child doth drive the nail true, then he is worthy to drive it? >sigh< Perhaps it is I who errs. After all, I am only a guard. 

How might I see her? I cannot! I must not think such things! I am a Hammer! Oh but her cheek was so soft... Stop this, fool! 

Didst a leaf fall? 

Methinks... something is amiss? 

A thief! Alarm! Alarm! 

There! There he goes! After him! 

Aid me! 

Smite the villian! 

Whither went the intruder? Didst thou see him? 

Wake up, fool! No! Forgive me, brother. I shall find thy slayer and avenge thee, this I swear. 

Here he is! 

I shall crush thee neath mine hammer! 

Weep, fool! Thine ending comes at last! 

I go... to my Builder... 

Builder, raise me up... I fall... 

Who is it? Who has come? 

Not a whisper now. I wonder what it was? 

Mayhap a mouse didst scurry there. 

Run while you may, lackwit! My brothers will trap thee soon enough! 

Thinketh thou I am thwarted? Think twice, thou skulker! 

The shadows shall not avail thee, unclean worm! 

Hahrr! My nurse didst strike harder than thee! 

Fear not the Builder's light, pilgrim. Come out and I will help you. 

For the Builder and the Emperor! 

In the name of the Emperor, lay down thy arms and surrender! 

A murder! Oh, poor soul! 

Who creeps anon? 

Whither art thou? 

Know thee that thy death approacheth? Repent now! 

In the Master Builder's house there shall be no weeds, villian. 

What foul sinner has come within the Builder's walls? 

Some root has been at work here, twisting and twining about the Builder's stones. 

I shall fell you now, thou windwrithen sapling! 

What darkness whispers to me?

