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s THE CROWNLESS

You don’t have long to live now,
well I know:

already I see them looming up
beside you - death

and the strong force of fate...

The Iliad

Artwork used with
permission by Charles
Ferguson-Avery of Feral
Indie Studio

A Promise Kept
By: Marren J. T. MacAdam
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Welcome CROWNLESS, friend

I remember him, beautiful, blade
and hair flowing as water. His
laughter would boom like thunder
with a smile like a sun peaking
behind the clouds. I adored him, as
anyone would. And for whatever
reason, he adored me too. A tyrant
with a blade yet a gentle lover still.

"Promise me,” he told me as we laid
together in that sweet crisp night,
“That we’ll die together, that we'll
never be apart. Promise me.”

Blade unsheathed and pointed
towards his now twisted, armour-
fused self, I, Arven the Garlic
Knight, proclaimed before the man I
love, “I have come to keep my
promise, my love. Forgive me.”
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The Cliffs of Triumph

The Crownless approach the Cliffs,
having heard of a mighty foe at its
apex, drawing a host around its
mighty magnitude. Upon their
approach they see a warm bonfire
with an armoured fellow, wearing
armour that resembles the
rotundness of garlic or onions. He
warmly greets them, introducing
himself as Arven, and inquiring
what brings them here.

For himself, he says, he is here to
slay the mighty Gruffudd, this
Eowerful entity the Crownless have

eard of. He whispers, “I have a
ﬁromise to keep, you see... And |

ave not been able to yet. Would
you help me, perchance? Help this
sorry old knight to fulfill his most
precious of promises?”
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1. The Friend (Arven)

A Bonfire is lit, with a knight humming
a happy tune. He wears a rotund kind
of armour, reminisce of garlic or onions.

This is Arven (He/Him), a friendly
Knight, once lover of Gruffudd, and the
catalyst for this quest. He asks them to
aid him in felling Gruffudd, but does
not reveal his re%ationship with him yet.

2. The Battle

Two ogposing factions clash, a group of well
trained and coordinated fighters in blue
facing off against metallic [imbed humans.

Roll a dé: 1-3, the Aspirants win, 4-6 the
Apostles win. Players fight 1d4-1 of them.

3. Sounds of swords clashing 6. Sounds of
chanting and hammer against anvil.

3. The School

Home of the Sword Aspirants, led by
Mentor Millicent. It is an austere, military
camp like situation, with a group of
Aspirants sparring and training.

Roll a 1d4 for how many Aspirants fight
before Mentor Millicent intervenes.

4. Sounds of loud sighing on a stony path.

4. The Craven Aspirant (Hawkheart)

A crestfallen Aspirant sits on a stony
path, seeming in deep thought. He has
abandoned his fellows to death and is
listless in grief and shame.

5. A gentle hill leads to an inviting glade
8. The sounds of battle and screams are
heard loudly, with steel clashing.

5. The Hut

The once home of Arven and Gruffudd,
a quaint cottage with various training
equipment scattered about.

He will reveal his relationship with
Gruffudd here, as well as explain any
relevant lore. This is the first place that
really dampers Arven’s spirits.

6. The Forge

Home of the Apostles of Steel, led b
Forgemaster Roderick. The air is filled
with chants and prayers, intermixing
with the sounds of the forge.

Roll a 1d4 for how many Apostles fight
before Forgemaster Roderick intervenes.

5. Bridge across a rushing river 7. A
lonely alcove, filled with prayer.

7. The Ascetic (Shiri)

A steel armed Apostle sits Eeacefully,
watching the river flow by her. The air
is filled with a strange warmth radiating
from her and she is %riendly. She has
ascended, she says, not through might,
but through conquering her own body
and impulses, now at peace.

8. Across a river, sounds of battle.
8. The Apex (Gruffudd)

IAfter the scene from p% 6, Arven steps
forward, leveling his blade towards the
savage Gruffudd. He proclaims,
through tears, “I have come to keep my
promise, my love. Together until death.
A death I will deliver.”

IArea is a mess of shattered stone spires
and corpses, swords, and armour.




