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2. CRAVENS

A mwedieval roLc-PLaTinc] tjame with a ]‘vorrific and c]OL']'\ic inﬂ.ucm:c

“A long worm, white, but with thread-like, closely-packed joint rings in deepest black,
suddenly seemed to emerge from the lapping surf and come wriggling over the gently
sloping beach, menacing, terrifying. Was it real, or was it just a figment of his fear?”
Stig Dagerman
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ear explorer of the shadows,

\ You have discovered Tri-Kazel, its harsh climate, its mysterious legends, and its multiple dangers through
Book 1 — Universe and Book 0 — Prologue. The first includes all you need to get familiar with the world and
create Characters, while the second contains three scenarios set in Dearg and its surroundings, which can be

used as introductory adventures for the official campaign, Book 3 — Dearg. You are holding in your hands Book 2 — Travels,
which was designed for Leaders, describing places and figures your Players may explore and meet during their journeys.
In it, you will also find one large scenario and five small-scale ones, as well as many game aids focusing on Varigals, occul-
tists, and Morcail.

Che histor]/ of Cravels

A first version of Travels was published in France in November 2010. It was an 80-page softcover book that included the first
Shadows of Esteren gaming screen. This book is now sold out, and translating it into English was the opportunity for us
to work on a new, improved version with more than 100 pages of brand new content, for a total of 196 pages.

What We Added

With a few years to reflect on the first version, and after many talks with the Shadows of Esteren community, we have
striven to provide a variety of content usable by any group and for any type of campaign.

We enhanced the cartography with detailed descriptions of 10 locations, including a few entirely new ones, spanning
the whole peninsula and adapted to various gaming styles: exploration, intrigue, politics, Demorthén mysteries... To help you
give more depth to your stories, we designed specific game aids dedicated to traveling and sailing, thus putting the spotlight
on Varigals and seafarers.

This book includes a bestiary, the purpose of which is not so much to be exhaustive as to create a strong connection between
an entity and the folklore surrounding it. The aim was to give a powerful dramatic identity to each creature, in order to go
beyond the sole idea of destroying a disturbing, alien foe. Lady Fir Patience, the Sirens of the Tealderoth, and the Great
Madarcht are dangerous opponents whose designs are unfathomable, incomprehensible. Their aspects are inspired by
the Romantics' notion of the sublime, filling the Characters with feelings of awe mixed with repulsion, which is the essence
of our way of presenting horror in the universe of Esteren.

The Lords of Shadows

If we were able to go so far in the Shadows of Esteren adventure, it is thanks to the support of the community that constantly
drives us to do better and to create and offer high-quality books, both conceptually and visually. Two Kickstarter campaigns
and one Ulule campaign allowed generous sponsors to distinguish themselves through their willingness to support the series,
and even, in the case of the Lords of Shadows, to be part of it through their creations. Thus, Book 2 — Travels presents
several noteworthy figures of Tri-Kazel-charismatic allies, but also ruthless opponents. Some are from the book's first
edition, but for this new edition, six figures designed by the Lords of Shadows have joined their ranks, providing material for
thrilling adventures!

A Li‘Fe Choice

The initial version of Travels included five canvases—short-format scenarios that can be played as such, developed to be taken
to a wider level, or inserted into a larger-scale campaign. In addition, for this new edition, we created a large scenario that
depicts the journey of a mother looking for a child she long believed dead. This story is an opportunity to discover
the dangers and wonders of the paths of Tri-Kazel, but also to feel the ideological contrasts that tear the peninsula apart. It
should also lead your PCs to wonder about their choices, find out about what truly matters to them, and maybe even trans-
form a simple, perilous trip into a quest of self-discovery!

And Now, for che Conclusion..

We would like to express our warmest thanks to all of those who discovered Shadows of Esteren, yesterday, today, or tomor-
row, and who contributed, each in their own way, to keeping this universe alive and growing. Without your invaluable
support, the series would not exist!

Wishing you a pleasant journey on the paths of Tri-Kazel, j -
T




his first chapter is divided into several parts:

l e
; : ~ @ Che noces of Aeldred r_’ivcl]ﬁ | -;'{

This famous bard has traveled a good deal, and the first part of this chapter is composed of his notes on a hundred places.
For Leaders, there is much raw material for original scenarios, or simply for describing a journey more vividly. These para-
graphs do not provide the absolute truth about the various regions of the peninsula; rather, they are a collection of testimonies
and legends that Leaders can make true or not according to their gaming style.

: @Noteworthr PLaces of Cri-Kazel

The second part of this chapter shows more thorough depictions of 10 noteworthy places of the peninsula: the Lines of Tursal,
the Ashen Yard, the religious city of Expiation, the island of Calvary, the towns of Fionnfuar and Farl, the county of Frendian,
the rivers of Reizh, the Slope of the Fallen, and the Carmine Chasm.

investigate. In contrast with the notes of Aeldred Firdh, this section is more objective, revealing certain truths behind legends,

or providing answers to a few mysteries of Book 1 — Universe. Thus, it will be possible to understand what happened to

the Duke of Seol's daughter, Aoda Mac Iseanor, or to discover what is hidden deep in the Carmine Chasm. As with the sce-

narios, this part of the chapter makes use of the modular scenes system: optional boxes are provided, describing a reality that I
Leaders are free to include in their games, to adapt, or to simply not use. 34 ¢]

Each place was designed as a game aid providing Leaders with scenario seeds, personalities, and secrets for their Players to ;i
:

w7
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. @ Lir
i @ Troveling

o The third part of the chapter spans eight pages of additional rules on traveling, as well as a game aid
on Varigals. Finally, advice is provided for Leaders on how to depict a journey, round out
descriptions, and optimize the atmosphere.
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o The last part of this chapter is told by Milena Arweal and focuses on sailing % |
ok 4 the raging waters that form the seas and oceans surrounding o N s !

- the peninsula. It is a narrative text that complements the *
testimonies in Book 1 — Universe. A game aid on boats and .
sailing costs is also provided. -
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oung sir,

We do not know each other, but I have been told that you have already read some of my wri-
tings, which I have simply named “Peoples, Populations, and Journeys”. I hope that you have enjoyed
them. Know that if I chose to publish such writings as they progressed in spite of the imperfections this
implied, rather than wait until my curiosity was satisfied, it was for two essential reasons. The first is
that I doubt that my curiosity will ever be quenched. The second, which is barely less important, lies in
the fact that traveling implies risking one's life. Although I am not mad or rash enough to venture into
dangerously disreputable places, I have already escaped a grim fate several times, most often when there
was nothing to make me believe that I was so exposed to danger. Two Varigals have already died
guiding me, and my current traveling companion seems rather young, in spite of her commendable
experience.

Last year, on the occasion of a short stay in Osta-Baille, I made the acquaintance of your uncle, and we
spoke at length. He told me of your interest for faraway things, history and geography, as well as of the
unfortunate condition that prevents you from leaving your room. I truly sympathize with your misfor-
tune. It is a grim irony of fate to force a boy thirsting for discoveries to remain secluded at home while
so many healthy young people only yearn to lock themselves up in some castle or university, to hide
their narrow-mindedness behind worthless erudition.

During my exchanges with your uncle, he showed me the geographical information he had gathered for
you. With his permission, I made a copy of them, and told him that I would make sure to repay him for
his generosity. Young sir, since this encounter, I have resumed the work of your uncle, to examine them
in the light of my own knowledge and of the stories told to me by people I deem trustworthy. I have also
had at my disposal various written sources, including several military documents, and even a letter from
the Duke of Seol's young heiress, who unfortunately disappeared during a journey through the kingdom.
Discretion dictates that I must not tell you how such documents reached me, or even why some people
have accepted to talk to me. Suffice it to say that bards are still respected here and there.

The sheaf of papers included with this letter constitutes my next opus, the seventh to be accurate, of
“Peoples, Populations, and Journeys”. It would have been much more difficult for me to produce it
without the help of your uncle, and without your curiosity which motivated him in his own investiga-
tions. Therefore, it seemed only natural to me to have its very first copy sent to you.

You will see in these pages quite a few things that will be familiar to you. Sometimes, I have just repea-
ted what you have already read, and only changed what was undeniably erroneous or exaggerated.
In other parts, you will notice significant differences with what you thought you to be true. As with the
rest of my works, I have done my best to clearly state what constitutes proven facts, and what is more
of a rumor or tale. I have only discarded the wildest or most unbelievable stories. I had the opportunity
to visit many of these places, and I know that nothing in the world could drive me to go near some other
locations mentioned here. Truth in its entirety therefore still remains out of reach.

Still, I hope that such works will help those who follow them to shape their own ideas and go further
than we have done. I also hold hope that these pages will quench your thirst for new horizons, and that,
in some way or another, you will find their reading profitable.

If my travels lead me to the land of your family, rest assured that I will not forget to come and greet your

uncle, and above all, that I will meet you with great pleasure.

Will all my respect,

Alrod Fird

Bard, Cartographer, and Chronicler.
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Places O‘F Cri-Kazel

 Gwidre
@ Aol

The local reefs and shoals cause frequent shipwrecks around this village, contribu-
ting to the isolation its inhabitants value so much. Rumors say that the icy wind and S
water “whisper” things to the locals, and that they shy away from sunlight. I have also heard of

a raid led by the Sigires shortly before the War of the Temple, and of the slaughter of most of the community. I know that such
a purge did take place, but for what reason I did not manage to learn. As for the rumors, they persisted, and after having been to
Aimliu once, I must admit that its dwellers have a chilling way of staring at strangers and muttering behind their backs.

@ Ar-d-Asmrach:

If there is one place in the peninsula where the might of faith can be beheld, it is Ard-Amrach. It was in the capital city of Gwidre
that the Temple had the Prima Cathedra built, to be the seat of the power of the Hierophant and the leaders of the Six Orders.
Add to this vision the beauty of the Noble March, the austere simplicity of the royal keep, the Iradion with its Albanite walls, and
one can only feel a tightening in the throat. Although I have mixed feelings regarding the faith I have been raised in and I am
horrified by some extremist behaviors, I must say that gazing at the Prima Cathedra has always had a soothing effect on my poor
soul. However, Ard-Amrach has also its share of paupers, well-organized criminals, and officials who know how to best abuse
their prerogatives. Nowhere is faith more dazzling, but also nowhere can this troubling truth be so easily ascertained: we are truly
wicked and misshapen in our ambitions and desires, compared to the immeasurable and perfect might of the One.

@ Bfoken Stones:

I have seen the dilapidated vestiges of this former Liagcal, where the Demorthén of the North used to gather before the Temple
decided to purify the place with sword and fire. Strange marks on some of the pulled-down menhirs are evidence of the ter-
rible battles, and of the fierce magic used during the fights. A church was built nearby, but it is falling apart as well, since
the three priests charged with maintaining it have disappeared one after the other. The C'maoghs may have learned to loathe
humans, unless the specters of the Demorthén killed here rise against the servants of the Temple. Whatever the reason,
I feel a pang in my heart when I think about this place, which has witnessed sacred rites for hundreds of years, and which now
welcomes no one, whatever their faith may be.

@ Calvary:

I have been told that four monasteries have been built on
this island. I know nothing about what may take place there,
and like many people, I have heard of a prison or citadel
built by the crown of Gwidre. However, there is nothing to
validate such a rumor about this place, or the stories mentio-
ning important prisoners kept there.

@& Corvus Abbey-

The Corvusian brothers are part of the order of the monks,
and form a congregation of warrior-monks founded by
the first Hierophant of Tri-Kazel. From this abbey,
the brothers walk the roads and try to set an example for
wavering believers through their martial prowess and their
frequent penances. They are also skilled in receiving the
confessions of weak souls and lead them back on the path of
righteousness with severe admonitions. The abbey itself
watches over the borders of Gwidre. It houses convicted cri-
minals who are enrolled in squads led by the monks.
The most deserving of them, whose desire for repentance and
faithfulness have been put to the test for years, sometimes
earn the right to be forgiven by joining the Corvusian order.

-

@ Deb'ad:

A mountain village among many others, but I was sojourning
there five years ago when Feondas invaded the community.
Among the many who died, there was another outsider,
Varigal Haldan, who was my friend and had been accompa-
nying me for a long time. It was he who insisted that
we stopped at Deh'ad, and it was a sad irony that a man of
the road should die this way, precisely when he thought
he could find shelter against external threats inside
the fortified walls. He was buried along with the other
inhabitants of the village, in the course of a moving
ceremony led by the priest of Deh'ad. Haldan was not a
faithful of the Creator, but I think that unlike his clergy,
the One does not pay attention to such details.

%



@ expiat io:

I was only eleven in 887, when the Sigires gathered
the population of Lightrock, where I was born. My family
had left for the coast months before to settle there, since my
father was already a seasoned bard. I have heard dreadful
things about what happened to the relatives of some of my
childhood friends, several of whom were taken to some
unknown place to be “suitably educated”. I have nothing
solid to provide about the heresy that attracted the Sigires,
its leaders, or its objectives, but I do know that I will never
go back to Expiation, since it is how my native town has
been renamed. Travelers and pilgrims have told me that
the entire town has become some sort of place of contrition,
where the faithful go to take part in countless rites of purifi-
cation and expiation. There is nothing for me to see there,
except things that would break my heart.

@ ]:ionnf'uar:

Formerly a small fishermen village, Fionnfuar, or “holy
cold” in the ancient tongue, was renamed in homage to Saint
Jamian, who landed here when he arrived in Tri-Kazel.
The place has taken imposing proportions, becoming
a major place of pilgrimage for all the believers of the One.
The rector (or rectoress) of Fionnfuar is also in charge of the
missionary's tomb, a responsibility granting unquestionable
prestige. As such, that position traditionally brings leader-
ship over all the priests of the peninsula. However, recently,
the Hierophant has chosen to appoint a young ecclesiastic
based in Reizh by the name of Andrev as head of the priests,
which has been taken as an offense by Fionnfuar's rector and
inhabitants.

(@ Gouvran:

*

i e

i

vy

@ ]:ovest of \Vhispevs:

You often get unpleasant shivers when you are under
the foliage of these ever-rustling woods, as it is clear that
some sounds cannot come from the wind, and you feel like
someone is whispering incomprehensible secrets to you.
I am very disposed to believe the stories saying that some
travelers go mad, but I have never met one of these unfortu-
nate souls, nor someone who could credibly claim to know
the meaning of these strange sounds.

@& Gorm Caladh:

A cove protected from the wind makes this town a landing
place for many of the fishermen of the south of Gwidre, as
well as a port for small commercial traffic along the coasts.
Trade is also done via the road crossing the border, in spite
of the grudges from the War of the Temple. A local custom
here is that people sentenced to death are taken to an old
remote house on a small hill. They are made to go inside at
sunset, and a ring of guards makes sure that they do not
come out. No one has ever been seen again. In old tales,
I found mention of a young widow of great beauty who
lived in this house and is said to have suffered an awfully
painful death, without the culprit ever being identified. For
a long while, I have watched that old building which seems
mysteriously spared from the ravages of time. At nightfall,
its closed door, crisscrossed by shadows, seems to invite
you in. Thrice did the Temple send Sigires to purify
the place. They stayed there until dawn, and reported
nothing unusual... nor did they find a single body.

nil

A small-sized city on the very north of Gwidre, and its main harbor on the northern coast, Gouvran is also the home of the Order
of the Reliquary. It is the most powerful congregation of monks, holding great sway over the other ones. Thus, the rector of
Gouvran is the leader of all the peninsula's monks, and sits at the Hierophant’s side. It is possible, with the appropriate authori-
zations, to observe holy items which have belonged to the servants of the One in Tri-Kazel: the sail of Jamian's ship, the sword
of Saint Aerdan, the quill of Saint Noenys, the bones of Saint Albérich’s right hand, and a few others. However, the monastery
of Gouvran is primarily a place of contemplation for the order of the reliquary, and they have little appreciation for visitors.
Therefore, several times each year, the brothers of the reliquary exhibit one of the relics on the occasion of a procession around
the town, which attracts crowds from the whole kingdom and even beyond. /

(@ monaster]/ o]c che \Vindr Peak: .

This rather austere place, some distance away from the road, is the headquarters of the Velathyan brotherhood. It is a very ancient

monastic order dedicated to the memory of Saint Velathys, one of the most respected figures of the Temple’s history. As the saint

before them, the Velathyan brothers strive to learn everything a man needs to be autonomous, then use their talents to provide

help to those in need. They travel through the peninsula to tend to the sick, help masons and carpenters, lend the strength of their |

arms during harvest season, and so on. The Velathyans are poor and so is their order, although the monastery of the Windy Peaé b
of ' r

sometimes receives generous financial help from a wealthy faithful. However, they welcome with a smile all those who wish t
sleep safely inside their monastery, as well as many sick people, on the condition that the guest takes part in the many tasks r -
the community when his condition allows him to. Therefore, it happens rather often that a cured sick person or a passing-by tra- ‘{ . -"f“'
veler stays for a while among the Velathyans to help them. And in the end, some of them even put on the order's humble habit,
and return to the road with new resolutions.
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right before mass. The authorities blame the “burned sorcerer”, a renegade actively hunted by the Sigires for years. Some
claim that he is a Gwidrite Demorthén, others that he is a minion of the demons, and some even maintain that there are actually
several sorcerers who attack the clergy of the Temple and burn its representatives alive.

@ Norgorcl’s DLa.teau:

The white marble of Norgord's quarries is highly =~ =
valued by the Temple; almost as much as the pre- 1"«
cious Albanite. The clergy of the Creator has . X
therefore financed the construction of a road leading y
to the Plateau. However, the Gwidrite crown has
very recently managed to acquire control of part of
the quarries, to the great displeasure of the clergy.
Now, marble from Norgord can be found in Taol-
Kaer as well, although in small amounts, which
makes fortunate people appreciate it all the more.

@ Ordachai pecxk:

Everyone considers it to be the highest mountain
of the peninsula, and it only takes one look at its
massive shape, even from far away, to agree.
The River Pezhdour certainly flows from there,
- and the Demorthén say that the one who reaches its

. summit can converse with the powerful Roimh,

&, master of earth and stone. The clergy of the Temple
advises against such undertakings, arguing that it is
meaningless to risk one's life in the hope of conver-
sing with a spirit that does not even exist.

& Rhingal: ;..'.‘

This small city is a major step in the transportation
of goods from the region of Abundance toward the
eastern provinces of Gwidre. Its importance
explains why I got to see the great commander of
the Blade knights, Jaoven de Nectan, there.
He was leading his men in a vast operation aimed
at eliminating a terrible Cé¢ir. It is a monstrous,
legendary species of Feondas; a solitary killer that

and stalks isolated passersby to slaughter them in
horrible ways. The monster had already claimed
four victims. I preferred to sleep in an inn where
several caravan guards were staying, and I did
not linger. Afterward, I heard that the Ceir had
been killed, or at least had stopped attacking.

Vital for the kingdom, canals have been built at ~
great cost and effort to exploit its flow. Formerly, =
its banks were decorated with many sculpteﬂ
steles honoring the spirit of waters, Usgardh.
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The priests of the One have performed rites on w
them in order to make them votive shrines
glorifying the generosity of the supreme being. *

@ Sainc Albérich's
Cat}ﬂeclr'aL:

In 805, Albérich, a young Blade knight, saved
at this very spot the queen’s brother and his
escort from a Feond attack, which cost
him his life. Albérich stood facing more than
forty monsters while the survivors of the
prince's convoy fled; the titanic and heroic
fight he led is still sung of today. By the time
reinforcements arrived, the Feondas had
disappeared. On the bloodsoaked earth cove-
red with hideous corpses, stricken by the
blade and powers of the brave man, only his
right hand was found, still clutching his bro-
ken sword. Saint Albérich's Cathedral has

become a place of pilgrimage for all those

who dedicate their life to serving the One

with arms. It houses an honor guard of Blade

knights, formed of aging veterans who have

distinguished themselves during their career.

Most say that they came to pray there in the

past when they had just been accepted in the

Order, and that it stands to reason that this is

where they go to end their days.
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@Slope of ‘C}ﬂe ]:aLLen:

Near a pathway that supposedly leads to this
strange place, Varigal Haldan and I met one of
his fellow travelers, the famous Deirdre
Louriéne. She was returning from the Slope,
where she had guided two Reizhite occultists.
It is difficult to tell the difference between
charlatanism and erudition in the discourse of
the occultists, and I would have liked to talk
with these two men. However, Miss Louri¢ne
had been the only one to come back, and she
ré still seemed very shaken. She told us that up
there, one could see things that had been lost £°%
> for a long time, or live dreams that had become
o impossible. I know not what illusion Deirdre .
Louriéne had to fight on the Slope of the Fallen, but only with difficulty had she managed to regain her 1 ,’*
senses. She confessed she had tried hitting her employers, but that they had not come back from their trance. Beset by new visions, .-a.d
she had quickly fled, and she was so full of remorse that it took her a while to agree to leave with us. I had spent three days trying .
to persuade Haldan to lead me up there, and he only cast me a sidelong glance when we turned back.
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@ Torn Woods:

The oceanic winds and storms regularly damage this very bleak-looking forest, according to those who say they have been to
the island of Calvary. I actually wonder how there can remain so much vegetation in a region so exposed to the elements.
However, an ancient tale mentions the hero Ruel, whose existence is still debatable. He is said to have chased a powerful Morcail
up to this place. The Demorthén then inflicted a powerful curse on her: the Morcail had turned her children into monsters by subs-
tituting their blood for sap, and since she showed more love for trees than for her progeny, she is said to have been sentenced
to expiate her crime by preserving this forest forever.
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& Baldh-Ruoch:

The capital city of Reizh is another unique sight of
the peninsula, since it is an exceptional testimony to the har-
monious result that can be produced by natural forces
united with human intelligence. Built on twin mountainous
masses between which the River Oéss flows, Baldh-Ruoch
boasts many bridges suspended between the two parts of
the city. Faced by such majesty, combined with the multico-
lored lighting provided by the countless Magientist
Nebulars, one can only feel humility in front of the forces of
nature and human tenacity that gave the peninsula its most
modern city. Furthermore, an important part of the city is
dedicated to the activities of Magientists and forms a sort of
huge complex, some parts of which are only accessible to
people authorized by the order's Council. The metropolis
contains not only the main university of the peninsula, but
also a multitude of laboratories and workshops. Thus,
the city is also the industrial heart of Reizh, and a conside-
rable part of the resources flowing into the capital is inves-
ted in the