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YOUR 

 

ADVENTURE

 

AWAITS

 

NOW TURN OVER...




 

 

EVENTS

Throughout  the  Realm  of  Edra,  many  EVENTS unfold, sweeping you along in their wake. They may benefit you or they may hinder you. 

REMEMBER, YOU CAN SPEND FATE: You can either re-roll 1 die in the hope of getting a different Event (this result must be actioned) or spend 1 Fate Point to ignore the Event altogether by rolling 1d12: if the result is 1 to 6: fail, the Event happens; if the result is 7-12: succeed, the Event is ignored.  

You can only spend 1 Fate Point once per die and must accept the re-rolled result. 

ROLL 2d12 to encounter an EVENT:

2: AMBUSH

To your surprise, a pair of GOBLINS lay in wait to rob you. You have no time to take FLIGHT: you must FIGHT the GOBLINS one at a time using normal COMBAT rules.

GOBLIN: VIGOUR: 6      FETTLE: 6 GOBLIN: VIGOUR: 7      FETTLE: 5
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3: DISEASE

A SEWER BOGAN bites your leg. LOSE 2 FETTLE points.

4: PIES!

You decide to buy a pie from a pie seller. ROLL 1d12:

1 - 6: The meat is off! You get food poisoning: 

LOSE 2 FETTLE points.

7 - 12: “Mmm, tasty!” 

GAIN 2 FETTLE points.

 

5: OAF’S GOLD

Upon closer inspection, you notice that half your gold cogglets are OAF’S GOLD and are completely worthless.

6: SCROLL OF THE MYTH-MAGES You have found a fabled Incantation Scroll of the Myth-Mages. Choose one Incantation Scroll from the list (p. 443).

[image: ]
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7: READY, STEADY, GO!

A BOGGARD challenges you to an arm wrestling contest.

ROLL 1 d12:

1 - 6: You LOSE! Remove 2 gold cogglets from 

your pouch.

7 - 12: You WIN! Add 1 VIGOUR, and gain 2 gold 

cogglets.

8: PROPHECY

A  HAGTRESS  recognises  an  ancient  prophesy within you. 

GAIN 1 EXPERIENCE point.

 

9: PUCA’S RIDE

You encounter a Puca who is a bringer of both of good and bad fortune.

ROLL 1d12 to see if this one helps or hinders. 1 - 6: The Puca entices you to take a ride on his 

back and he gives you a wild ride. LOSE 2 FETTLE points.

7 - 12: The Puca is concerned for you health and 

gives you 2 meals. 

Add them to your PROVISIONS list.
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10: FOUNTAIN OF VIGOUR You discover the FOUNTAIN OF VIGOUR. You decide  to  take  a  refreshing  drink;  its  vitalizing properties restore 1 VIGOUR point.

11: FOUNTAIN OF FETTLE

You discover the FOUNTAIN OF FETTLE. You decide  to  take  a  refreshing  drink;  its  healing properties restore 1 FETTLE point.

12: FOUNTAIN OF METTLE You discover the FOUNTAIN OF METTLE. You decide  to  take  a  refreshing  drink;  its  healing properties restore 1 METTLE point.

13: FOUNTAIN OF ALLURE You discover the FOUNTAIN OF ALLURE. You decide  to  take  a  refreshing  drink;  its  healing properties restore 1 ALLURE point.

14: FOUNTAIN OF FATE

You  discover  the  FOUNTAIN  OF  FATE.  You decide  to  take  a  refreshing  drink;  its  magical properties increase your FATE. Add 2 FATE points to your current FATE.
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15: DRUNKEN REVELRY

You love your cider a bit too much and pass out. When  you  wake,  your  head  is  fuzzy.  You  seem confused at what an Incantation Scroll is. Choose 1 to discard.

16: MARKET DAY

You may immediately buy one object below at these prices:

Repair 1 Lock-pick: 1GC

Lock-pick: +1 when picking locks = 3GC Toughened Lock-pick: +2 when picking locks = 4GC Stiletto Knife: +1 in COMBAT = 2 GC Short Sword: +2 in COMBAT = 3 GC Comfy Boots: +2 to STEALTH = 3 GC Incantation Scroll: 

Combine current FETTLE & METTLE for 1 COMBAT = 8 GC

17: CURSE OF THE POLLIWOGS The sky bursts forth with a terrible curse. Polliwogs rain  from  the  sky  cursing  all  beneath.  You  are temporarily  turned  into  a  clammy  little  polliwog. Upon transforming back to your normal self, your VIGOUR, FETTLE, ALLURE and FATE, are ALL reduced by 1 point.

 

433

 

 

18: ALKYMYSTIC’S DELIGHT An Alkymystic is giving away free samples of his latest magical drafts. 

Add 1 of the following to your OBJECTS:

Elixir of Courage: GAIN 1 VIGOUR when drunk. Elixir of Life: GAIN 1 FETTLE when drunk. Elixir of Destiny: GAIN 1 FATE when drunk.

19: VENGEFUL MYTH-MAGE An angry Myth-Mage mistakes you for an enemy of his, and casts a transmute spell on you. Roll 1d12 and resolve the results:

1-3: Discard 1 Object of your choice 4-6: Discard 2 Object of your choice 7-9: Spell backfires! NO EFFECT 10-12: Discard 1 Object of your choice

20: WEREWOLF ATTACK!

You are attacked by a vicious WEREWOLF. There is  no  time  to  take  FLIGHT.  You  must  resolve COMBAT using the normal rules.

WEREWOLF:

VIGOUR: 8 FETTLE: 6

21: SAPWINGS ATTACK!

A swarm of SAPWINGS swoop from the sky and attack you. There is no time to take FLIGHT. You must FIGHT the swarm as one.

SAPWINGS:

VIGOUR: 6 FETTLE: 8
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22: ILLEGAL STORYTELLING A rogue storyteller, Fungus Splatsworth, approaches you and you become lured into an illegal storytelling battle. Roll 1d12 and resolve the result:

1 - 6: LOSE 3 gold cogglets

7 - 12: WIN 3 gold cogglets

If you have no gold cogglets, the rogue storyteller turns violent, gives you a bloody nose and scarpers into the distance. LOSE 2 FETTLE. 

23: MIRAGE

You  encounter  a  MIRAGE.  All  around  you  a second-hand  bookshop  appears.  Stacks  upon stacks of books, scrolls, and tomes are scattered around  you.  Time  seems  to  drift  and  you  find yourself  engrossed  in  story  after  story. Then  the mirage fades. 

GAIN 1 EXPERIENCE point.

24: ALLURE OF THE FAY

You rescue a fairy in distress. She gifts you a piece of glamour. 

GAIN 1 ALLURE point.

[image: ]
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SLEEP ENCOUNTERS

During your adventure you will need to sleep when instructed. 

REMEMBER, YOU CAN SPEND FATE:

You can either re-roll 1 die in the hope of getting a different SLEEP ENCOUNTER (this result must be actioned)  or spend 1 Fate Point to ignore the Event altogether by rolling 1d12: if the result is 1 to 6:  fail,  the  Event  happens;  if  the  result  is  7-12: succeed, the SLEEP ENCOUNTER is ignored.  

You can only spend 1 Fate Point once per die and must accept the re-rolled result. 

ROLL 2d12    and    resolve    the    SLEEP ENCOUNTER as follows:

2: STRANGE DREAMS

LOSE 2 FETTLE points.

3: PROPHETIC DREAM

GAIN 1 EXPERIENCE Point.

4: ATTACKED BY A SNOOZE IMP You  CANNOT  take  FLIGHT. You  must  FIGHT using  the  normal  COMBAT  rules  except  you  do NOT roll for LOOTING as this fight is in your mind.
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SNOOZE IMP: 

VIGOUR: 4 FETTLE: 4

5: REST PEACEFULLY

GAIN 2 FETTLE points.

6: PORTAL BANDIT

She appears through a magical portal and attempts to rob you. As you are taken by surprise, you can NOT  take  FLIGHT.  Instead,  you  must  FIGHT using the normal rules. you may LOOT the body if you win.

PORTAL BANDIT: 

VIGOUR: 5    FETTLE: 6

7: HIGH FLYING

You soar above an ancient citadel. While you are in awe  of  its  beauty  you  wake  exhausted.  LOSE  2 FETTLE POINTS.

8: SLEEP TIGHT

GAIN 2 FETTLE points.

9: DEEP SLUMBER

Within a few hours you fall into a deep sleep and begin  to  sleep  walk.  The  FORTUNE  FATES favour you as you somehow find gold cogglets in your hands when you wake. ROLL 1d12 to discover how many you find.
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10: THE GOD OF SLEEP

Whilst  sleeping,  Nod,  the  God  of  Sleep, Snoozes,  and  Slumber  (but  not  cat-naps,  forty-winks,  or  dozes,  as  that  is  another  god)  visits you and bestows a gift.

ROLL 1d12 to discover what gift is bestowed: 1-2: SLEEPING POTION: Puts the taker in a 

deep slumber: GAIN 3 FETTLE points if you drink it. If anyone else drinks it, they fall into a deep slumber for several hours. 

3-4: You receive a substantial gift of 

SCALEDRAKE SCRATCHINGS. When eaten GAIN 3 FETTLE points.

5-6: A gift of HEALING BALM. When used, 

GAIN 2 FETTLE points.

7-8: You receive an AMULET OF KNOWLEDGE.

If worn, you GAIN +2 to your ALLURE roll. 

9-10: You receive a RING OF VIGOUR. If worn, 

you GAIN +2 to your VIGOUR  ATTACK roll.

11-12: You receive a TALISMAN OF FATE. If 

worn, GAIN +1 to any FATE rolls.
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11: NIGHT FAY

You are visited by the NIGHT FAY. ROLL 1d12 to resolve the result:

1-6: LOSE 1 FATE

7-12: GAIN 1 FATE

12: KNACKERED

You  struggle  to  sleep  well  and  wake  feeling knackered. LOSE 1 VIGOUR point.

13: HEAVENLY BLESSINGS You’re  deemed  worthy  by  The  DIVINE GODDESS OF SLEEP. GAIN 1 boon: VIGOUR, METTLE, FETTLE, ALLURE or FATE. Add +1 to the current total of your chosen attribute.

14: SHUG MONKEY

Roll 1 d12 to determine how he reacts to you: 1-2: Attacks you with VIGOUR: 4   FETTLE: 4 3-4: He is hungry and steals 1 meal! 5-6: He is quick with his monkey hands and steals 

1 gold cogglet.

7-8: He pulls 1 gold cogglet from his waistcoat and 

gives it to you.

9-10: He is feeling generous and gives you 1 of his 

meals.

11-12: Shug Monkey joins you as a follower. You 

always have 1 meal while the Shug Monkey is with you (he leaves next time you sleep).
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15: INK-POT MONKEY

Roll 1 d12 to determine how he reacts to you:

1-6: The Ink-Pot Monkey entices you to take a gulp of his magical ink. LOSE 2 FETTLE. 7-12: The Ink-Pot Monkey is concerned for your

health and gives you 2 meals.  Add them to your PROVISIONS list.

16: ENCHANTRESS

You are visited by the Enchantress while you sleep. GAIN 1 Incantation Scroll. Roll 2d12 to determine which scroll she gifts to you (see p. 443).

17: SHAPESHIFTER

A mischievous shapeshifter tricks you into changing your Alignment but is gracious enough to let you choose. Once you have chosen a new Alignment, write it in the Alignment section on your Adventure Sheet.

18: FAIRY BLESSING

You dream a generous fairy blesses you.  GAIN 1 ALLURE point.

19: FEED THE KRAKEN

A nightmare erupts! You dream you are sailing in rough  seas  when  a  KRAKEN  ATTACKS.  You CANNOT take FLIGHT. You must FIGHT using the normal COMBAT rules except you do NOT roll for LOOTING as this fight is in your mind.
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KRAKEN: 

VIGOUR: 6 FETTLE: 4

20: GLORIOUS PIES!

Glorious pies! The Gran-fairy visits and leaves a delicious rat and ‘nips crusty pie. Gain 1 meal. Add 1 to your PROVISIONS list.

21: DISASTER!

You dream an object is stolen from you! WHen you wake, you have lost an object. LOSE 1 OBJECT. Choose an Object from your Adventure Sheet to lose. If you have no Objects, lose 2 Gold Cogglets instead. 

22: TONGUE TIED

Your tongue is twisted, your Incantation Scroll crumbles without success. LOSE 1 INCANTATION SCROLL. Choose 1 from your Adventure Sheet to lose. If you have no Incantation Scrolls, lose 2 Gold Cogglets. 

23: OPS!

You trip and spill your haul of freshly stolen goods! LOSE 1 STEALTH point.

24: UNLUCKY BREAK!

You dream a lock-pick breaks whilst trying to pick a lock. When you wake, one is broken! LOSE 1 LOCK-PICKING point.
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INCANTATION SCROLLS

When  performing  an  Incantation  using  an Incantation Scroll, your current ALLURE value has to be equal to or higher than the Incantation Spell’s ALLURE value to successfully cast the incantation. If it is lower you fail, and the spell does not work; however, you can try again at another entry. If you succeed,  resolve  the  Incantation  Scroll  as instructed.

REMEMBER, YOU CAN SPEND FATE: You can spend 1 Fate Point to re-roll 1 die in the hope  of  getting  a  different  result.  You  can  only spend 1 Fate Point once per die and must accept the re-rolled result.

NOTE: 

Incantation Scrolls are one-off spells that crumble once the magical power has been released. Some scrolls have a temporary effect, whilst others are permanent. Unless stated otherwise, spell effects are temporary. 

2: Scroll of Small Mettle: (1GC) 

• Allure: 3, +1 to your METTLE when tested.

3: Scroll of Small Fettle: (1GC)

• Allure: 3, +1 to your FETTLE when tested.
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4: Scroll of Small Allure: (1GC)

• Allure: 3, +1 to your ALLURE when tested or in 

Combat.

5: Scroll of Extra Vigour: (2GC)

• Allure: 4, +2 to your VIGOUR in Combat.

6: Scroll of Extra Mettle: (2GC)

• Allure: 4, +2 to your METTLE when tested.

7: Scroll of Extra Fettle: (2GC)

• Allure: 4, +2 to your FETTLE when tested.

8: Scroll of Extra Allure: (2GC)

• Allure: 4, +2 to your ALLURE when tested or  

in Combat.

9: Scroll of Great Vigour: (3GC)

• Allure: 6, +3 to your VIGOUR in Combat.

10: Scroll of Great Mettle: (3GC)

• Allure: 6, +3 to your METTLE when tested.

11: Scroll of Great Fettle: (3GC)

• Allure: 6, +3 to your FETTLE when tested.

12: Scroll of Great Allure: (3GC)

• Allure: 6, +3 to your ALLURE when tested or 

in Combat.
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13: Scroll of Fate: (4GC)

• Allure: 7, choose the outcome of the die roll 

after you have spent a FATE.

14: Scroll of Attributes: (4GC)

• Allure: 10, permanently +1 to an ATTRIBUTE 

of your choice.

15: Scroll of False Gold: (4GC)

• Allure: 7, purchase 1 Object for free.

16: Scroll of Temporary Alignment: (5GC)

• Allure: 8, temporarily change your  ALIGNMENT for 

one transaction. Once complete, return to your previous Alignment. 

17: Scroll of Permanent Alignment: (5GC)

• Allure: 10, permanently change your 

ALIGNMENT. Choose a different Alignment to your current one. You are now 

that Alignment unless stated otherwise.  

18: Scroll of Lock-Picking: (6GC)

• Allure: 9, opens any lock.  

19: Scroll of Pickpocketing: (6GC)

• Allure: 7, picks any pocket without getting caught.
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20: Scroll of Flight: (8GC)

• Allure: 10, flee one COMBAT without taking 

any damage or losing XP.

21: Scroll of Sound Sleep: (8GC)

• Allure: 8, ignore one SLEEP ENCOUNTER.

22: Scroll of Evade Event: (8GC)

• Allure: 8, ignore one EVENT.

23: Scroll of Success: (10GC)

• Allure: 10, succeed in one Attribute Test.

24: Scroll of Great Fate: (10GC)

• Allure: 10, choose the outcome of the die roll 

after you  have  spent  a  FATE.  Restore  +2  to your FATE.
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Return to Entry 90

 

ADVENTURE SHEET

CORE ATTRIBUTES
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VIGOUR           METTLE            FETTLE
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ALLURE              FATE             EXPERIENCE 4

[image: ]

 

THIEF’S ATTRIBUTES
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LOCK-PICKING   SLEIGHT OF HAND      STEALTH        DEXTERITY
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RANK: GUILD PROGRESS TRACK
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BRAGGART: 2+         FILCHER: 6+        BIBLIOKELPT: 10+
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GAIN: SWAGGER       GAIN: SECRET SEAL     GAIN: THIEVES’ LORE
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FREEBOOTER: 14+                 ARCH-THIEF: 18+
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GAIN: PLUNDER               GAIN: BLAGGERS’ KNACK
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CORRUPT SHADY    NEUTRAL HONEST   TRUE    GOLD COGGLETS
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WEAPONS          ATTRIBUTE

[image: ]

2 DAGGERS
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OBJECTS           ATTRIBUTE
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BAG OF ABUNDANCE           Holds unlimited amount of objects

LOCK-PICK KIT: 3 Lock-picks          +1: BROKEN? No      Yes

+1: BROKEN? No     Yes +1: BROKEN? No     Yes

 

PROVISIONS: Restores +4 FETTLE per meal unless stated otherwise 

 

INCANTATION SCROLLS       ATTRIBUTE
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SCROLL OF SMALL VIGOUR       Allure: 3, +1 VIGOUR in Combat
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COMBAT ENCOUNTERS

Prepare to fight!
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My  grateful  thanks  to  Claire  Sipi who  also  proofread  the manuscript; all 100,000 words! Your generous offer was both welcome and a blessing. It did take me over two weeks to correct all of the 4309 corrections you weeded out! Time well spent. 
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A gamebook wouldn’t be a gamebook if all the entries didn’t flow and the mechanics didn’t work. My next grateful thanks is for Julian Sparrow. Your deep-dive and thorough playtest
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reassured the gameplay is both functional and enjoyable. I was, and still am, impressed by the hand-drawn entry flow chart and your multiple tab spreadsheet!
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Fantasy and sci-fi has many wise and experienced characters who guide, teach and offer advice. For Luke Skywalker there’s Yoda,  for  Frodo  there’s  Gandalf,  and  for  Harry  there’s Dumbledore. But for me, there’s Jonathan Green. Not only are your ACE gamebooks outstanding, beautifully written, and highly entertaining, you’re also a lovely, lovely bloke to boot! Thank you for your gamebook and Kickstarter guidance, of which  my  writing  would  be  the  poorer  without.  A  true inspiration  to  myself  and  I’m  sure  for  others.  Well,  I’m guessing for others too as I’ve not actually asked anyone else. But for me, yes.
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To Kill A Thief is the first gamebook that I’ve written and it wouldn’t have come to life the way it has without all of you wonderful Kickstarter Backers. You believed in me and I’m grateful for your belief, and of course, your backing. I truly hope you enjoy this adventure and think it is worth the wait.
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11-12 

11

Running hard, you manage to see the shadow snaking around the  many  people  in  the  street  and  disappearing  around  a corner into Market Square. 

You reach the corner soon enough, but stop dead as you can’t  see  the  shadow  anywhere  in  the  throng  of  the  busy market  square,  despite  your  frantic  search.  The  shadow could’ve gone anywhere but your attention is drawn to two places. You hear a metal clank, but also gasps near a market stall.

Do you explore the sewers? If so, turn to 29.

Or do you explore the roofs of the Market Square shoppes?

If so, turn to 237.

12

Needing guidance, you remember the Lantern of Hope and recall its description: ‘When all seems lost, this object will light your way.’ You feel lost at present and hope the lantern will light your way. But how?

As you look at the lantern’s ornately decorated metal frame of eight sides and hoop of metal on top for a handle, you notice something you didn’t before: the Lantern of Hope’s wick is lit. Maybe this was part of its magical qualities. Maybe it is never extinguished?

You close your eyes, hold up the lantern and ask which way leads into the mouth. Nothing. Just as you’re about to ask again, the metal hoop handle vibrates, causing you to open your eyes. Streaming from the lantern is a narrow but strong beam of magical light flecked with purple, red, and blue which stretches into the distance towards the tree on the right-hand side.

Not wanting to attract any attention, you lower the lantern

 12-14

and repeatedly thank it for showing you the way. Miraculously, it responds: the beam fades to nothing and the wick glows with a tiny orange flame, gently flickering in the night air.

Turn to 308.

13

You manage to elbow your way to the front without too much trouble. On the ground is a bloodied body with several deep wounds  to  the  chest.  You  feel  faint  as  you  stare  at  the splattered  blood  dripping  from  the  corpse’s  face.  You  are shocked as you recognise the bloodstained clothes as those of a member of the Thieves’ Guild. You wonder who it could be, and as you step closer to their contorted face, you notice a small card clasped in one of their hands. You doubt very much it’s a suicide note but just what does the card say?

Would you like to try and steal the card to find out what it

says? If so, turn to 97.

Or would you like to try and bribe one of the City Watch to

let you look at it? If so, turn to 256.

14

“Congratulations, adventurer! Follow me!” 

Gain 1 METTLE point.

You eagerly follow the flying creature into the right tunnel only to be faced with another chamber with another two tunnels and a carved grid eleven squares across by eight squares down with sets of numbers carved outside the grid, along the top and left-hand side.

Before Grocklesnook says a word, you draw out another grid on the dirt ground and look for more stones to fill the squares with.

14-15 

 

Once you are ready, turn to the entry number that appears.

If you are incorrect or fail to solve the carving puzzle, turn to

261.
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Feeling like a divine blessing would help with your task of tracking the Assassins’ Guild down, you approach one of the stone statues. Rising to over twenty feet, you recognise the imposing  figure  of  the  Smelter:  her  strong,  toned  muscles clearly defined in the arm she holds aloft with a hammer in

 15

her hand, her eyes focused on the sword taking shape on the anvil. Her wisdom and experience in her craft are evident in her stare. The years and years of practice and dedication to become a master roll down her brow in hot sweat. You feel her power controlled and put positively to work, her creativity blended with force. You know this is what you will need on your difficult journey ahead.

Kneeling down on the prayer cushion, you place your hands together in front of your face. Your mind begins to clear of all white noise and you drift into a state of light meditation. 

Roll 1d12 and receive one of the Smelter’s Blessings (You may

only pray at the Shrouded once during this adventure):

1 = Gain 1 VIGOUR

2 = Gain 1 FETTLE

3 = Gain 1 FATE

4 = Gain 1 EXPERIENCE

5 = Choose 1 INCANTATION SCROLL (see page 443) 6 = Choose ONE of the following: 

VIGOUR, FETTLE,  FATE, OR EXPERIENCE 

7 = Gain 1 VIGOUR

8 = Gain 1 FETTLE

9 = Gain 1 FATE

10 = Gain 1 EXPERIENCE

11 = Choose 2 INCANTATION SCROLLS (see page 443) 12 = Choose TWO of the following: VIGOUR, FETTLE, 

FATE, OR EXPERIENCE

A sense of serenity and peace floods your mind, body, and soul as the blessing fuses with your being. You instinctively know when to open your eyes and for the blessing to take effect.  As  you  stand,  you  are  aware  of  a  quiet  presence. Standing close by is a pleasant looking man dressed in a simple 15 

black robe, with a blue pendant of the Shrouded hanging on a thin rope around his neck denoting his Temple Monk status. He smiles calmly at you, respecting your prayer time. You greet him with a small nod and he nods in reply.

“May the Smelter forge safe paths for you,” he says, his voice soft. You thank him and wish him the same. “Are you new  to  the  Temple?”  You  tell  him  you  have  visited  on  a number  of  occasions  but  are  not  a  regular  attendee.  “The Shrouded bring peace to a hectic life. Come and light a candle so as to share their divine nature to others.” 

He points to a nearby stone slab jutting out from the wall; it is covered with the wax of several burning candles, some of which has dripped onto the floor beneath. You follow his lead as he reaches down to a wooden bucket full of candles, takes one and lights it. He places it on the slab next to the others, and whispers a short prayer. You decide to do the same and whisper for health and good fortune to all, as you place your candle next to his.

“I am Engel, a monk of the Temple,” he tells you. “Know you are welcome here whenever the sun is shining or the stars are sparkling.” 

The calmness within him is comforting and you believe you can trust him. He may be able to help you locate the Assassins’ Guild.

If  you  would  like  to  ask  the  Temple  Monk  if  he  knows

anything about the Assassins’ Guild, turn to 203.

Or, if you would rather explore the Temple further, turn to 144.
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16

With renewed hope of shelter for the night, you stride towards the hut and soon you find yourself standing in front of a white wooden structure, no more than six yards across by twelve in length. The years of rain and wind have clearly taken their toll. There is one small window to the left of the door. You peek inside, but can't see anyone inside; you hurriedly open the door as you feel spots of rain fall upon your cheek.

Inside the hut is basic but more importantly, dry. There is a simple bed at the far end, and a small table and three chairs at the other end. In the middle along the back wall there is a sturdy chimney stack. Luckily, a pile of logs rests to one side and kindling has already been set up to build a fire. You soon have a cosy fire roaring away and take a well-earned rest on the bed. 

Turn to 183.

17

Although your weapon strikes the thin man by catching him by surprise, this blow only angers him. A dark mass descends around  him; you  hear  a  sharp  cry,  and  emerging  from  the darkness are two red, glowing eyes. A huge hairy hand with long, razor-like claws whips out with lightning fast speed but you snap your face back away from danger. 

Striking with your weapon multiple times slows the beast, and eventually your attack overpowers it: chunks of its flesh hang loose as blood spurts from its many wounds. 

Finally the werewolf growls for the last time; his lifeless body devoid of breath. 
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Turn to 374.

18 

18

You and Roow reach the wide open plateau of Broken Tail Pass  without  incident  and  spy  an  entrance  to  a  cave. Childhood stories of the Great Dragon Battles between Ulre the Savage with his dragon horde and Malber the Destroyer with his dragons flood your mind. It is said the mountain range is actually the blooded and wounded bones of thousands of dragons, petrified over time. 

Dragon  Spine  Mountains  are  part  of  the  treacherous mountain range stretching the length of the land from north to south, over a thousand leagues, forming the border between Tarrius and Estrein. A dreaded and feared place where the death  toll  is  too  high  to  count;  thousands  of  steep  peaks challenge even the most experienced of adventurers. Luckily for you, the mouth of Broken Tail Pass is not as steep and allows travellers to pass in relative safety.

“Time to part our ways,” Roow unexpectedly says.

“But,” you begin, “I still need your help.”

“You  will  know  what  to  do  from  here.  You  will  meet another who will lead you further.” 

You  choke  back  tears  as you've  become  rather  fond  of Roow and his guidance, but you aren’t going to argue with his decision. You thank him for his services and bid him farewell. Alone and facing the cave entrance, your mind drifts to the legends of the mountains.

Wizards, magicians, witches, and myth-mages all claim that the magic that exists in Edra is from these ancient dragons: their powerful magic slowly seeped from their bodies and into the ether. Over thousands of years, most of the large ancient dragons died out. It is claimed the caves within Dragon Spine Mountains have echoes of magic in the rocks and in the air.

You  step  inside  the  cave:  it  feels  warm  and  strangely comforting. The glow from the crystals in the rock walls lights your way, and a blue and purple hue covers everything within

 18-19

the cave. Cautiously you search for any potential dangers but find nothing. You notice a tunnel entrance at the back of the cave and make your way towards the smallish gap. Just as you do, you hear a few small rocks hit the cave wall. Instinctively you stop, looking from side to side and behind you but see nothing.  Relaxing, you  take  another  step.  Once  again,  the sound of rocks falling stops you. This time you hear a giggle but still see nothing. You call out, asking if anyone is there. Silence. You sigh and take another step. 

“Welcome, adventurer!” says a high-pitched voice from the shadows. 

Turn to 48.
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19

With  the  magical  energy  sparking  and  pulsating  though Goldhawk’s body, you see the inner battle he is facing. The Arch-Thief is gaining control!

The streams of manna begin to converge as Goldhawk pulls together  his  hands:  sparks  fly  and  magic  crackles  as  the familiar oval shape of swirling colours forms. The Council members gasp with worried looks on their faces. 

“Do not fear; Falco Goldhawk is in control now. He has mastery of the Crown!” you declare. 

The portal grows in size as he widens his hands; glimpses of  other  worlds  show  themselves,  tantalising  through  the coloured swirls. The light from Goldhawk’s eyes fades until once again he can see normally; his hands remain stretched 19 

forward until the streams from his fingertips stop too. The portal is free standing, floating in the air. Everybody in the room gasps in astonishment.

Goldhawk  laughs  and  pats  you  hard  on  the  back.  “My thief!” he roars, his eyes never leaving the entrancing portal. “You have brought us a great gift! The Guild will never forget!”

You nod in acknowledgement. 

“You need rewarding,” Goldhawk states. He motions for one of the Council members to come closer and whispers into his ear. He scurries away with haste. 

“You have given our Guild the power to explore unknown realms, unknown dimensions, to discover new lands, peoples, beings.  And  to  rob  them  all!”  the  Arch-Thief  cries.  The Council clap their approval. You suspect the power of the Crown is already corrupting Goldhawk but you keep these thoughts to yourself. 

The Council member scurries back beside the Arch-Thief and whispers in his ear. You hear heavy footsteps behind you and a heavy wooden chest being placed onto the floor next to you.

“You have given the Thieves’ Guild a great service. With the Crown of Chaos we can wage war upon the King! We can master time and space itself!” The Council members cheer.

“We  shall  strike  revenge  for  the  murder  of  Craggy  Six-Fingers, Tallin Brokenbridge, and Argan Lightfoot,” Goldhawk says. “But we shall honour you tonight with a feast, a feast fit for a king!” The Council members burst into laughter. “Your reward is two thousand gold cogglets!”

You thank the Arch-Thief and see the heavy chest, now open, showing more gold cogglets than you’ve ever seen in your life. You grab as much gold as you can with both hands and walk triumphantly into the tavern lounge. You spy Matilda behind the bar, wink, and say, “I told you I’d pay off my tab!” For once, Matilda is gob-smacked and tears begin to roll from

 19-20

her eyes.

Cheers of celebration ring loud throughout the room as you smile with joy, soaking in the adoration. With joy in your heart, your adventure ends here. 

20

Your weapon cuts deep into the anaconda's flesh, and its head thrashes uncontrollably as it attempts to strike you again. You easily  dodge  this  half-hearted  attack  and  with  one,  hefty swing, your weapon cuts through the snake’s head with ease. 

Stumbling backwards, tears of relief fill your eyes. Your heart is beating faster than a marching drum leading men into battle. With a huge sigh, you slump to the ground, exhausted. To your astonishment, the dead snake crumbles to dust, and is blown away by the breeze. What trickery is this? You stagger back onto your tired feet and stare in amazement as you see the snake once more wrapped around the bear!

Was this just my imagination? You shake your head: the pain in your body and your dripping blood strangely reassures you that your fight was real. 

Add 1 EXPERIENCE POINT on your Adventure Sheet.

You CANNOT loot this body. It’s not there!

You  feel  that  reading  the  stone  inscription  may  contain answers to this magic.

Turn to 293.
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21

Seizing your chance, you snatch the Crown from the floor and stuff it quickly into your Bag of Abundance. You turn to leave, hoping  the  commotion  surrounding  the  Grand  Thief Extraordinaire will be an excellent distraction. You run across the tavern and are close to leaving through the front door when your legs are hit by a long pike, knocking you flat on your face. 

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  DEXTERITY

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 154. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your DEXTERITY Attribute,

you succeed: turn to 279. 

22

The agony you feel is unbearable as the Crown rejects you. A thousand magical daggers stab into your mind causing pain like nothing you’ve felt before. You scream with pain as you try to rip the Crown from your head. Despite your pulls and tugs, the Crown stays firmly fixed on your head as you drop to your knees, writhing in agony. “Please have mercy upon me!” you shout as the corrupting energy stabs through your body. 

You slump to the ground, unable to free yourself from the Crown  or  the  deadly  magic  running  through  your  broken body. Sadly, your adventure ends here.
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 23

23

“I have something that may be of help,” you declare as you fumble around in your Bag of Abundance. You quickly locate the Crown of Chaos and pull it out of your bag. The spirits move excitedly towards you for a closer look.

“The Crown of Chaos…” you begin.

“We know of this object,” the spirits say. “It bridges realms, but we thought it lost.”

The spirits begin circling you as you hold the Crown to show them. Hot to the touch, you hang onto it but wonder what is happening. 

Suddenly,  bright  white  light  streams  from  the  Crown’s points and forms a circle of magic high in the air.

“We thank you for your help, kind traveller. We have a way home,” the spirits say, and one by one they float through the portal. You bid them farewell as they do so. Once the last of them passes through, the portal snaps shut and you are left holding the crown in silence. 

You feel the church has a lighter atmosphere as you put the Crown safely back into your bag. With joy in your journey-hardened heart, you find a pew in good condition to settle down for the night. Your energy is drained.  

Turn to 233.
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24

Roow  leads  you  through  a  series  of  tumbledown  streets, occasionally avoiding some and doubling back if you spot any other people. “Can never be sure they’ve not turned putrid.” 

Eventually, you arrive safely on the outskirts of the city, and clamber over a ruined wall. Ahead are fields with hills in the background. Or  are  they  mountains? You  can  see  a  dense forest in the distance. 

“Where are we heading?” you ask.

“To speak with a wise and ancient Warlock,” is all Roow replies.

You decide not to push him for more information and set off, content for him to lead the way along a thin, worn, dirt path which skirts a large cornfield. You marvel at the height and size of the corn and soon fall into a steady rhythm next to the pookah. 

With  the  skies  blue  and  cloudless, you  enjoy  the walk, happy to be away from the dangers of the abandoned city. The fields  change  from  corn  to  climbing  beans  to  cucumber. Insects chirp, bees buzz and before long, several hours pass. 

“Lunch!” Roow declares and from nowhere he is holding a large picnic hamper and a gingham tablecloth. He proceeds to lay the cloth on a grassy patch just off the path and places the hamper down, flipping the lid and unpacking the food.

“Pies,  meaty  tubes,  scaledrake  snacks,  cheese  and  ham sandwiches cut into triangles?” Roow offers with pride. 

You can barely contain your delight and tuck into the tasty feast, joking and laughing, welcoming the light relief after all you have been through.

Replenish 3 FETTLE points to the Adventure Sheet.

“I meant to ask, why do you think the portals are connected to the Crown of Chaos?”

 24

“Ah,  the  Crown  is  no  ordinary  crown.  The  god  Urcy ordered his blacksmith, Radax, to forge a crown so powerful that the wearer would rule over all other gods. Urcy named it the Crown of Aeon. But not everything runs according to plan, even for the gods. With the Crown of Aeon, Urcy had dominance over all other deities but he was not satisfied. He commanded that the realm of Edra should be be reflective of the realm of gods, but a physical manifestation, and that the gods should rule over them and he should rule over all and all should be well.

“However, Chaos was not pleased and little by little, Chaos’ magic crept into hidden corners here and there, crept into the shadows and darkness, crept into the hearts and minds of the creatures,  and  tiptoed  through  life  disrupting,  disturbing, displacing Fate and Destiny. 

“Secretly Chaos infused her chaos magic into the Crown of  Aeon,  and  Urcy  transformed:  reason,  logic,  rationality slipped  from  his  mind,  replaced with  the  ever  intensifying chaotic magic. And then Chaos was pleased.

“As  for  the  Crown  of  Chaos?  Mercy  hid  it  deep within caves, protected, unbound, and free, ensuring a little piece of chaos magic is eternally alive. Those who seek its power have to  travel  through  the  Valley  of  Ice,  a  mysterious  and treacherous place. Only an Amulet of Eternity protects those foolish enough to step foot in the valley.”

“And you are leading me to the Valley of Ice?”

“Not quite; first we must head to the Cursed Glade,” Roow says, pointing to the large forest up ahead. You help Roow pack up the remains of the picnic and just as suddenly as it arrived, it disappears in front of your eyes. He winks at you and presses on. You start to follow with a sense of impending doom in the pit of your stomach.

Turn to 284.

25 

25

“A born Logi-mage master!” Grocklesnook says with glee. You follow  him  as  he  leads  you  into  the  left  tunnel.  To  your disappointment, the tunnel leads to another chamber with another  Logi-mage  puzzle  carved  on  the wall. Two  doors stand  side  by  side  at  the  far  end,  both  flanked  by  stone gargoyles perched on pedestals. Neverending tests?

You scan the chamber for a stick to begin drawing in the dirt when you hear a loud scraping of stone on stone. Spinning around, you see the two gargoyles step down from their resting places and thud towards you. 

Prepare to fight!

Fight each GARGOYLE separately.

You cannot take FLIGHT or LOOT the body.

1st GARGOYLE:

VIGOUR: 10        FETTLE: 10

2nd GARGOYLE:

VIGOUR: 15        FETTLE: 15

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

If you kill both the GARGOYLES mark down 4 Experience

Points on your Adventure Sheet and then turn to 302.

If you lose, turn to 272.
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...you hear a loud scraping of stone on stone. 26 

26

“Congratulations, adventurer! Follow me!” 

Gain 1 METTLE point.

You eagerly follow the flying creature into the left tunnel, only to be faced with another chamber with another two tunnels and a carved grid eleven squares across by eight squares down with sets of numbers carved outside the grid, along the top and left-hand side.

Before Grocklesnook says a word, you draw out another grid on the dirt ground and look for more stones to fill the squares with. 
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Once  you  are  ready,  turn  to  the  entry  number  that  you discovered. 

If you are incorrect or fail to solve the carving puzzle, turn to 25.

 2  7
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27

You manage to make your way to Craggy Six-Fingers’ house, despite your reluctance to speak with his wife and children. The grief you feel will be nothing compared to theirs.

Craggy’s  house  is  a  modest  two  storey,  semi-detached dwelling with a neatly kept front garden. You notice the wisp of smoke rising from the chimney stack and swallow hard. There’s no putting this off.

You knock gently on the front door and you don’t have to wait long as it slowly opens a crack. You see Craggy’s wife, Meliora, stare out, nod, and open the door. You don’t say anything  as  you  enter  the  house  and  follow  her  into  the warmth of the kitchen. Her two children sit silently on chairs either side of the hearth; it is clear they have been told of Craggy’s death.

Meliora offers you a drink but you decline. She continues to pour one for herself and sits by the hearth, beckoning for you to sit down too.

“He was a good man, Meliora,” you say, unsure how to offer comfort.  She  nods.  “He was  always  proud  of you  and  the children.” You let the silence take over for several moments. Memories of Craggy flood your mind. Her soft voice breaks through your thoughts. 

“I don’t understand. He never hurt anyone. Doesn’t make sense.” You see the pain and anguish on her face.

You nod and ask if he had mentioned anything suspicious in the last week or so.

27-28 

“He did say he’d been followed but he laughed it off.” Typical Craggy. You wonder what to ask her.

If you’d like to ask her if he saw who it was, turn to 80.

Or if you would like to ask when this happened, turn to 278.
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Colours swirl in front of your eyes as magic sparks fly about: your  body  temperature  increases,  and  you  hear  crackling noises all around. You feel the Crown loosen from your head and you  see  it  float  up  into  the  magical  mist  of  the  portal vortex. Brilliant white light shines forth from its points and you feel your body starting to be squeezed.

Slowly, the light grows bigger and wider, fusing into an oval shape. Another  portal?  Somehow you  manage  to  grab  the Crown before the blinding light intensifies.

Roll 1d12 and follow the result to find out where the portal teleports you to:

1-6 = Hidden Valley, turn to 89.

7-12 = Ruins, turn to 141.
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29

Thinking the metal clank you heard was the sewer cover falling back into place, you quickly equip yourself with your thieves’ tools and manage to lift the sewer cover and squeeze yourself down the hole. 

The darkness swamps your eyes but you press on down the ladder until you reach the bottom with a hard ‘thud’. Turning around, you feel the splash of water against your legs and set off cautiously into the darkness, not knowing if your search will be fruitful. 

With each step, the squelching mud slows your progress. You are thankful for the narrow shafts of light streaming from above each time you pass beneath a sewer cover. After what seems like hours of wandering, twisting this way and that, you wonder  if  you’ve  made  a  mistake. Has  the  shadow  figure escaped on the roofs of the shoppes instead?

Losing heart and with your pace slowing, you decide to rest for a few moments to catch your breath under the light of one of the narrow shafts. To your horror you see a yellow, thick, sticky substance about thigh high on both sides of the sewer walls. You look a little distance ahead and see a few objects poking up from the shallow water. With slow steps you gently wade through the water, careful not to disturb the foul liquid any more than needed. The objects are what you suspected: bones!

Time to leave and quickly, you think, but as you turn to leave you hear the repulsive sound of skin scraping against brick. Your heart races as you know what is coming towards you from behind: a giant sewer wyrm! 

In your panic you stumble; your left foot catches a loose cobble stone and you crash into the foul water, slamming into the ground. You swallow a mouthful of raw sewage and retch violently. Knowing your fate, you twist around, scrambling to pull your weapon from its sheath. Lumbering towards you is
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Your heart races as you know what is coming towards you from behind: a giant sewer wyrm!
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the gigantic sewer wyrm, its mouth full of sharp teeth snapping again and again, as slimy, thick, ooze drips to the ground.

Prepare to fight!

GIGANTIC SEWER WYRM:

VIGOUR: 8        FETTLE: 10

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

If you kill the Gigantic Wyrm mark down 1 EXPERIENCE

POINT on your Adventure Sheet and then turn to 157.

If you lose, turn to 212.

30

The elder fae signals you to follow. You leave the table to walk behind, eager to see another portal. To your surprise, you are led to the entrance you entered the clearing by. 

“You’ve already travelled through our portal.” As the elder fae speaks, a bright light with swirling colours glows in front of you, growing in size until it is big enough to walk through. 

“We cannot let you leave!” Her words cut through the air and you find yourself dancing uncontrollably to the fiddle that is now playing a rousing jig. The portal snaps shut and is gone.

You realise you’ll have to fight magic with magic. 

If you have the FLUTE OF FLIGHT turn to 147.

If  not, you  have  no  choice  but  to wear  the  CROWN  OF

CHAOS. Turn to 286.
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Knowing  the  way,  you  quickly  find  yourself  in  the  ante-chamber outside the King’s Court. With one firm twist of the door  handles,  you  push  the  doors  open.  You  see  a  few courtiers look your way and you stifle a laugh when you notice the confusion on their faces.

Walking the length of the chamber, you reach the King sitting on a grand marble throne. As usual, the King’s Advisor sits lower down on a simple wooden chair to the right of the King. 

You listen to the farmer who is asking for help to harvest his crops due to his son passing away. The King asks further questions then nods to his Advisor. 

“You shall have one worker, issued gratis, from the King until the harvest is in,” the Advisor states. The farmer bows and thanks the King profusely, backing away from the throne.

Just as you hear the order for the next citizen to be called forth, you notice that the invisibility spell is beginning to wear off. You see your feet, legs, arms, hands and then torso come back into view. Several of the King’s Guards approach you with their pikes pointing at you.

The King’s laugh relieves the tense stand-off.

“My  thief! You  have  returned!  Or  should  I  call you  my jester?” the King’s voice booms as he waves away the guards who step back into position.

“My king,” you say as you bow low.

“You have done well to return unscathed,” the King replies.

“I assure you, my king, unscathed not so, but alive, yes,” you state, trying not to contradict the King.

“Alive but successful?” the King’s voice lowers.

You hesitate to answer. This is your last chance to decide where your loyalty lies. With the King? With Falco Goldhawk, the Grand Thief Extraordinaire? Or, maybe you have other ideas?
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If you would like to give the King the Crown of Chaos, turn

to 9.

Or, would you like to claim the crown is a myth and there is

no Crown? If so, turn to 126.

32

Tired  and  hungry  you  trudge  on,  exhausted  from  your encounter with the goblin, and shocked by finding Craggy Six-Fingers’  body. Your  feet  are  soaked  and  stinking  from  the sewage water,  and you  are  thrilled  to  spy  a  chunk  of  stale bread that appears to be on a dry area of ground. 

If  you  would  like  to  eat  the  stale  bread,  replenish  2

FETTLE. Or if you would rather not risk it and eat one of

your  own  PROVISIONS  (if  you  have  any),  replenish  4

FETTLE. 

Satisfied with your short rest, you press on and soon you find yourself lock-picking the Apprentice Door once more. 

Turn to 168.

33

With haste, you tip-toe across the kitchen flagstones, your senses  on  high  alert.  Ducking  between  tables,  you  are confident you will reach the door only yards away without being caught. 

You spring to your feet and reach for the door. 

“What have we here?” A booming voice catches you by surprise. Stumbling on the step out of the kitchen you fall to the floor, bruising your face as your head smacks on stone. 

“An  intruder?  Dear  me,  don’t you  know what we  do  to those who trespass?” You see a hefty man in white clothing, a tall hat atop his head, sharpening two knives together. 

“Extra  meat  on  the  menu,  boys!”  he  laughs  as you  feel 33-35 

pointed teeth sink into your arm, and hear the growls of the kitchen  dogs,  feasting  on  your  juicy  flesh.  Sadly,  your adventure ends here.

34

Using all your mental energy, you manage to break free from the hold the strange cries had over you. Shaking your head, you focus on the path and put one foot in front of the other as you set off walking. It takes all of your concentration to keep to the path, but the more steps you take, the easier it is to resist the lure of the cries.

Turn to 398.

35

Wounded, bleeding, exhausted, near death, you rally for one last attack! Somehow your weapon finds flesh and you drive hard, ignoring the screeches and blood splatter over you. One last  push  and  the  creature  falls  to  the  dirt.  Catching your breath,  you  hear  the  blood-thirsty  spectators  scream  and cheer! 

As you pull your weapon free, all eyes are on the King in his Royal Seat. Slowly he turns his thumb up. A colossal cheer ripples through the crowd; the noise is deafening. Breathing hard, you’re unsure what this means. Surely this is the end of the trial?

Two arena guards appear from nowhere and escort you back through the metal doors. The cheers and screams fade as  you  pass  through  the  exit  and  back  into  the  holding chamber.

The two guards remain silent but strip you of your weapon and  bundle your  belongings  into your  hands. A  dismissive wave of a guard’s hand tells you that you are free to leave. 
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Remove Arena Weapon from the Adventure Sheet and note that you have all of your belongings once more.

Somewhat dazed and injured, you stagger from the arena and into the near-empty street. Those that do pass give you a wide berth,  not  wanting  to  get  involved.  Despite  your  physical condition, you limp towards the Guilds’ Entrance to leave the Palace boundary. The guards wave you through but pay no attention to your wounds; it’s not their problem. No sympathy any more, you grumble as you enter the city quarters. 

Turn to 363.

36

Running hard, you keep up with the woman as best you can. Suddenly  she  stops  and  signals  for  you  to  crouch.  Your breathing is fast and uncontrolled; once again she puts her finger to her lips. You stay stock still, listening, unsure what for. 

“Estrild  Blount,”  she  whispers.  “We’re  in  grave  danger. Come on!” She springs into a sprint once more and you barely see her as she disappears through the long grass. The grass whips your face, slowing your progress but you keep pace with her, just. Who is this woman? Why rescue me? Thoughts of this  nature  swirl  and  swarm  your  mind  as  the  relentless running continues. You notice the grass is now only thigh-high and  doesn't  hide  you  any  more;  however,  Estrild  keeps moving.   

Looking back you see the tall grass swaying in the wind and to your relief, no pursuers. Up ahead you spot several large stone  mounds. You  see  Estrild waving  to you  to  hurry  up before she suddenly vanishes from your sight. She went into the stones?

As you approach you see a low slim slit, with no door. You 36-37 

plunge yourself into the darkness, hoping to see Estrild on the other side. 

“This way,” you hear her say, as you edge along the narrow passageway. You see a small flame burst into life as Estrild lights her tinderbox. 

“Useful for hiding, these cairns,” she says as she looks you straight in the eye.

“I’m sure the dead won’t mind,” you reply, a thin smile on your lips. 

“The dead have lived their life, we haven’t. We have to stay here while  they  lose  our  scent.”  Just who  ‘they’  are  is  still unclear. You thank Estrild for saving your life and ask if there is anything you can do for her. She shakes her head. “The Cult of the Seed, they call themselves. Everyone else calls them  by  more  derogatory  names.  You  were  lucky  I  was passing. They would’ve ‘woven’ you back into nature,” she says, pulling a hunk of crusty bread from her bag. “Bind, burn, scatter. Bind you to nature, burn your flesh and scatter your ashes for the regrowth of the grass.”

She reaches out her hand and offers a chunk of bread to you. Should you trust her? Does she know of the Warlock or the Crown of Chaos?

If you trust Estrild, turn to 289.

If you don’t trust Estrild, turn to 128.

37

Never tired of picking a lock, you pack your tools away and open the gate, which creaks as you shut it behind you. What lies ahead almost takes your breath away. 

At a guess, you count at least thirty tall floor candle holders lining the stone walls, lighting the interior with ease. Several tables, bookcases, wooden chests and cabinets are scattered
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across the space without an obvious order. Glass flasks, test tubes,  astrolabes,  armillary  spheres,  sundials,  quadrants, nocturnals, compendia and surveying instruments litter the tables and storage areas. 

Awestruck with the amount of equipment being used, you search to see if there is any evidence connecting the Assassins’ Guild  with  the  murders  of  the  Thieves’  Guild  members. Liquids bubbling, plants and herbs chopped, detailed writing on experiments all impress you but you have a nasty feeling these are for corrupt purposes. You spot a straw mattress in the far corner. Is there someone living here?

Stepping  further  into  the  basement, you  feel  a  sense  of unease. Am I being watched? Dismissing this feeling, you edge around  a  corner  and  are  surprised  to  see  a  strange  altar surrounded  by  candles,  gold  cups,  gemstones  and  gold cogglets.     

Needing hard proof, you wonder what to examine first— one of the tables covered in letters, notes, scrawlings, and diagrams, or the strange altar?

If you’d like to examine the letters, turn to 82.

Or, would you rather examine the strange altar? Turn to 358. 

38

Delicately,  you  ask  Madame  Marcellus  if  she’s  heard  any rumours regarding the Assassins’ Guild. She looks at you intensely as if reading your aura. Her wrist bangles  jangle  as  she  motions  you  closer.  “Heard  many  a rumour. Specifically?”

You tell Madame Marcellus of the murders in the Thieves’ Guild. She winces in sympathy. 

“I’ve  heard  these  were  no  accidents  but  planned  and ordered,” she says, weighing up the truth to your story. “But I

38 

wouldn’t want to interfere with Assassins’ Guild business, no. Stay out of it is my advice!”

You stare silently, waiting for her to say more.

Roll 1d12 and if you roll higher than your METTLE Attribute,

your luck runs out: turn to 175. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your METTLE Attribute, you succeed: continue reading.

As you wait, Madame Marcellus produces an object and holds it out to you. 

“Great forging of magic in the olden days,” she begins, and shows you an ornately decorated pocket-watch. She flips the lid, and dancing in front of your eyes is a three-dimensional holographic image of a large manor house. In the foreground you can see a stone bridge. 

“This was created in the days before Ferrum’s Forge was a city. The village was basic but many myth-mages lived nearby. The Assassins’ Guild built the large manor house, or lodge as they have named it, to be their place of gathering.”

The  bridge  seems  familiar  yet  different.  It’s  Warriors’ Bridge!  This  leads  out  of  the  city  and  into  Dragon  Spine Mountains.

You thank Madame Marcellus for her help but decline to buy the pocket-watch. Not knowing whether she's annoyed that you didn't buy the watch, you say goodbye and she bids you safe travels.

If you’d like to head straight for the Assassins’ Guild Lodge,

turn to 76.

To pray at Temple, turn to 330.

To join the Shrouded, turn to 377.

Or, to join the gathering crowd to receive Alms, turn to 239.
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Nothing  impedes  your  progress  as  you  sneak  successfully through  the  remaining  garden  and  onto  the  large  stone flagstones leading to the back wall of the lodge. You survey the windows, looking for the easiest way in. 

Trying  not  to  be  seen,  you  edge  towards  a  basement window and look through the small glass panes. The darkness within  prevents  you  from  seeing  what’s  inside.  You  move swiftly to the next window along; this is a large window and you slowly rise up to peek in. You can see that it is a working kitchen  with  pots  and  pans  on  the  stove  and  hear  loud clattering and chopping.

If you think it’s best to gain entry via the basement window,

turn to 67.

Or, you may think it best to gain entry via the kitchen window.

If so, turn to 329.

40

Your  stealth  skills  are  second-to-none  as you  successfully sneak your way to the left-hand tree. The oak is magnificently sturdy, its trunk at least ten feet wide and over one hundred feet tall. You’ve always loved nature but city life prevents such indulgences.  

You feel your way around the trunk, its bark rough to the touch,  looking  to  see  if  there  is  a  hidden  door  or  secret passageway. But try as you might, you find nothing unusual. This tree is simply an oak tree and your hunch is wrong. 

Would you like to examine the other tree? If so, turn to 308.

Or, would you rather not bother and explore another part of

the garden instead? If so, turn to 160.

41 
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Slipping back around the corner, you retrieve the scroll and snap  the  incantation  seal  to  start  the  casting  ritual.  The familiar ancient secret language of the magical Thieves’ Cant, known as Rogue’s Argot, rolls off your tongue, the magical words growing louder and louder as you speak them.

Once the spell is firmly in your memory, you close your eyes and recite the magic one more time. With a low crackling sound, sparkles of bright light of blues, reds, and purples fire from the scroll straight into your body, unlocking the scroll’s power. Your head jolts backwards as you feel the effects of the magic surge through your being. You smile as you see your hands slowly fade from sight, followed by your arms, legs, feet, torso, and you assume, your head. 

Unsure of how long you will stay invisible for, you stride confidently  around  the  corner  once  more,  and  straight towards the guard. He is oblivious to your footsteps as you twist the door handle and open the door.

Before he can react you close the door, hoping he didn’t notice. Acting fast, you scan the room not knowing how long you’ll have undisturbed. The chamber is palacious with lush red velvet curtains and lavish gold décor; there is a scribe's desk in the centre of the room with a kline close by. Work and rest, you think, as you cross the plush rug to see what letters are on the desk.

Just as you pick up the top missive, the door opens and you see  the  guard  with  a  puzzled  expression  on  his  face. Still invisible! The guard steps into the chamber; not wanting to risk getting caught, you cleverly hide the letter under your clothing and you spy another door at the far end of the room. Slowly you move towards it.

The guard steps further into the room. No choice but to see what’s on the other side!

Turn to 224.
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You see the disappointment in his eyes and begin to feel sorry for  him,  but  soon  squash  that  thought:  a  thief  cannot  be sentimental when treasures are involved. You show him the Amulet of Eternity as proof that you have indeed seen the Warlock. This, however, is your undoing.

“Ha! Thief! You take me for a fool? Should I not be wearing my jester’s hat?” the King accuses. “The fact you have the Amulet is proof of nothing! You saw the Warlock, as your truth be told, but then you entered the Valley of Ice and stole the Crown of Chaos for yourself!” 

“No, no, my King! That is not what happened!” you protest, but it is too late. 

“Seize  him  and  his  belongings!”  The  King  snaps  to  his guards who rush to your side and grab your arms. One guard rips your Bag of Abundance from you and another takes your weapons. 

With your bag firmly in the King’s hands, he tears it open and reaches in. Mere seconds later, he pulls the Crown free.

“A-ha! What  have we  here?  Deceiver!  Leasing-monger! Scobberlotcher!,” the King says as his anger boils over. “You dare to rob from me? You will be flayed to an inch of your life! Take him away!”

“No! No!” Please, I beg of you, your majesty!” you plead, but your request goes unheeded as you are led away to the dungeons by two burly guards. 

You kick and struggle to free yourself but it is in vain. You see the King lift the Crown of Chaos high above his head and begin to lower it just as the large double doors of the chamber slam shut. Sadly, your adventure ends here.
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Overcoming the urge to continue your quest so you make as much  money  as  you  can,  you  find  a  merchant  of  magical objects and ask, “Buying?”

“What you got, traveller?” the gruff goblin grunts, his green pointy ears twitching.  

You  fumble  around  in your  Bag  of Abundance;  quickly locate the Crown of Chaos and pull it out of your bag. Gasps ripple  from  nearby  stall  holders  and  you  can  tell  they  are impressed.

“The Crown of Chaos…” you begin.

“I know what it is, but this is a fake!” the goblin barks. “Get it out of my sight!”

“It’s genuine,” you rebuke. 

“Prove it!”

You place it on your head and instantly brilliant, bright white  light  streams  from  your  eyes,  and  your  arms  snap outwards as the light streams from your fingertips. Slowly you bring all the streams together and a small oval shape forms. Coloured lights begin to swirl within as the shape grows in size.

“Sard!”  the  goblin  curses.  The  other  goblin  merchants crowd around you, everyone's focus on the Crown. The goblin you spoke with suddenly reaches out and pushes you to the ground, “Mine now!” He reaches for the Crown and tries to prise it from your head. The bright light jolts to a stop. 

Sensing a legendary artefact is up for grabs, chaos erupts and several goblin hands push and pull, elbows barge, feet kick, daggers are drawn. The Crown is torn from your head as you struggle to stand. A kick to the face ensures you fall to the ground. You see a flash of steel and feel an excruciating pain in your stomach. Blood drips onto the dirt. You are kicked over and over again as the goblins scramble to claim the Crown of Chaos for themselves. It is not long before their shouts fade and darkness fills your soul. Sadly, your adventure ends here.
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You see your opportunity to run for the metal gate. However, the mocking laugh from the tall man catches you off guard. 

“You are a fool, thief!” As his words ring in your ears the man  before  you  begin  to  grow  in  statue.  Thick,  black  fur rapidly grows and covers his skin; his bones crunch and grind as his clothes rip and tear away from his hulking body. You are now face-to-face with a FANG BEAR!

Prepare to fight!

You cannot take FLIGHT or LOOT the body.

FANG BEAR:

VIGOUR: 10        FETTLE: 12

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

If you kill the FANG BEAR, mark down 1 EXPERIENCE

POINT on your Adventure Sheet and then turn to 122.

If you lose, turn to 47.

45

“I have proof,” you say while grabbing the two letters from your Bag of Abundance, pulling them out in clear view before you  are  stopped,  “of  who  committed  the  Thieves’  Guild murders and,” you pause and carefully watch the King’s face, “who ordered the killings.”

You swear you see the King flinch as one of the guards takes them from you and hands them to the Advisor who in turn, hands them to the King.  

The King begins to read the letters, deep in concentration. He shifts uneasily on the throne. Sweat falls from your brow. Now or never, you think. Will he believe me? What will he do
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The god Urcy ordered his blacksmith, Radax, to forge a crown so powerful that the wearer would rule over all other gods.
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now I’ve discovered the truth? Maybe this was a terrible idea?

Unexpectedly, the King stands. His fine robes drape down from his lap and barely touch the floor. His height is apparent, well over six feet, and he is muscular and healthy, his eyes sharp and focused. The crown on his head is like an extension of his being. No wonder he is known as the Warrior King.

“You  have  performed  a  great  service  for  us,”  he  says, descending  the  throne  steps,  “for  which  you  will  be handsomely rewarded as a token of our appreciation.” The King is a matter of yards from you, still towering over you. “Provided you have kept this to yourself and told no one else?”

Cautiously you confirm you haven’t and you see the King relax, a broad smile flashing across on his face. “If we find you have been lying to us it won’t be... pleasant for you.”

You nod, not sure where this conversation is leading.

“I’m glad you understand,” he says, his eyes still fixed on you. 

“As you have discovered the Royal Court’s agreement with the  Assassins’  Guild,  my  first  instinct  is  to  have  you dismembered, your head placed on a spike and displayed for all to see on Warrior’s Bridge,” the King says glancing at his Advisor. "However, we have a rather more civilized offer for you.”

“I am grateful,” you manage.

“Although the maps we flooded the city with are indeed fake, a grain of truth lies within. The Crown of Chaos is no myth.  In  the  Aeon  age,  the  gods  were  at  war  within  the heavenly realms for hundreds of years, fighting for control of the  world  we  cannot  see.  The  god  Urcy  ordered  his blacksmith,  Radax,  to  forge  a  crown  so  powerful  that  the wearer would rule over all other gods.”

The King moves enthusiastically in front of a lectern by the side of the throne and begins reading. 

“After many long hours, days and weeks, Radax had forged 45 

a crown of immense power, known as the Crown of Aeon. Urcy was pleased with what he saw and greedily placed it upon his head. He felt the magic surge through his being and thus his dominance over all other deities was secured.

“Although Urcy was supreme ruler, he was not satisfied. He commanded that the realm of Edra should be made to reflect the realm of gods, but a physical manifestation, and that the gods would rule over the people and he would rule over all, and all would be well. 

“And so Edra was made: creatures were moulded from the clay; and trees, mountains, rivers, and seas were also crafted to provide food and shelter for the creatures. And all was well. Until something unexpected happened. 

“Some creatures evolved over thousands of years; creatures who could speak in sophisticated tongues, who grasped the use of tools and who constructed shelters for themselves. All was not well, for Urcy had not directly created these creatures. Even though they began worshipping the gods, Urcy needed to rule over these creatures and so he asked Radax to infuse more magic within his crown. 

“Radax refused, insisting the crown would destroy Urcy, but  his  pleas were  ignored  and  Radax  fused  the  purest  of magic into the precious gold, platinum, metals and gemstones until no more would fuse.

“Once satisfied, Urcy placed the crown upon his head and

his control over the speaking creatures was complete. And he was pleased. Fate and Destiny were on his side. But Chaos refused to be silenced. Little by little, Chaos’ magic crept into hidden corners here and there, crept into the shadows and darkness, and crept into the hearts and minds of the creatures and tiptoed through life disrupting, disturbing, displacing Fate and Destiny. 

“Secretly, Chaos infused her chaos magic into the Crown of  Aeon  and  Urcy  transformed.  Reason,  logic,  rationality
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slipped  from  his  mind,  replaced with  the  ever-intensifying chaotic magic. And Chaos was pleased.

“Once, where order had reigned, chaos now ruled. Once, where  symmetry  had  occurred,  chaos  now  formed.  Once, where harmony had lived, chaos now breathed and the grip of Fate and Destiny fell. 

“Angered by Chaos, Urcy banished her to the Whispering Hills within the land of Scragmos, but still her chaos magic seeped out. Urcy’s lust for power blinded him to the source of his corruption, the crown upon his head. Eventually he relented and begged Mercy for relief, weeping as he did so. Mercy smiled upon Urcy and lifted the Crown of Chaos from his brow. 

“Exhausted and eaten from within, Urcy rested for forty days  and  forty  nights,  rising  once  more  with  clarity  and purpose. He begged the other gods for forgiveness, which was granted and he embarked upon setting the balance of Fate, Destiny and of Chaos across the Heavenly realms and the realms of Edra. 

“As  for  the  Crown  of  Chaos?  Mercy  hid  it  deep within caves, protected, unbound and free, ensuring a little piece of chaos magic is eternally alive. Those who seek its power have to  travel  through  the  Valley  of  Ice,  a  mysterious  and treacherous place. Only an Amulet of Eternity protects those foolish enough to step foot in the valley.”

The King stared at the book. Silence filled the chamber: restful, thoughtful, calm. 

“So you see, thief, the Crown of Chaos exists, a gift from the gods, from Urcy himself!” Your eyes narrow in wonder at what you are hearing. 

“And when the crown is placed on my brow, I shall rule over all of Edra and all of the heavens. You, thief, will be the bringer of my gift!

“Once you find the Crown and bring it back to me, you shall be rewarded with wealth, land, titles, and anything your 45-47 

heart desires.” You suspect this is a command rather than a choice.  However,  should you  embark  on  a  fool’s  journey? Surely the King is mad; what other proof does he have? 

Do you accept the King’s Offer? If so, turn to 314.

Or would you rather decline? If so, turn to 81.

46

Determined  to  bring  the  King  to  justice,  you  walk  in  the opposite  direction  away  from  the  Palace's  exit,  and  find yourself in a hallway with grand oil paintings of the King on the  battlefield,  heroically  leading  his  men  to  victory;  or fighting a harpy single-handedly; or looking regal on top of his throne while members of the Shrouded, guild leaders, and noblemen pay homage to their monarch.

Luckily, the hallway is empty for quite a while. You turn a corner  and  see  a  closed  door  halfway  down. The  King’s Advisor’s chambers? A perfect place to store sensitive letters. Time to find out if it’s locked!

Turn to 187.

47

You lose your footing as another swipe of the Fang Bear’s claws strikes your face, spilling your blood. You drop your weapon and the metallic sound of it hitting the ground rings in your ears. The Fang Bear roars fiercely as you scrabble to find your steel blade but alas, it is just out of reach. Feeling a strong tug on your leg, you panic as you know you won’t be able to escape the bear’s grip. Sadly, your adventure ends here.
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As you turn, you see an imp flying towards you with an impish grin, big eyes, long ears and two small horns either side of a black top hat. His chainmail armour makes a quiet clinking noise as he hovers with his large wings in front of you. You greet him politely, knowing imps can be tricky and not always trustworthy, and ask his name.

“Grocklesnook,” he says without hesitation. You notice for the first time, a small dagger and potion bottle hanging from his leather belt. “The Warlock is waiting, come, come!” He waves for you to follow him as he flies down the tunnel, his tail swaying from side to side. Feeling you’ve no choice, you swiftly follow him. 

The tunnel is roughly as tall as a cave troll and as wide as two. Dim lighting from the crystals prevents you stumbling on the gravel ground. Strange plants and vines litter the walls and you notice the air feels thicker and warmer. 

Eventually Grocklesnook leads you to a wide chamber. At the far end are two tunnels and you notice that there is some kind of carving on the left wall.  

“The true path to the Warlock is only revealed to those sharp of mind,” the imp says. “Many have failed but few have passed. I can feel in my magical bones you are worthy!” 

The  unexpected  compliment  catches  you  off  guard. Buttering me up before a fall?

“Three carvings will unlock the true path. Examine the first and look for the order of the outside sets and two numbers shall  appear  inside!  Give  me  your  answer  when  ready,” Grocklesnook says with a glint in his eye.

You walk to the carving and look at it intently. Carved deep into the rock is a grid. You count eleven squares across by eight squares down. Outside the grid and along the top and left-hand side of the grid are numbers.

48-49 

If you have the ASSASSINS’ BOOK, turn to 253.
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Once you are ready, turn to the entry number that appears. 

If you are incorrect or fail to solve the carving puzzle, turn to 179.

49

Finding a relatively quiet spot to the side of the merchant throng, you crack the incantation seal on the spell scroll and begin  the  casting  ritual.  Silently  reading  the  script  of  the magical Thieves’ Cant, known as Rogue’s Argot, you repeat the ancient secret language several times and each time you do, your voice grows louder and louder. Once the spell is firmly in your memory, you close your eyes and recite the magic one more time. 

With  a  low  crackling  sound,  sparkles  of  bright  light  of

 49

blues, reds, and purples fire from the scroll straight into your body, unlocking the scroll’s power. Your head jolts backwards as you feel the effects of the magic surge through your being. You  smile  as  you  see  your  hands  slowly  fade  from  sight, followed by your arms, legs, feet, torso, and you assume, your head. 

Unsure of how long you will stay invisible for, you stride confidently towards the Guild Entrance, mingling with the fervent merchants as you pass the guards checking their goods. Fortunately you keep from laughing a hearty laugh, reassured that they can’t see you. 

Once inside the wall, you pause for a moment to check your  visibility: still  unseen.  What’s  next? You  watch  the merchants continue to tread the path to the King’s Court, eager to show off their wares. Selling your goods to royalty obviously comes with its perks: not only can you raise your prices (not too high, though, for fear of dismissal without a sale), but you can boast when selling in Rivertwist Market that the King endorses your stock. No doubt several merchants boast this anyway regardless of the truth: everyone just wants to make a cogglet or two.

Just as you decide to keep following the merchants, you see your hands gradually reappear. Shortly afterwards your arms, legs, torso, and head reappear too. Frustrated, you’ll have to think of a new plan. You could try it on as a merchant with a fake delivery? Or claim the Thieves’ Guild have sent you with a missive for the King? 

If you’d like to follow the merchants with a fake delivery, turn

to 364.

Or, would you rather say you have a missive for the King from

the Thieves’ Guild? Turn to 68.

50-51 

50

Feeling slightly silly, you introduce yourself to the talking tree grass statue and wait for it to answer. After a moment, you laugh  at  how  foolish you’ve  been  to  even  think  the  statue would enter into a conversation with you.

Turning to leave, you hear a deep voice respond by saying your name. Spinning around, you see the broad smile of the tree, its lips cracked and twisted.

“I have not spoken to someone new in a long, long time. It is lovely to meet you,” the deep rumble of his voice vibrates through your body. 

“You can talk!” you say. 

“Indeed I can,” the talking tree replies. “I would not be much of a talking tree without talking, would I?”

You agree and ask him his name. He tells you it’s Witrich. You wonder what you should ask him next.

If you would like to ask Witrich what this circle of grass statues

is for, turn to 318.

If you would like to ask if he knows who the Warlock of Ice

Valley is, turn to 348. 

If you would like to ask about the Valley of Ice, turn to 292. 

Or, would you rather ask about the Crown of Chaos? If so,

turn to 155.

51

The boos of the crowd ring in your ears as blood spurts from your wounds. Crashing to your knees, you sense the end is near, as you've no strength to move. Let it be swift, you think as you hear the crowd jeer with frustration: they want more gore to satisfy their blood-lust.

 51-52

The ogre claws your head: the pain is unbearable, and your body falls, unable to withstand any more. As the darkness grows, you stare up at the clouds and see the vultures circling. You know what will happen next. You wait for the feast to begin. Sadly, your adventure ends here.

52

Glad to be free from the Warlocks’ tower, you find yourself in a  nearby  run-down  street.  Quickly  following  behind  you, Roow emerges from the portal. “Come on!” he says, waving you to follow as he darts down a narrow side road. Broken houses on either side crowd out the natural light. Luckily, it is a  short  road  and  soon  you  find  yourself  following  the mysterious pookah into a large round stone building. 

“A famine folly,” he says, catching his breath. “We’ll be safe here for a while.” You wonder what a famine folly is and what you’ll be safe from. You ask out of curiosity and panic.

“This city is dead. In an attempt to stop the masses from dying  they  built  several  of  these  castle  towers  in  order  to provide  relief  to  the  poor.  Eventually  there were  so  many starving people, they became overrun and abandoned.”  

You ask what he means by ‘the city is dead.’

“Just what I mean. The city is dead,” he says, slowly realising he will have to spell out the meaning to you. “All the townsfolk starved to death. Some returned as spectres, some as undead and some as ghosts, unaware they are dead.”

You’re  unsure  what  to  say  as  the  mysterious  pookah continues.  “A  strange  anomaly  has  occurred.  Pockets  of another realm have leaked into Edra and I’m here to find out why. I call it the Betwixt Realm. As far as I can tell it’s neither this world, Heaven, nor the Netherworld. But that’s not the worst of it: these pockets seem to move from place to place. Not by much, maybe half a league at a time but if they appear around you, you’re trapped. I’ve seen other travellers lost to 52-53 

the Betwixt, never to be seen again.” 

You ask him if that was what happened in the tower with the mist. He gives a slight nod and you sense he isn’t telling you the whole truth. “The question I have is, who are you and why are you here?”

Unsure how much to reveal, you tell him your name and your quest to find the Crown of Chaos, leaving out that you are a member of the Thieves’ Guild. 

“You’re not an assassin or you would have killed me by now, or at least tried. You’re dressed like a rogue or a thief. The Crown  of  Chaos!  I’ve  long  suspected  the  portals  are connected.” 

“How?”

“Ah, questions, questions. Do you trust me?” 

You think for a second, “Yes.” 

“Then follow me.”

Turn to 24.

53

Concerned by how much time you have lost, you double your efforts to make it up. The various stories and tales you have heard regarding ‘things that go “bite” in the night’ send a shiver down  your  spine.  The  wind  has  dropped  and  so  has  the temperature; you feel chilly and hope the abandoned city will be within sight soon. At least you will be able to take shelter in  a  disused  house.  The  dirt  road  is  barely  visible  with stretches non-existent and much of it covered by grass.

Just as the light is beginning to fade, like your hope, you

spy on the horizon the skyline of a cluster of houses. This must be Elwick! Your heart races with joy and you begin to jog to your destination: the safety of a ruined house might not be much but it will be better than the open skies. 

Slightly out of breath, you reach the outskirts of the city in

 53

no time. There is an eerie quietness in the air, although you feel your approach is being watched. A thin, pale green mist fills the air, masking the finer details of the city walls and gates. You step nearer and see that one of the large iron gates is damaged, and the other is hanging on one hinge. Luckily there is enough of a gap for you to edge your way into the city. As you do so you feel light-headed and out of breath.

Resting for a brief moment, you recover to see that Elwick used to be a magnificent place. A wide, open cobbled square once  welcomed  travellers,  but  the  grass  and  moss  have claimed this as their kingdom now. Either side of the square are  grand,  grey  stone  buildings with  intricate  carvings  and impressive statues adorning their walls. 

In the centre of the square is a delicately carved statue of one of the Shrouded religious deities: the Architect. Upon closer inspection you see a proud figure wearing a hooded cowl, tunic and stockings, with functional shoes, holding the master mason’s tools. In one of his hands, you recognise the level with its straight edge and a raised circle and the plumb line with a bob hanging down. In the other hand a set square, compass and chisel. 

At the base of the statue is carved the inscription:

‘Build the foundations with care for the house to stand steady’

The simplicity of the sentiment rings true with you, and you contemplate  its  deeper  meaning.  Your  thoughts  are interrupted when you hear a small commotion from a side street off the main square. You decide to investigate and upon entering the street, you are welcomed by the noise of a rowdy tavern. You are surprised to find life in this abandoned city. The warm glow of firelight spills from the windows. Maybe you can find a bed for the night.

53-54 

If you would like to explore the tavern, turn to 149. 

If you would rather avoid the tavern and find somewhere else

to sleep, turn to 242.

54

Fearing you may have already attracted too much attention, you  edge  over  to  the  basement window.  Lying  prone, you reach down to your belt and withdraw your lock-pick tools. The  top  of  the  basement  lead-framed  window  is  exposed above the brickwork but luckily the lock is now at your eye level. Saliva fills your mouth like a hungry man about to eat a tasty pie! You quickly spot that the window has a pin tumbler lock, which is harder to pick than the common warded lock.

Carefully inserting your torsion wrench, you begin to slowly manipulatle the components. A double-sided pin tumbler! you observe. No  self-respecting  Assassins’  Guild  would  have anything less! Your mind drifts back to your childhood when your dad taught you the noble art of lock-picking. 

“Slide your torsion wrench gently into the lock, listen to the ‘clicks’; that’ll tell you if it has teeth both top and bottom, or just the top. If it’s just the top, gently push up until all the tumblers are flush and then turn. You have to feel this, no way of seeing inside a lock, boy.” 

With the top torsion wrench in place you ease the second one into the small lock hole...

Roll 1d12 and if you roll equal to or lower than your LOCK-

PICKING Attribute you succeed in picking the lock. 

[image: ]

Turn to 251. 
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If you roll higher than your LOCK-PICKING Attribute, your lock-pick  breaks,  losing  its  +1  Bonus  (mark  this  on  your Adventure Sheet), and making it harder and slower to pick the

lock: LOSE 1 LOCK-PICKING attribute Point.

Turn to 209.

55

With the screams of the putrid doppelgangers ringing in your ears as they fall to their deaths, you step back and look at their real life counterparts still asleep on the bench. What curse is this? You wonder if the doppelgangers’ deaths have severed the magical ties that clearly bound them. 

Just as you are about to leave, you notice a scroll poking out of the dwarf’s shirt. The familiar urge rises through your bones and you calmly reach for the protruding object. With only a small snore, the dwarf remains sound asleep as you slide the scroll away and into your thieving hands. You look at the scroll’s magical seal, and are baffled. You don’t recognise it. This will be fun to cast, you think, unsure what the result will be.

Add  UNKNOWN  INCANTATION  SCROLL  to  your

Adventure Sheet.

Afraid the sleeping friends will wake soon, you retrace your steps back to the rusted gate you entered the park by. Once again, it is difficult to walk through the thick grass but your persistence pays off. You see the gate ahead but once more you feel a sudden jolt as some sort of invisible force slows your pace momentarily. But unlike before, you are unable to walk any further.

Panic rises in you as you step back and try to shake the feeling off. You reach out: the air feels ‘heavy’ and you can 55-57 

only push so far before you can’t push any further. Confused, you think what to do next.

Maybe the unknown Incantation Spell will be of use? Turn to 378.

56

“Not much,” you say, shrugging your shoulders. “Sounds too dangerous for my liking,” you add as innocently as you can. You bid the gnome good luck with his contraption and he grunts his goodbye as you stroll away from the structure and the industrious gnomes. 

As you take a few steps, sparks fly from the stone horseshoe and it begins to hum. You stop in your tracks and slowly turn to see two gnomes jump back from the stones: one jumps from a small wooden platform strapped to the side of the structure and lands in a heap. He springs up, unharmed, and he and the other gnome move quickly away from the swirling magical energy unharmed. 

Caught between leaving and helping the gnomes, you have to decide swiftly what to do. 

If you would like to pull out the Crown and wear it, turn to 407.

Or, if you would like to ignore the half-constructed portal,

turn to 150.

57

As cautiously as you can being a toad, you take short shuffling jumps towards the crowd towering over you. Hopping through the tree-like legs, you manage to hop next to the body. 

Even from your low vantage point, you are shocked as you recognise the bloodstained clothes as belonging to those of a member of the Thieves’ Guild. You wonder who it could be, as you hop closer to their contorted face.

 57

A stabbing pain runs through your little heart: you know the victim, it’s Tallin Brokenbridge: you were playing Dragon’s Tooth in The Wild Boar with her just the other night. Who could’ve done this? Your mind races. And why?

The bleeding is coming from her heart. You can see the wound, but are confused as it is a peculiar shape, clearly not made by a standard sword or axe. No, this wound is strange: it’s as if a large animal has clawed at Talllin's chest. Long, deep wounds penetrating the flesh run from behind her back and right across her front; and her clothes are shredded.

What of her family? You curse the Enchantress for turning you into a slimy little toad! How long will the spell last? I need to let her loved ones know. The first command of the Thieves’ Guild Code rattles through your toad-mind: ‘Help thy fellow thieves’. But how?

With  your  thoughts  spinning  out  of  control,  something unexpected distracts you. You spy a small object clasped in Tallin’s left hand: it’s a blood-soaked card. You hop closer and manage to see a strange illustration on one side: a man sits cross-legged,  blindfolded,  and  holding  a  sword  in  front  of himself. He is surrounded by masked figures dressed in red who are each holding gems and gold items. You have no idea what the meaning of this is. With a struggle, you manage to flip the card over to see another illustration. This time it’s simply flame rising from a single palm on a black background with an ornate border. This is clearly the back of the card. If only you weren’t a toad, you’d be able to tell her family. Maybe someone  at  the  Thieves’  Den  can  reverse  the  toad enchantment  so  you  can  warn  the  Guild  about  this  grisly murder.

Add 1 EXPERIENCE POINT to your Adventure Sheet.

Turn to 60.

58 

58

Your journey back to Ferrum’s Forge is uneventful and you are glad to be back in the hustle and bustle of the city. 

The guards on the gates are in a particularly lazy mood today: they wave through almost everybody who wishes to enter  and  only  stop  a  handful  of  people  for  questioning. Luckily, you proceed without being held up and make your way through the vibrant streets until you are standing outside your home from home: The Filcher’s Arms.

Walking through the door, you know your quest is near to its end; you feel a strange mixture of relief and sadness, but that is soon replaced by joy as you see Matilda busy behind the bar. 

“You look like you’re in need of a drink?” Matilda asks, her smile as wide as a barn door. 

“Pint of Bugbear Cider please, Matilda. Am I glad to be back!” you declare with a wink.

“Let me guess, on the tab?” She shakes her head.

“Not this time, Matilda. Not this time,” you triumphantly say. “After I’ve spoken with Goldhawk I will not only pay for this drink, but for all my drinks! And lodgings!”

“And the food too!” she reminds you. “Well, I’ll believe it when I see it,” she laughs as she slams your pint on the bar in front of you and you thank her with your sweetest smile.

“I’ve  urgent  business  with  Goldhawk,”  you  whisper  to Matilda.

“Leave it with me,” she says in a low voice and disappears into a room at the back of the tavern. Within seconds, Matilda returns and motions for you to come into the room. You walk over and enter the room, taking a deep breath as you do so.

Around  a  large  table  you  see  the  familiar  faces  of  the Thieves’ Council of Seven with Falco Goldhawk seated in the centre.

“You have news?” Falco’s voice is steady.

 58-59

“I do,” you say, and you tell Falco and the Council of your adventure, leaving certain sensitive information out, all the while  weighing  up  what  you  should  do.  You  reveal  the Assassins’ Guild are the culprits but are unsure whether or not to expose Falco for the demands he placed on the King, or to stay loyal and give him the Crown of Chaos.

If you would like to give the Crown of Chaos to Goldhawk,

turn to 71.

Or, if you would rather expose Falco Goldhawk, turn to 338.
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Despite your rising fear, you call out to the church, not really expecting a response. The silence prevails as you take a few more steps down the aisle. 

“Hello?” You call again. “I mean you no harm. Why are you crying?”

You  hear  the wind  pick  up  and  howl  through  the  high, broken windows and you swear you hear faint whispering. “Don’t be afraid. Maybe I can help?” you catch yourself saying, unsure exactly what kind of help you can offer.

The whispering grows louder and you’re convinced you hear words and even sentences. You feel that it must be several spirits talking among themselves. Eventually the whispering becomes one stronger voice, “We hear you, traveller. Please help.” 

“I will try,” you say as your fear decreases. “What do you need help with?”

59-60 

“We  travel  the  realms  searching  for  answers,”  the  spirit replies, her voice mournful. 

Would you like to ask if the church is a portal? If so, turn to 315.

Or, would you rather ignore the spirit’s plea for help and try

and leave the church? If so, turn to 331.
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With the gruesome thought of Tallin’s murder ingrained in your  mind,  you  hop  frantically  towards  the  Thieves’  Den, dodging the many giant feet of the city’s citizens crashing all around you. Sticking to the gutters, you fancy your chances better  and  are  making  good  progress  when  your  toad-eye catches movement in front of you. A rat! And by the smell, a stinking rat! You’ve no time to evade this long-tailed rodent as it muscles its way closer to you, its sharp teeth poised for the kill. 

Wondering how you will kill this large muroid rodent, your mind races for an answer. That’s it! Toads secrete poison! You’re not sure how or when but hopefully your toad instincts will take over.

Prepare to fight!

As the STINKING RAT is faster than you as a slimy little toad, you CANNOT take FLIGHT for this combat.

Remember:  as  a  slimy  toad  your  VIGOUR,  METTLE,  & ALLURE are temporarily reduced to 1.
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STINKING RAT:

VIGOUR: 2         FETTLE: 2

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

You CANNOT loot this corpse. It’s a rat!

If you kill the STINKING RAT mark down 1 EXPERIENCE

POINT on your Adventure Sheet and then turn to 334.

If you lose, turn to 79.

61

The  horrendous  roar  reverberates  through  the  air  as your weapon slashes the behemoth’s grassy belly once more. Your hacks to the creature’s grass body leave it bereft of any limbs, and one final slash to its neck causes it to drop to the ground. The fight was harder than you thought it would be and you wonder if you should risk examining any of the other grass constructions, or if you should head to Broken Tail Pass.

Would you like to take a closer look at the TALKING TREE?

If so, turn to 260.

Would you like to take a closer look at the SPRIGGAN? If

so, turn to 181.

Or, if you would like to press on with your quest to the Broken

Tail Pass, turn to 108.
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Knowing what you say could be the difference between life and death you feel it wise to tell the Advisor a small, white lie. You state your case as if telling the King himself. 

“Not this again!” the Advisor rises. “You were dismissed from the Royal Court once before. Why have you returned?”

Without missing a beat you say, “Forgive me Advisor. I could not tell the truth in the Royal Court for fear of spies.” Where is this going? You swallow hard.

The Advisor looks at you without emotion, but somehow you know he wants you to explain.

“I fear the King is in grave danger. Assassins have been murdering innocent members of the Thieves’ Guild. I have evidence they plan to kill the King,” you say, wondering what evidence  you  have.  You  hope  that  your  statement  sounds matter of fact and not over dramatic. 

Deep lines crease his brow; his eyes narrow as he sinks heavily into his chair. He remains silent. Is he unsure whether to  believe  you  or  not,  or  is  he  thinking  something  else, planning and scheming? 

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  DEXTERITY

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 231. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your DEXTERITY Attribute,

you succeed: turn to 69.   

63

Good  luck  shines  upon  you  as  you  quickly  crouch  down beside the hand with the card. A dark shadow crosses your heart.  You  know  the  victim:  it’s Argan  Lightfoot,  a  fellow Apprentice in the Thieves’ Guild. Who could’ve done this? you think as your mind races, and why?

The bleeding is coming from his heart. You can see the

 63

wound, but you are confused because it is a peculiar shape, one clearly not made by a standard sword or axe. No, this wound is strange: it’s as if a large animal has clawed at Argan's chest. The long, deep wounds penetrating the flesh run from behind  his  back  and  right  across  his  front;  his  clothes  are shredded.

Not wanting to hesitate for too long, you peel back Argan’s fingers. They are warm to the touch and so each finger moves easily. You carefully extract the card from his grip and before anyone  notices,  you  walk  swiftly  away  from  the  body  and blend back into the crowd. 

Once you are far enough away from Argan’s body, you look closely at the card with intrigue.

The strange illustration on one side is of a man sitting cross-legged, blindfolded and holding a sword in front of himself. He is surrounded by masked figures dressed in red who are each holding gems and gold items. You have no idea what the meaning of this is and you flip the card over to see another illustration: this time, it’s simply a flame rising from a single palm on a black background with an ornate border. This is clearly the back of the card. 

With your head full of confusion, you wonder what to do next. 

Would you  like  to  return  to  the Thieves’  Den  but  use  the

secret entrance? If so, turn to 168.

Or would you like to see if the Enchantress can shed any light

on this hideous incident? If so, turn to 248.
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You hand over the gold cogglets; the landlord thanks you and says your bed is the up the stairs at the far end of the tavern, the third door on the left. You thank him and just as you are about to leave, you ask where the Warlocks’ Tower is, on the off chance he knows anything. Scratching his head with one long, spindly hand, he shakes his head. “Warlocks’ Tower is tall, very tall! You’ll not miss it!” You thank him and sit at the bar, drinking your pint and soaking up the tavern atmosphere.

After half an hour or so, you decide to get some sleep. Wishing the landlord a goodnight, you make your way through the drinkers to the stairs at the back of the room. You walk wearily to your room; it’s been a long day and you are eager for a solid night of sleep. Once inside, you place your Bag of Abundance  down  next  to  the  simple  wooden  bed.  The wooden wardrobe in the corner dominates the far wall, which has a small window next to it. You only just manage to remove your boots and rub your aching feet before a wave of sleep hits you. You lay back on the bed and instantly drift off.

Roll 2d12 to determine what SLEEP ENCOUNTER affects

you (turn to 436). Return to this entry once resolved.

Upon waking, you look around to familiarise yourself with your new surroundings. The memory of a far off and fading dream filters through your sleepy mind. Or was it a nightmare? You get out of bed, the early morning sun filling the room. You make your way  down  the  stairs  and  into  the  public  tavern room. A handful of customers, no doubt subdued from their hangovers, are eating breakfast.

You  decide you  need  to  find  the Warlock  as  quickly  as possible, so you forego breakfast.

You set off with an overwhelming sense of dread to try and

find the Warlocks’ Tower. Turn to 356.
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The aqrabuamelu’s human-like upper body and scorpion-like lower  body  is  a  hideous  sight.  You  concentrate  hard  and manage to dodge his stinger several times: one sting would mean certain death. 

Slashing and cutting, you hack two of his scorpion legs clean off, crippling his left side. Now he is vulnerable, you seize the opportunity to thrust your weapon deep into the scorpion-man's belly. Screams of pain pierce your ears. How much more can you take? You’ve barely enough time to roll out from beneath the beast as he crumples to the ground. Clouds of dust fill your lungs and cover your body, your eyes stinging. The aqrabuamelu’s breathing stops, while your breath is frantic.

“No more! No more!” you scream, but the noise of the crowd drowns your pleas. Exhausted, you turn your head and notice  the  King  is  now  in  the  Royal  Seat,  laughing  and clapping. Out of admiration? Or is he mocking me?

Suddenly a screeching silences the crowd, and you sense genuine panic in the air. You hear the clanking of metal chains. Something terrifying is here.

Mustering  all  the vigour you  can you  crouch,  bloodied weapon in hand. You watch a giant bird of prey swoop down towards you, getting ready to attack. The Roc's razor-sharp talons glint in the sunlight as it gets closer and closer.  

Prepare to fight!

You cannot take FLIGHT or LOOT the body.

ROC:

VIGOUR: 10        FETTLE: 10

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

65-66 

If you kill the ROC, mark down 1 Experience Point on your

Adventure Sheet and then turn to 35.

If you lose, turn to 112.

66

Struggling to remain conscious, you feel the manna merging with every fibre in your being. The white light streaming from your fingertips and eyes fades to nothing, but the magic still continues to swirl inside you. This can’t be right, you think as you try to remove the Crown. Try as you might, the Crown is stuck on your head. You stumble but manage to stop yourself from falling. As you grip the Crown once more, you suddenly stop dead still. There is a giant dragon standing in front of you! Smoke drifts from its nostrils. You cry out, “Dragon!” but no one pays you or the dragon any attention. 

You  tug  again  at  the  Crown,  but  despite your  efforts  it remains stuck on your head. Suddenly the dragon disappears! How is that possible? you wonder, but in its place a thousand bats swoop down and attack you. You duck as bat after bat swarms around your head: you try to hit them with your fist but feel nothing as you smack into them. 

With one sudden jolt, the bats vanish! “This cannot be!” you cry out as you turn to run, fearing the Crown is bending your mind. As you do so, you see huge flames lick the walls but feel no heat. You walk up to them and reach out, expecting to  be  burnt.  You  pull  your  hand  back  and  you  see  it  is unharmed. 

“What is this madness?” you shout, dropping to your knees, clutching the Crown in desperation. Sadly, your adventure ends here.
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Lying prone, you reach down to your belt and withdraw your lock-pick tools. The top of the basement lead-framed window is exposed above the brickwork but luckily the lock is now at your eye level. Saliva fills your mouth like a hungry man about to eat a tasty pie! You quickly spot that the window has a pin tumbler  lock,  which  is  harder  to  pick  than  the  common warded lock. 

Carefully inserting your torsion wrench, you begin slowly manipulating the components. A double-sided pin tumbler! you observe. No self-respecting Assassins’ Guild would have anything less! Your mind drifts back to your childhood when your dad taught you the noble art of lock-picking. 

“Slide your torsion wrench gently into the lock, listen to the ‘clicks’; that’ll tell you if it has teeth both top and bottom, or just the top. If it’s just the top, gently push up until all the tumblers are flush and then turn. You have to feel this, no way of seeing inside a lock, boy.” 

With the top torsion wrench in place you ease the second one into the small lock hole...

Roll 1d12 and if you roll equal to or lower than your LOCK-

PICKING Attribute you succeed in picking the lock.

Turn to 251.

If you roll higher than your LOCK-PICKING Attribute, your lock-pick  breaks,  losing  its  +1  Bonus  (mark  this  on  your

Adventure Sheet), and making it harder and slower to pick the

lock: LOSE 1 LOCK-PICKING attribute Point.

Turn to 282.
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Approaching  the  guards with  as  much  gravitas  as you  can muster, you  square  up  to  the  taller  and  bigger  of  the  two guards and firmly tell him that it is imperative that you see the King as you are on urgent business for the Thieves’ Guild. 

Looking you up and down, the guard’s brain slowly ticks over, assessing the validity of your claim. You glare fiercely as the guard begins to speak...

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  DEXTERITY

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 333. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your DEXTERITY Attribute,

you succeed: turn to 105.  

69

The  passage  of  time  can  seem  an  age when  one  man  can decide your fate. Eventually, cutting the silence, the King’s Advisor  nods.  “We  shall  have  an  audience  with  the  King. Alone.”

Unsure what ‘alone’ means, you hope it isn’t a veiled threat. You have to trust the Advisor is as honest as he is tall. He stands without another word and opens a hidden door.

Turn to 224.

70

Caught up in the excitement, you reach into your coin purse and pull out a handful of gold cogglets. Just as you are about to place your bet, you catch yourself. You need to find out what weapon caused those wounds on Craggy Six-Fingers, but your thought is interrupted. 

“For every coin you bet, you’ll get two back, plus your one coin stake. So, if you bet one cogglet and the creature you bet

 70

on wins, you get three cogglets back. Understand?”

You  nod  but  ask  him  about  the  two  creatures  who  are about to fight.

“Very wise, very wise, if you don’t mind me saying? Get to know the field. Well, this nasty thing here is a shug monkey. Terrible temper on it. Body of a sheepdog, face of a monkey. Look at his shining eyes, eh? They’ll hypnotise you if you stare too long. That’s when it’ll pounce and rip your face off with its  sharp,  pointy  monkey  teeth,”  Gratus  says,  seemingly enjoying his gruesome description. 

“And  he’s  up  against  wolpertinger  here,”  he  explains pointing to a bizarre looking beast. “Now I know what you’re thinking.  You’re  thinking  ‘how’s  that  thing  going  to  kill anything?’ Am I right? Don’t be fooled by its cute rabbit head and squirrel body. Just look at those huge antlers! Skewers most things without any questions asked! Not sure how much damage its pheasant wings will do though.”

After careful consideration you hand over your money.

Choose how many GOLD COGGLETS and which creature you would like to bet on.

SHUG MONKEY:

VIGOUR: 5   FETTLE: 5

WOLPERTINGER:

VIGOUR: 6   FETTLE: 4

Roll 1d12 for the SHUG MONKEY. Add its Current Vigour Value to the die roll result.

Roll 1d12 for the WOLPERTINGER. Add its Current Vigour Value to the die roll result.

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

70 

If either die roll is a 12, it is a Critical Strike; roll another d12 and add this result to the overall Attack Score. If two 12s are rolled in a row for the same creature, it is an ‘Instant Death’ Strike and the other creature is instantly dead.

Whichever Attack Score result is highest wins that round. Deduct 1 from their FETTLE total. If the Attack Scores are the same, it is a stand off and no damage is dealt to either creature.  Keep  playing  rounds  until  either  the  SHUG MONKEY or the WOLPERTINGER has been killed.

Once one of the creatures is dead, the other is the winner. If  you  placed  money  on  the  winning  creature,  claim  your winnings, otherwise deduct the amount you bet from your

GOLD COGGLET total on your Adventure Sheet.

“That was a bloody and fierce fight. Wasn’t expecting that one to win,”  Gratus  says  as  he  points  to  the winning  creature, bloodied and broken and barely still alive, but alive none-the-less. 

Just as he is about to speak once more to see if you’d like to bet on the next fight, a commotion at the end of the street breaks out. Loud angry shouting and panic can be heard as people start to run in all directions.

“Quick, follow me, City Watch…” is all Gratus has time to say as the boggart begins to run through a narrow side alley.

If you would like to follow Gratus and slip down the side alley

too, turn to 306.

Or if you would like to walk back towards the junction to see

what the commotion is about, turn to 265.
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Your loyalty to Goldhawk and to the Guild comes first: that, and  the  reward you  shall  surely  receive  from  the  Council. Justice  must  be  served  for  Craggy  Six-Fingers,  Tallin Brokenbridge, and Argan Lightfoot but you will need to speak with Goldhawk alone to tell him you know of his deal with the King. 

“My  loyalty  is  always  to  you  and  the  Guild,”  you  say, reaching  into your  Bag  of Abundance  and  pulling  out  the Crown of Chaos.

Gasps ring out around the room as Goldhawk’s face breaks into a wide smile, his eyes sparkling. He motions for you to approach, his hands outstretched. 

You offer the Crown to him and he takes it carefully with both hands. 

“Be  warned,”  you  say,  “the  Crown  is  powerful  and  the wearer needs a high knowledge of allure to…”

“Am I not skilled enough?” he cuts your sentence short. 

You remain silent as you watch Goldhawk greedily place the Crown on his head. Brilliant bright white light streams from  his  eyes  and  fingertips.  You  see  the  multi-coloured manna surge through his body. Goldhawk’s screams fill the room...

Roll  1d12  and  follow  the  entry  number  depending  on  the result.

1-6 = Crown Gains Command, turn to 385.

7-12 = Goldhawk Gains Command, turn to 19.

[image: ]
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Filling the last square on the ice, you reach for your dagger and begin scratching the pattern onto the metal doors. After much toil and sweat, you finish the puzzle. Glancing over your shoulder you see the ice spider viciously attacking the magic shield, causing vibrations to ripple through the ice floor and through your body.

Waiting impatiently for the doors to open, you wonder if the Amulet of Eternity will keep its magic for ever. If not, how long before the shield disappears? Banging on the doors, you shout for the them to open. Still they remain shut.

You look at the amulet and pray to any and all gods for their divine intervention. None comes: the doors remain closed. You step backwards with the sickening realisation that you are trapped. You turn to confront the gigantic ice spider, knowing all hope is lost. Sadly, your adventure ends here.
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The Crown’s power pulsates through your body and out of your eyes and fingertips. You gradually pull together all three streams and as they merge, colour swirls around forming a small oval shape hanging in the air. Slowly you widen your hands and the shape grows in size. 

The fae folk excitedly chatter, unsure of the power you now wield.  Walking  carefully  towards  the  portal  you  are unchallenged and you step through the gateway. The fae folk are left stunned as they watch you disappear and the portal snap shut behind you.

Turn to 86.

 74-75

74

The crowd are stunned and disappointed, as it would appear that most bet against your victory. You decide it would be better if you don’t try and loot the body and to get out of there as quickly as possible. Luckily Gratus comes to your rescue before the crowd’s mood turns ugly. 

“Wasn’t  expecting  that,  my  friend.  Thought  they’d  be scraping your body parts off the floor for weeks. Here, I know another place where you and I can make some big money, Fancy it?”

You look at him in disbelief. How does he not understand that you are against this kind of cruel sport? You are ready to bid  him  farewell  and  return  to  the  main  street,  when  you remember your quest. You politely decline his illegal street fighting  offer  and  instead  wonder  if  he  has  heard  about Craggy’s murder.

Turn to 392.

75

…and gently ease it away from the wagon and into your Bag of Abundance.

Twenty  skeggs!  I’ll  show  her!  You  reach  back  into  the wagon another nine times and successfully nab twenty skeggs’ worth. 

Add three boggarts’ fruit cakes, two kraken bread loaves, and

four meaty cube pasties to your Adventure Sheet. These can be eaten to restore 4 FETTLE points to your starting quota.

Turn to 120.
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Not  wanting  to  delay  any  further,  you  set  off  north-east towards the Warriors’ Bridge on the edge of the city in the Merchants’ Quarter. As you walk through the crowded streets, your mind wanders back to the history of the bridge.

The first Demon Troll battle lasted a hundred days and nights. Thousands of men and trolls lost their lives before peace broke out one evening as the sun dipped low. The trolls were driven back into their vast network of caves that spanned deep into the Dragon Spine Mountains.

The fallen warriors of Ferrum’s Forge were buried in fresh graves  that  paved  the  bridge. A  priest-caster  blessed  each gravestone that lay on the ground in honour of each warrior who sadly would utter no more words. Each stone bore their name. As you spy the bridge ahead, you take time to read a handful of gravestones and to remember their sacrifice.

The City Watch guards wave you through and you nod to them out of politeness. It’s easier to leave the city than to enter. Glad to be free of the grime and smoke, you take a deep breath of fresh air. You cough violently; clearly your lungs aren’t used to the clean air.    

You  gasp  in wonder  as  the  craggy  mountains  loom  into view. A wide ridge snakes from its base to the top, and jutting out  from  this  is Warrior’s  Bridge.  Eerie  noises  fill  the  air, seemingly coming from all around. Light fog clings to you as you venture towards the wooded area where you believe the Assassins’ Guild Lodge is located.

You decide to leave the road and enter the woods from a distance.  Your  heart  beats  faster  and  your  blood  rushes quicker through your veins: thoughts of the families of Argan Lightfoot, Tallin Brokenbridge, and Craggy Six-Fingers spur you on as you enter the trees at the edge of the woods. 

The light is dim, blocked by the trees, but you push on regardless, and it is only a short time before you see the roof

 76-77

of a large, grand building. Crouching down, you creep nearer to gain a clearer view. You realise you have gone further than you’d  expected  to  and you  are  looking  at  the  back  of  the manor house.

Made  from  brick  and  comprising  of  three  storeys,  you estimate the building is roughly fifty-foot wide and twenty-foot  deep.  You  count  thirty  windows  and  an  impressive double-door with columns. The long garden is neatly trimmed and  surrounds  the  entire  building.  Fruit  trees,  vegetable patches,  flower  beds,  manicured  hedges  and  lawns,  and several smaller herb gardens are dotted throughout. 

To  the  left  side  and  only  ten  yards  away,  a  tall  statue dominates  your  view,  piquing  your  interest:  a  huge  bear, fighting a long snake.

What  next?  Find  a  way  inside  through  the  garden  or examine the statue further? 

If you’d like to sneak through the garden, turn to 160.

Or, if you’d rather examine the statue further, turn to 352.

77

The magic flowing through you is too intense as your mind begins to lose control of the Crown; you’ve not enough magical allure to handle such a powerful object. You feel the manna begin to burn from the inside and it feels like your body is on fire: chunks of your flesh melt and fall to the floor. Your screams burst from your lungs as you sink to the floor in agony, writhing in pain. The gasps and shouts from the courtiers fade to nothing as you feel the life-force drain from your body. The darkness is a welcome relief. Sadly, your adventure ends here.

[image: ]
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Suddenly, several spears shoot from hidden holes from the top and side of the step and pierce Cronklefoot through his eye and straight through his metallic body and his feet. His eyes flicker and roll back in to his head. You run over but it’s too late; your clockwork monkey is destroyed. 

You gently pull Cronklefoot from the spear, look into his lifeless  eyes,  say  a  prayer  and  put  him  into  your  Bag  of Abundance. There must be someone who can bring him back to life!

Carefully you step onto the second and third steps without triggering more traps. The silence is deafening. Exhaling, you are relieved to still be alive. You turn your head to stare at the sarcophagus.

Turn to 156.

 

79

You feel the stinking rat’s sharp teeth plunge deep into your soft  toad-flesh,  right  through  to  your  liver,  breaking  your leathery skin with ease, and thus avoiding your toxic poison. Blood spurts furiously as you curse the Enchantress and her dark magic. To die as a slimy little toad is no way to die. A wave of shame washes over you as you feel less and less pain. Death has claimed you. Sadly, your adventure ends here.
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1

You feel the warmth of the sunlight intensely on your face as you slowly awaken; the hardness of the wooden table doesn't make the most comfortable of pillows. You squint at the bright light streaming in from the tavern window and groan loudly; you feel like you've been kicked in the head by a wild boar. Slowly you remember where you are: The Whistling Nostril Inn.

Foggy memories creep into your addled mind when a mug of ale slams next to your ear, making you jolt upright.

“‘Bout time you were on your way, friend. ‘Ave one for the road, on the house,” the landlord says with a toothless grin. “And I’d avoid playing cards for a while too, if I was you.”

Instantly you reach for your coin purse hanging from your leather belt; it feels light, and you draw the string open to reveal a single gold coin lurking at the bottom. Damn! Not again. Lady Luck seems to have deserted you last night, as hand after hand you lost more and more of your gold playing Dragon’s Tooth.

You grasp the mug and swiftly take gulp after gulp of warm, foamy,  dark  liquid  until  only  the  dregs  remain.  With  one forceful slam of the mug on the table, you belch and wipe a layer of foam from your top lip. As you do, your cuff scrapes across something sticking out of the top of your red faded shirt.

Looking down, you see a rolled up parchment. How did this get here? You pull it free and unroll it to see a detailed map exquisitely drawn in black ink. The parchment is worn and tatty with a few small holes dotted across it but the map’s features can still be clearly seen. This doesn’t make sense, you wonder as you spy the landlord wiping a table down.

“Do you have any idea how I got this?” you call out, in the vain attempt to solve the mystery.

The landlord doesn’t stop his cleaning but replies, “Bought 1 

it from that gillie-wet-foot. Saw you coming, he did!”

You  shake  your  aching  head  and  groan  once  more. Scammed by a fake map seller! A sinking feeling settles in the pit of your stomach. A wave of embarrassment snakes its way through your body as you stand to leave. A thief falling for the oldest con in Edra! You curse the ale you downed last night, gather your knapsack, mumble a ‘goodbye’ to the landlord and push open the door, all the while kicking yourself for being so stupid.

The noise from the city street clatters into your ears like jousting  knights.  Shoppe-keepers  hurry  past  to  open  their establishments but your blurry eyes can’t keep up with the quick motion. Your head spins and you sit down where you are. Bloody ‘Slimy Toad’ ale! you think, trying to focus on the ground in front of you.

Eventually your eyes manage to focus and your head is calm once  more.  Clutched  tightly  in  your  hand  is  the  grubby parchment; you must have absent-mindedly held on to it as you left the tavern. Your eyes fall upon a few city names you recognise,  cities  you’re  proud  to  say  you’ve  thieved  from without getting caught by the guards. 

You spot the city you are in now, Ferrum’s Forge, capital of Estrein in the centre of the map, and the outlines of the four other countries: Oglar Republic to the east, Atros to the north, Tarrius to the west, and Scragmos further to the west past Tarrius. You cast your eyes over them, wondering what it would be like to travel across each one to get away from it all. An adventure through Estrein with its lush fields, rolling hills, dense  woodlands,  exploring  the  famed  Dragon  Spine Mountains maybe? Or Atros with vast woodlands and home to the largest settlement of Druids; not to mention its more intriguing places like the coastal city of Lantern’s End and the mysterious Skytop Mountains. But not the Oglar Republic or Scragmos,  those  countries  make  even  the  bravest  of
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adventurers quiver in their leather boots! You dare not think about what  hideous  perils  await  anyone  foolish  enough  to enter that domain.

But wait! What about the vast treasure waiting to be, er, discovered, from unsuspecting travellers? Your mind races. After all, you’ve nowhere special to get to and there is more air than gold in your coin purse.

A  wide  grin  springs  across  your  face  as  the  delicious thought of putting your skills of light fingerwork to use once more slips into your mind. Yes, travel will do me good, I’ll meet lots of unsuspecting people, you think. But where to?

Holding the map closer, you examine the landscape with greater care. You ponder crags, runes and cursed glades, but nothing seems to tickle your fancy.

“Ha!” you shout. “Skull Caves!” You’ve a vague memory of the con artist saying something about a Crown of Chaos, the most powerful object in all of Edra; it will allow the wearer to rule the land. That must be worth a pretty gold coin or two!

“… but in order to find it you need to cross the Valley of Ice, a dangerous place. Only an Amulet of Eternity will protect you from the freezing winds. The Warlock who lives in the caves is rumoured to reward adventurers who fulfil one of his quests with one such Amulet,” you recall the con artist’s honeyed words. How could I have been taken in? you wonder. The shame of it. But what if it’s true? Surely the Crown of Chaos is just a myth? But what if it isn’t…?

You feel giddy as the thought of owning the most powerful magical object in the land fills your being. And if it’s not true, at the very least I’ll have won, or stolen, an Amulet of Eternity from the Warlock. They are said to be worth a fortune.

You shakily get to your feet, your belly rumbling in protest as you do so. You reach for your coin purse and curse as you remember  you  are  down  to  your  last  gold  coin;  one  coin doesn’t pay for much in this over-priced city.

  1-2 

A  flash  of  inspiration  lights  up  your  mind.  The  city’s Enchantress  endows  gifts  for  free  on  travellers  who  ask. Maybe a visit to her will turn your rotten luck into something more favourable?

Do you decide to visit the Enchantress seeking a gift? If so,

turn to 345.

Or, do you decide to return to the Thieves’ Den to stock up on provisions for your arduous journey to find the Warlock in

his cave? If so, turn to 104.

2

“Here, you can see the quality,” you say as you open your hand to reveal twenty gleaming cogglets. You see the greed in the guards’ eyes as you hear the ‘clinks’ of the coins dropping into their filthy hands.

“Everything’s in order. Pass,” the shorter of the two states matter-of-factly. You don’t need to be told twice. 

Deduct 20 GOLD COGGLETS from your Adventure Sheet. 

Once inside the wall, you pause for a moment. What’s next? You watch the merchants continue to tread the path to the King’s Court, eager to show off their wares. Selling your goods to royalty obviously comes with its perks: not only can you raise your prices (not too high, though, for fear of dismissal without a sale), but you can boast when selling in Rivertwist Market that the King endorses your stock. No doubt several merchants boast this anyway, regardless of the truth: everyone just wants to to make a cogglet or two.

Two ideas plop into your mind. You could try it on as a merchant with a fake delivery? Or claim the Thieves’ Guild have sent you with a missive for the King? 

 3-4

If you’d like to follow the merchants with a fake delivery, turn

to 364.

Or, would you rather say you have a missive for the King from

the Thieves’ Guild? Turn to 68.  

3

“Sharp  of  mind!  My,  my,”  the  stall  holder  says,  sucking  a lungful of air through his teeth. “Gold cogglets for you!” He hands you your winnings with a strained smile. 

Add double the amount of GOLD COGGLETS you bet to

your Adventure Sheet.

Before the stall holder can persuade you to play again (after all you don't want to push your luck too far), you bid him farewell, promising you’ll return in good time despite not really knowing if you’ll be passing through this village again.

Continue to Broken Tail Pass; turn to 316.

4

With a tremendous roar, you strike the death worm with your weapon once more. Thick, green blood oozes from its fatal wound.  Screeching,  the  worm  thrashes  from  side  to  side before  collapsing  to  the  ground.  Heavy  vibrations  ripple through the tunnel, almost knocking you off your feet.

Wiping your steel on your cloak, you take stock of your options.  You  need  to  find  the  Warlock  but  without Grocklesnook’s guidance. 

Squeezing past the corpse, you find yourself trudging down yet more tunnels. With your spirits low, you walk for almost two hours before stepping into a large cavern. The limestone walls glint with silver specks, reflecting purple light from the 4 

embedded crystals.

As you step further into the cavern, you see a small stream flowing gently into the distance. Suddenly you see three white marble steps leading to a beautiful marble floor. Furniture is scattered across the floor, but the main focus of the space is an elaborate collection of laboratory equipment with different coloured liquids flowing through glass tubes.

“Welcome adventurer,” a deep, gravelly voice greets you from the darkness. “Not many venture this far.”

Gliding into view is a tall, slender man, dressed in long blue robes  and  a  blue  and  yellow  pointed,  wide-brimmed  hat, holding a long wooden staff. His white beard is flecked with grey and trails the floor. His face is crowded with wrinkles, and his eyes shine with kindness.

“Seeking an Amulet of Eternity, are we?” You nod. “Very well, but be warned, you need to fulfil one of my quests before such a gift can be bestowed.” 

The Warlock signals you to follow him a short way and he leads  you  to  a  large  sculpture  of  pure  gold.  To  your amazement, an enormous dodecahedron is levitating above a cauldron of fire. On each side is a single number, ranging from one to twelve.

“Close your eyes, and will the hedron to spin. It knows your soul, and a quest will choose you.”

Slightly confused, you step closer to the colossal object, unsure how you could make such a big object move. Closing your  eyes, you  do  as  the Warlock  requests,  imagining  the hedron spinning above the fire. In your mind’s eye, you see the object slowly move, gaining speed and to your astonishment you hear a faint humming and feel a gentle breeze on your face as each of the twelve sides passes you in turn. 
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Roll 1 d12, and consult the Alignments below:

If you are of TRUE alignment:

• 1 – 10 = Success

• The Warlock demands one Incantation Scroll of

any spell type.

• 11 – 12 = Fail

If you are of HONEST alignment:

• 1 – 8 = Success

• The Warlock demands one potion of any kind.

• 9 – 12 = Fail

If you are of NEUTRAL alignment: 

• 1 – 6 = Success

• The Warlock demands one magical object

• 7 – 12 = Fail

If you are of SHADY alignment:

• 1 – 4 = Success

• The Warlock demands 10 gold cogglets

• 5 – 12 = Fail

If you are of CORRUPT alignment:

• 1 – 2 = Success

• The Warlock will convert 4 Experience Points into

magic he can use. Take 4 points from either one of your Core Attributes or from a mixture of them.

• 3 – 12 = Fail

If you succeed, turn to 277. 

If you fail or cannot fulfil the Warlock’s quest, turn to 365.

5-6 

5

The Crown vibrates, and you swear you hear a high-pitched sound. Magic sparks freely and the manna flowing through your body and mind begins to calm: it feels like your blood and the magic are one. You merge the white light streaming from your eyes and fingertips to form a small oval of multi-coloured magic. You move your hands wider, making the oval grow in size. Once it is as tall as yourself, you calmly walk through the portal, feeling all powerful. 

Turn to 240.

6

“The  path  I  tread  is  the  broken  one,” you  say  by way  of  a greeting, glad to be out of the tunnel. Matilda stops her work, throws her wash rag in her soapy bucket of water and nods for you to follow. Her brisk walk catches you off guard and you hurry to keep up. 

She swiftly lifts a hatch fitted into the floor behind the bar that reveals a set of wooden stairs. She holds the hatch lid, nods, and says “The broken path is only the start,” as you descend into the fading light. 

The descent becomes darker with every step, but you’ve travelled this path many times before. At the bottom of the stairs the dim light is strangely comforting. In front of you are five familiar elaborately ornate wooden doors, each with gold lettering above. You read each one carefully, dreaming of the future: 

APPRENTICE, SNEAKY, SLIPPERY, CUNNING,    GRAND THIEF EXTRAORDINAIRE

One day I’ll rise through the ranks and join the Grand Thief Extraordinaries!

 6

You crouch down on one knee in front of the APPRENTICE door,  take  your  lock-picks  from  your  knapsack,  steady yourself, take a deep breath, and begin counting. You quickly insert the two thin metal rods into the lock and rhythmically move them, sensing their slightest motion. 

Roll 1d12 and if you roll equal to or lower than your LOCK-

PICKING Attribute, you succeed in picking the lock.  

If you roll higher than your LOCK-PICKING Attribute, your lock-pick  breaks,  losing  its  +1  Bonus  (mark  this  on  your Adventure Sheet), and making it harder and slower to pick the

lock: LOSE 1 LOCK-PICKING attribute Point.

You hear the satisfying ‘clunk’ of the lock mechanism turning, and quickly turn the handle to open the door. Just another test from the Guild, you think to yourself as the door automatically closes behind you. The rough hewn rock of the corridor is barely visible as you make your way down this familiar path. 

In the distance you can hear the dripping of water and soon you come to a T-junction. The new path has a thin layer of moving water, sewer water; a pungent smell begins to drift towards your nostrils, a small price to pay for the luxury of leaving the city without being bothered by the City Watch at the gates.

As this path is already familiar, you turn left and splash your way along the sewer for a further twenty minutes, keeping a good pace. You’ve a long way to go and you want to make camp in the woods before sunset.

After  many  twists  and  turns  through  the  underground labyrinth, you know you are close to the sewer exit east of the city. To your surprise, you see a crouching figure silhouetted just near the exit. You know this is used by other thieves but somehow you know this isn’t one of them. Something’s not 6-7 

quite right but you can’t put your finger on it. You slow your pace and your hand instinctively drifts to the handle of your dagger.

Cautiously you step closer to the figure who is still unaware of  your  presence.  As  you  approach,  you  curse  silently  to yourself. Your instincts are right! A foul GOBLIN is sniffing the air as if trying to catch the scent of its prey. Suddenly his beady black eyes lock onto you. 

“Well, well. Who’s been a naughty boy? Illicit maps, eh?” he growls.

Confusion clouds your mind but you’ve no time to wonder what  the  Goblin  could  mean  as  he  lunges  at you with  his sword.

Prepare to fight!

FOUL GOBLIN:

VIGOUR: 4         FETTLE: 6

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

If you kill the Goblin, mark down 1 EXPERIENCE POINT

on your Adventure Sheet and then turn to 194.

If you lose, turn to 290.

7

Cautiously, you push the door open to the sound of the bell’s tinkle. Even before you’ve popped your head in, a welcoming voice greets you. “Good day, good day.” 

As you step into the shoppe, you spot the woman whom the voice belongs to. She is everything you would expect from an owner of a pie shoppe: big of body, rosy cheeks, a wide beaming smile and a formidable presence.

 7

“All fresh today: we start the cooking and the baking as soon  as  the  sun  decides  to  wake,”  she  says  through  her unmovable smile.

The counter in front of you is brimming with all kinds of succulent sweet and savoury pies, pasties, hot rolls, cakes, and sweet treats. You begin to peruse the delicious-looking goods as your mouth beings to water.

“What tickles your fancy, my dear?” Nonnie asks, taking a deep breath, and proceeding to rattle off her scrag: “We’ve beef pie, lamb pie, wild duck pie, orc pie, magpie pie, pigeon pie, homity pie, stargazy pie, mince pie, meaty tubes pie, apple pie, rhubarb pie, saskatoon berry pie, rabbit pasty, leek and potato pasty, mutton pasty, bugbear and carrot pasty, chicken and leek pasty, vagabond’s pasty, steak and cider pasty, sausage roll, rat roll, sweet roll, honey nut treat, honey cake, oatcake, faeries’ cake, pixies’ cake, and brownies’ cake.” 

All food goods on sale here are 3 GOLD COGGLETS and restore 4 FETTLE points when eaten. If you would like to purchase any food, deduct the correct amount of GC from

your  Adventure  Sheet.  You  may  buy  as  many  as  you  can afford.

The  enticing  smells  of  the  food  mingle  together  but  you suddenly remember your quest: to find the Assassins’ Guild. You wonder if Nonnie has any information. 

If you would like to ask Nonnie about the Assassins’ Guild,

turn to 92.

If  you  would  like  to  visit  Madame  Marcellus’  Shoppe  of

Curiosities, turn to 206.

Or,  would  you  like  to  visit  Thaddeus’s  Magic  Caster

Emporium? If so turn to 169. 

8 

8

The  thunderous  laugh  from  the  stall  holder  masks  his disappointment as you show him the solved Logi-mage puzzle.

“Fair’s  fair!  You  are  a  worthy  winner!  Here,”  he  says reluctantly and hands you your winnings.

Add double the amount of GOLD COGGLETS you bet to

your Adventure Sheet.

Before you can walk away, the stall holder leans towards you and with his most silkiest of silky voices says,  “You’re on a lucky streak; why don’t you try another one?”

If you’d like to place a bet and play, you have three minutes to solve the Logi-mage and win your prize and remember, for every gold cogglet bet, you’ll get double back if you win.
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If you’d rather not play, turn to 316.

 8-9

If you solved the Logi-mage within three minutes, turn to the entry number revealed.

If you are incorrect or fail to solve the stall holder’s puzzle,

turn to 197.

9

You bow once more. “Yes, my King,” you say, thinking of the title, land, and wealth the King promised you as you reach into your Bag of Abundance and pull out the Crown of Chaos.

Gasps ring around the court as the King’s face breaks into a  wide  smile,  his  eyes  sparkling.  He  motions  for  you  to approach and as you do so, you swear you see tears in his eyes. 

You offer the crown to the King and he takes it carefully from you with both hands. 

“My King,” you say, “be warned, the Crown is powerful and the wearer needs a high knowledge of allure to…”

“Am I not the King?” he cuts your sentence short. 

You remain silent and nod in agreement as you watch the King greedily place the Crown on his head. Brilliant, bright white light streams from his eyes and fingertips. You see the multi-coloured manna surge through his majesty's body. The King’s screams fill the chamber...

Roll  1d12  and  follow  the  entry  number  depending  on  the result.

1-6 = Crown Gains Command, turn to 229.

7-12 = King Gains Command, turn to 360.
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10 

10

Remembering you have the Assassins’ Book, you thumb the pages  looking  for  anything  even  slightly  resembling  the carving, and luckily you find something. The page reads:

Used as a secret language, the Logi-mage Codes were created by the mages of the Cult of the High Flame who served a dark demon named Logi. It was said Logi first communicated with the  mages  through  images  in  the  flames.  Dionis  Han,  the High-Flame Mage, interpreted these images by simplifying them into a series of squares and grids. Each square of the grid is either full or empty (positive or negative) and thus an image, letter, or number appears. 

In order to create the secret language, Dionis added a series of numbers along the outside of the grid which indicate how many  squares  are  full,  whilst  the  grid  remains  completely blank. Numbers represent consecutive black squares; multiple numbers (for example ‘2’ ‘2’) mean separate blocks of 2 and 2 with at least one space between. 

Here is an example of a Logi-mage:
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 10

You study the stall holder’s Logi-mage intensely: 

 

Confident  you  have  the  correct  answer,  you  tell  the  stall holder, who flashes his big teeth in a joyful smile.

If you’d rather not play, turn to 316.

If you solved the Logi-mage within three minutes, turn to the entry number revealed.

If you are incorrect or fail to solve the stall holder’s puzzle,

turn to 177.
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Or would you rather say you have a missive for the King from

the Thieves’ Guild? Turn to 68.

168

You crouch down on one knee, take your lock-picks from your knapsack, steady yourself, take a deep breath, and begin counting. You quickly insert the two thin metal rods into the lock  and  rhythmically  move  them,  sensing  their  slightest motion. 

Roll 1d12 and if you roll equal to or lower than your LOCK-

PICKING Attribute you succeed in picking the lock. 

If you roll higher than your LOCK-PICKING Attribute, your lock-pick  breaks,  losing  its  +1  Bonus  (mark  this  on  your

Adventure Sheet), and making it harder and slower to pick the lock: LOSE 1 LOCK-PICKING attribute Point.

 168

You hear the satisfying ‘clunk’ of the lock mechanism turning and quickly turn the handle to open the door. Once through, the door automatically closes behind you. You rush along the dimly lit path, knowing that time is of grave importance.

Once you reach the stairs, you race to the top and pull a rope that is hanging from the ceiling, just to the left of the hatch lid. After waiting a moment, shafts of light seep through the widening cracks of the opening hatch. You hear Matilda’s welcoming voice, “The path I tread is the broken one.” You respond in kind, “The broken path is only the start.”

Matilda reaches out her hand and you gladly accept it as she helps you out of the hatch. Something in your eyes alarms her. “What’s wrong?” she asks. You shake your head and tell her  you  need  to  see  the  Grand  Thief  Extraordinaire.  No sooner have the words left your lips, Matilda scurries away and into a back room. Walking from behind the bar and into the public area, you nod a small nod to your fellow thieves. Do they know yet? you wonder. Before you can speculate further, Matilda is by your side and ushers you into the back room. 

Your muscles tense as you stride into the room. Standing in  front  of  you  are  the  Thieves’  Council  of  Seven.  Falco Goldhawk, the Grand Thief Extraordinaire, sits in a simple wooden  chair  in  the  middle  or  the  room  flanked  by  the remaining six members of the council. He is tall, even when sitting, and his clothes cleaner and less worn than regular, ‘active’ members of the guild. Nonetheless, his short leather cloak,  trousers,  shirt,  and  boots  still  have  signs  of  action. Clothes too clean and new wouldn’t blend into the shadows of the streets.

He bids you a brief greeting and asks for your news. You tell  of  the  murder  of  a  fellow  guild  member,  the  strange wounds and the blood-soaked card.

Falco ponders your news for a while before simply stating, “This is grave news indeed. Action must be taken. This is not 168 

the first murder like this to be brought to my attention.” He stands and beckons you and his council to follow him into the lounge room. 

The commanding figure of Falco Goldhawk waits patiently for the hubbub of the chattering thieves to die down before speaking. 

“Members of the guild. I have serious news to impart. Two of our brethren have been slain: mere hours ago. Craggy Six-Fingers and Argan Lightfoot.” There is an explosion of noise as the guild members call out their horror. Falco Goldhawk shouts over the din to continue. 

“Losing our own is the worst possible crime against our guild. Craggy was the thieves’ thief: one who always found new and innovating ways to progress the profession of thieving. Argan  took  sneaking  to  another  level.  Both  did  this  guild proud and we shall not rest until the culprit is caught and guild’s justice dealt.” 

Jeers and calls for justice ring out as Falco tries to calm the baying crowd. 

“We will  be  taking  donations  for  both  families  and  rest assured, we will find out who murdered our beloved brethren. A bounty of five-hundred gold cogglets is placed on whoever killed them. They are wanted, dead or alive!”

The thieves erupt in shouts and cheers as they swear to find the culprit. You feel the anger rise in you. Surely you should investigate their deaths and forget the Crown of Chaos? ‘Help Thy Fellow Thieves’ - the first of the guild codes – rattles around your mind.  

Your head is spinning with so many questions and your body  is  shattered.  You  turn  back  to  Matilda,  who  has  a stunned look on her face. Asking for a room for the night breaks her gaze.  

“I suspect you’ll want that on your tab too?” Once again you nod sheepishly. She shakes her head as she hands you a

 168

large bronze key. “Room 23 and you want to get out there first thing and procure a few items to settle up. I’m not a charity!”

You thank her for her understanding as you make your way back across the dusty floor and climb the stairs to your room. After a short trek, you unlock your room and close the door with relief. 

Glad to be on your own, you sit on the bed, sigh, and take off  your  boots.  Your  mind  is  racing. What  should  I  do? Spending the next few hours thinking, your decision becomes clear. Justice for Craggy and Argan and their families is your quest now and you’ve two clues to follow. Soon, sleep takes over and you lay on the bed to rest.

Roll 2d12 to determine what SLEEP ENCOUNTER affects

you (turn to p.436). Return to this entry once resolved.

You awake, not sure if you’ve slept well or not, and after a quick splash of water from the basin in the corner, you dress and gather your equipment. You make sure you’ve packed your knapsack efficiently, and then make your way downstairs and back to the bar.

The lounge room is fairly empty as thieves are prone to frequent the darker hours of the day. Matilda is busy washing down tables, the early morning sunlight streaming through the windows, glinting in her hair. You notice a WANTED poster on the wall with the reward of five-hundred gold cogglets for the capture of the murderer of both Craggy and Argan, dead or alive.

As you approach the door, you wonder if you should visit the Prophetess and try to discover the meaning of the strange

card. If you choose to do this, turn to 225. 

Or  if  you  decide  to  visit  the  Weapons  shoppe  to  try  and discover  what  type  of  weapon  would  make  those  unusual

wounds on their bodies, turn to 336.  
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The  room  is  rectangular;  with  an  array  of  glass  display cabinets filling the space.

 

 169

169

The three-storey building is just like the other houses either side of it, except the ground floor has been converted into a shoppe.  In  the  large  front  bay window,  drapes  hang  down framing several objects on display. You see a few grimoires, a row of glass jars with soft, jelly-like items floating in cloudy liquid,  and  a  selection  of  magical  amulets,  talismans,  and gemstones.

Upon entering, you notice the dim light flickering from the several torches in their sconces around the wall. The room is rectangular with an array of glass display cabinets filling the space. Along two walls are wooden shelves heaving with books of all different shapes, sizes, and thicknesses. Along the two opposite walls, rows and rows of different coloured and sized gemstones sit patiently on cushions upon their wooden shelves for someone wise enough to purchase them.

You begin browsing the rows of books and notice that some of the titles relate to Myth-Magic, the strand of magic that comes  from  storytelling.  You  see  some  tomes  that  the Storytellers’ Guild teacher from: ‘Weaving Words of Magic’, ‘The Magic of Words’, ‘Creating Myth-Magic’, and the first and  founding  storytelling  guide  ‘Myth-Magic:  Spells, Incantations, and other Words of Sacred Magic’. As you reach out to pick one up, a voice that sounds like a spark of magic cuts through the air.

“May I help you?”

You  spin  around  and  see  a  tall,  spindly  man  wearing  a dishevelled  blue  robe.  His  long  dark  hair  flows  past  his shoulders and merges into his long dark beard. Wizards, you chuckle to yourself, they don’t like change. “I’m interested in magic,”  you  say,  thinking  it  best  to  talk  with  him  about  a subject he knows and loves rather than potentially scaring him by asking about the Assassins’ Guild. 

“Of course, of course, otherwise you wouldn’t be here. I’m 169 

guessing by the lack of robes, you’re not a Myth-Mage? I do have Incantation Scrolls, if that’s what you’re after?” The tall wizard points to a list on the wall. 

“I’ve not been here before…” you begin.

“Yes,  I  know.  My  name  is  Thaddeus,  Myth-Mage,  and owner. Alas, I had to drop out of my training to look after my mother who fell ill with myiasis of the mouth. Sadly she passed over but I swore to find the cure: I’ve been here ever since, researching, experimenting, discovering more and more about plagues, distortions, discomforts, and humours. Even the most common of common colds is fascinating. But forgive me, I’ve rambled on,” Thaddeus caught himself. “I do have these rather astonishing  carrots  I’ve  been  cross-breeding.  So  far  I’ve created ones that will improve one’s strength, one’s health, and the one I’m most proud of, one’s fate! I know, imagine swaying destiny itself!”

Unsure  about  his  ‘astonishing’  carrots,  you  are  more intrigued by what Incantation Scrolls Thaddeus has to offer, and you ask to see his collection.

If you would like to purchase an Incantation Scroll, turn to

p.443, deduct the correct amount of gold cogglets, and add

your new scroll(s) to your Adventure Sheet.

Having seen Thaddeus’ impressive collection of Incantation Scrolls, you wonder whether he is trustworthy enough to ask about the Assassins’ Guild, or whether it’s best just to leave and look elsewhere.

If you’d like to ask Thaddeus about the Assassins’ Guild, turn to 220.

If  you’d  rather  leave  and  visit  another  shoppe,  which  one would you like to visit?

For the Shoppe of Curiosities, turn to 206.

For Nonnie’s Pie and Scrag Shoppe, turn to 7.
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170

Never tired of picking a lock, you pack your tools away and open the gate, which creaks as you shut it behind yourself. What lies ahead almost takes your breath away. 

At a guess, there are at least thirty tall candle holders lining the stone walls, lighting the interior with ease. Several tables, bookcases, wooden chests and cabinets are scattered across the  space  in  no  obvious  order.  Glass  flasks,  test  tubes, astrolabes, armillary spheres, sundials, quadrants, nocturnals, compendia, and surveying instruments litter the tables and storage areas. 

Awestruck with the amount of equipment being used, you search to see if there is evidence connecting the Assassins’ Guild  with  the  murders  of  the  Thieves’  Guild  members. Liquids  bubbling,  plants  and  herbs  chopped,  and  detailed writing on experiments all impress you but you have a nasty feeling  these  are  for  corrupt  purposes.  You  spot  a  straw mattress in the far corner. Is there someone living here?

Stepping  further  into  the  basement, you  feel  a  sense  of unease. Am I being watched? Dismissing this feeling, you edge around  a  corner  and  are  surprised  to  see  a  strange  altar surrounded  by  candles,  gold  cups,  gemstones  and  gold cogglets.     

Needing hard proof, you wonder what to examine first – one  of  the  tables  covered  in  letters,  notes,  scrawlings  and diagrams, or the strange altar?

If you’d like to examine the letters, turn to 82.

Or would you rather examine the strange altar? Turn to 358.   
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“There’s been a murder,” you blurt out.

The Enchantress barely looks at you before closing her eyes and mumbling softly to herself as if channelling magic from the air.

“The  corrupt  of  heart  always  pay with  their  soul.  Dark spies,  assassins  of  evil,  spread  across  the  land  seeking vengeance,”  the  Enchantress  says,  as you wonder  how  she seems to know already.

“The dark wizard spins destiny in his tower. He wears the Crown of Chaos and rules this land with fear, twisted whispers and foul deeds. I see him call upon his agents of darkness to thwart any attempts to challenge his dominance and rule.”

“Spies?” you ask, fear growing inside you.

“Assassins of all creeds stalk the Regions, seeking those who have knowledge of where the Valley of Ice is. The dark wizard lies beyond the frozen wastelands. Beware, my friend; your shadow has been noticed and assassins will descend upon you.”

You swallow hard, your throat is dry and your words stick.

“Magic runs deep in Edra and so your life can be protected, but  be  guarded:  all  still  can  perish.  The  Life  Force  is mysterious and understood by few, but all are bound to its power.

Returning from death is possible, but if the Life Force is weakened, and will eventually succumb to the icy finger of Death. Some have the ability to extend their life, to gain more time. I pray you are one of those who Lady Luck favours.”

Not fully comprehending what the Enchantress is telling you, thoughts of a gift flit through your mind. As though the Enchantress has read your thoughts, her croaky voice asks, “You seek a gift, do you not?”

“Come  closer  my  friend,  let  me  gaze  upon  you,”  the Enchantress encourages. As you do, more of the room can be
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seen  through  the  warm  yellow  of  the  roaring  fire  and  the sporadically  placed  candles.  In  the  far  corner you  see  the Enchantress sitting in an upright armchair, her long, black, wavy hair framing her thin face. Her eyes are bright and you sense the wisdom of a thousand years within them. Her mouth breaks into a warm smile as she watches you avidly.

A large painting in an ornate gold frame hangs over the mantelpiece: the scene is of a white hart drinking from a river in a woodland. A remarkably calm feeling washes over you. Not the sort of painting you would expect an enchantress to have.

“Handsome  creatures,  aren't  they,”  she  says,  more  a statement than a question. You nod anyway. “Pure white with pure magical energy flowing through its being. The Druids and Forest-Folk believe this magnificent beast will only appear to those who transgress a taboo of the society they live in, and it is in the chase rather than the catch that redemption is found.”

You’re unsure how to reply when the Enchantress speaks once more. “Which taboo will you transgress, I wonder?”

Before you have time to think, the Enchantress' head has tilts backwards, and her pupils disappear, leaving her eyes pure white. Her long robes begin to shimmer as a trance possesses her: a soft mumbling comes from her mouth but the voice is different. Fearing something is not quite right, you step back, only to see the flying imp grin its impish grin at you.

If you have the POTION OF MOONDRAKE and would like

to  drink  it,  do  so  now  and  delete  it  from your  Adventure

Sheet. This potion is protection from being turned into a toad.
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Roll 1d12 to resolve the result:

1 = Turned into a Toad

2 = Gain 1 Vigour

3 = Gain 1 Mettle

4 = Gain 1 Fettle

5 = Gain 1 Fate

6 = Gain 1 Experience

7 = Gain 2 Gold Cogglets

8 = Gain 1 Lock-Picking

9 = Gain 1 Sleight of Hand

10 = Gain 1 Stealth

11 = Gain 1 Dexterity

12 = Gain 1 Incantation Scroll

If you rolled a 12, choose an Incantation Scroll randomly from

the list (see p. 443).

If you rolled a 1 and are now a Slimy Little Toad, turn to 204.

If you drank the POTION OF MOONDRAKE, turn to 104. 

For all other roll results, read on.

The effects of the Enchantress’ gift are immediate and you wonder how she could have done such witchcraft. Before you can thank her and leave, she speaks again.

“I  know  what  you  seek,  thief!  The  True  Power  of  the Crown of Chaos is yours to take. But be warned, the True Power may take you! No ordinary mortal can possess such an object. Are you the Chosen One to wield such a weapon? The Warlock will help but his trinket cannot protect you from all dangers. Tread carefully, thief; spies are everywhere.”

You  hear  the  door  behind  you  open  and  see  the  imp hovering with its arm outstretched towards the hallway. You

 171-173

thank the Enchantress and are grateful to be on your way. But what  to  do? You  decide  it’s  best  to  return  to  the Thieves’ Guild to find out if there is any further news. You also decide it’s best to return through the secret tunnel entrance. 

Now turn to 6.

172

Holding  your  breath,  you  bravely  thrust  your  weapon downwards  onto  the  first  of  the  three  steps.  You  hear  a metallic ‘clank’ as several spears shoot from hidden holes from within the step straight upwards and to the side. Luckily, your legs are in between the spears so you suffer no wounds.

Carefully, you step onto the second and third steps without triggering more traps. The silence is deafening. Exhaling, you are relieved to still be alive. You turn your head to stare at the sarcophagus.

Turn to 156.

173

Crashing through the window, you feel a stinging pain in your hand. A sizeable piece of glass is sticking out of your palm.

Lose 3 FETTLE points. 

You quickly remove the offending object, lick a smallish pool of  blood  from  your  skin  and  concentrate  on  your surroundings. It’s hard to see far in the darkness but you can see the walls are sloped and you spot the distinct shape of a rocking chair in the far corner. To your right is a chest of drawers  and  a  large wooden  chest.  None  of  these  objects interests you. 

Just  as  you  are  about  to  leave,  you  hear  a  low  growl:

173-174 

emerging from the darkness is the dreadful sight of two red glowing  eyes! Towering  over you  is  the  shaggy  shape  of  a werewolf. You stagger back, bumping against the window. 

Turn to 166. 

174

“I  have  something  of  interest,”  you  declare  as  you  fumble around in your Bag of Abundance. You quickly locate the Crown of Chaos and pull it out of your bag. The gnome drops his chisel in astonishment.

“The Crown of Chaos…” you begin.

“I know what it is, traveller but, but...” he stammers, “...but it can’t be! It just can’t be!” 

By now the other gnomes have stopped working and have gathered around you, staring in wonder at the Crown.

“The  Crown  of  Chaos  is  a  myth,  a  legend,  it’s  not something  real!”  another  gnome  shouts  to  the  ripples  of agreement. 

“Legend says the Crown can control the portals,” one of the gnomes states.

“Put it on, let’s see it work!” another cries. Others join in and shout for you to wear the Crown. You begin to raise it up to your head but you stop as the half-built stone structure behind the gnomes begins to hum. 

If you would like to place the Crown on your head, turn to 407.

Or, if you’d rather put the Crown back into your bag and bid

the gnomes good luck with their building and leave, turn to 150.
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 175-176

175

“I can’t trust you,” comes the reply. “The Assassins’ Guild have spies everywhere. It’s more than my life to tell you more. How do I know you’re not a Guild spy?”

The words leave you cold. With no new information your trail fades. You will have to return to the Thieves’ Guild with your tail between your legs and admit you’ve failed. Sadly, your adventure ends here.

176

In the centre of the desk are three parchment letters and a strange card, neatly stacked on top of each other. Have I seen this before?

Picking up the card you look at the unusual illustration on one side. It is of a man sitting cross-legged, blindfolded and holding  a  sword  in  front  of  himself.  He  is  surrounded  by masked figures dressed in red who are each holding gems and gold items. The same illustration as one of the paintings in the hallway!

You have no idea of the meaning behind this, and flip the card over to see another illustration. This time it’s simply a flame rising from a single palm on a black background with an ornate border.

You pick up the first of the letters and read its contents: 

To all Guild members,

A bounty of 300 gold cogglets is placed on anyone

within  all  Realms  of  Edra  who  is  in  possession  of  maps showing the location of the Valley of Ice.

A bounty of 600 gold cogglets has been placed on

anyone within all Realms of Edra who is dealing in the sale or distribution of maps showing the location of the Valley of Ice.

176 

Be on the look out for the following known dealers:

Bracus McGint

Tallin Brokenbridge

Cut-Throat Jill (and gang members)

Rufus Blatherskite

Craggy Six-Fingers

Argan Lightfoot

The Realms of Edra must be protected at all costs!
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Kill all traitors!

 

The Grand-High Assassin

With  a  sharp  intake  of  breath,  you  almost  shout  with excitement. The same letter that was found on Craggy, Tallin, and Argan. Further proof the Assassins’ Guild are connected to the murders. 

But when you read the next letter there is no doubt:

Your Grand-High Assassin, 

I write to you with a heavy heart and with distress.

Regrettably  the  Royal  Contract with  Falco  Goldhawk,  the Grand Thief Extraordinaire, and the Thieves’ Guild of Estrein has  been  extinguished.  The  Grand  Thief  Extraordinaire demanded a change in our terms of ‘Free Trade’. This was unacceptable. With no uncertain doubt, he stated that the Thieves’ Loyalty Tax would be halved. 

With  complete  and  total  authority  I  task  you  with  the assassination  of  Falco  Goldhawk,  the  Grand  Thief Extraordinaire and all serving members of the Thieves’ Guild of Estrein.

 176

Your work MUST remain hidden under pain of death, and you will use the pretext of ‘Buying, Selling or Owning a False Map showing the location of the Crown of Chaos’. False maps are being distributed throughout Ferrum’s Forge to existing known thieves.

Payment will be per thief of 300 gold cogglets, with 600 gold cogglets paid for the death of Falco Goldhawk. Proof is required in all instances.

I have arranged for the Thieves’ Guild of Torc to acquire the Ferrum’s Forge territory. This contract is being worked on as we speak and should be completed soon.

Failure is not an option. 
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The Royal Court of King Thanburg of Estrein.

The King is the true killer! Holding back your disbelief and anger, you gather all the letters and the card and put them into your bag of abundance. 

Add Strange Card, Letter from King, Letter of Assassins to

your Objects on your Adventure Sheet.

Add 2 EXPERIENCE POINTS to your Adventure Sheet.

Also on the table is an Incantation Scroll. You pick it up and see the invisibility symbol on its wax seal. Why not? They’ll never miss it! You help yourself and gently slip it into your Bag of Abundance.  

Add Incantation Scroll: Invisibility to your Objects on your

Adventure Sheet.

176-177 

As you fasten your bag, you wonder if you’ll gain any new information by looking at the altar, or is it worth leaving as soon  as  possible  in  order  not  to  get  caught?  You  notice another metal gate at the far end of the chamber.

Would you like to examine the altar? If so, turn to 323.

Or, would you like to leave through the other metal gate? If

so, turn to 107.

177

“Bad luck my friend!” the stall holder says, stifling his joy as best he can. 

Deduct the amount of GOLD COGGLETS you bet from

your Adventure Sheet.

Before you can walk away, the stall holder leans towards you and with his most silkiest of silky voices says, “I’m sure your luck will change; why don’t you try another one?”

If you’d like to place a bet and play, you have three minutes to solve the Logi-mage and win your prize, and remember, for every gold cogglet bet, you’ll get double back if you win.
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 177-178

If you’d rather not play, turn to 316.

If you solved the Logi-mage within three minutes, turn to the entry number revealed.

If you are incorrect or fail to solve the stall holder’s puzzle,

turn to 197.

 

178

Not wanting to divert from your mission to find the Crown of Chaos, you decide to walk around the giant grass statues. You keep a wary eye on them as you sense something mystical in the air. A faint breeze hits your face and you think you hear your name being called. You stop still to see if you can hear it again. Nothing. You shake your head and begin to walk once more. After only three steps you hear your name called again. You turn to the giant statues. Surely it’s not them calling me?

Would you like to examine the grass statues after all? If so,

turn to 386.

Or,  would  you  like  to  continue  walking  around  the  grass

statues? If so, turn to 236.

[image: ]

[image: ]

179 

[image: ]

 

179

“Well done! Follow me!” 

You eagerly follow the flying creature into the right tunnel, only  to  be  faced  with  another  chamber  with  another  two tunnels and another carved grid eleven squares across by eight squares down with sets of numbers carved outside the grid, along the top and left hand side.

Before Grocklesnook says a word you stride confidently towards the carvings. Suddenly, you hear a mechanical whirl as the ground disappears beneath your feet! Falling down a chute, you hear the giggling of Grocklesnook fade as you twist and turn and land in a heap of dust. 

Stunned, bruised and battered, you slowly get to your feet and clear the dirt from your clothes. You curse Grocklesnook for  his  trickery  and  take  in  your  surroundings:  you  are  in another tunnel. This one is four times the height and width of the previous one; a hue of purple and blue light spills from the crystals  as you  look  into  the  distance. You  see  nothing  so decide to take the plunge and walk into the unknown.

You feel exhausted as you walk along the seemingly never-ending tunnel. Taking a moment to rest, you lean back on the wall and sink to the ground. As you do so, you feel a slight tremor vibrate around you. Panic flashes in your heart. This isn’t good. 

The vibrations grow in strength, and jolt you to your feet. You pull your weapon free and ready yourself. Death worm! One of most feared creatures to live underground, the death

 179-180

worm has rows upon rows of sword sharp teeth, and spews vicious acid, which causes paralysis if it touches you. The worm kills its prey with an electrical discharge. Fortunately, this terrible creature doesn't have a head and is blind.

The monster screeching its way towards you: the noise is

deafening and you grit your teeth for resolve. Hundreds of gnashing and snapping teeth appear out of the darkness. This isn’t going to be pretty, you think, as you rush towards this foul giant, deadly vermin.   

Prepare to fight!

You cannot take FLIGHT or LOOT the body.

DEATH WORM

VIGOUR: 15        FETTLE: 15

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

If you  kill the  DEATH WORM  mark down  2  Experience

Points on your Adventure Sheet and then turn to 4.

If you lose, turn to 310.
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Determined  to  bring  the  King  to  justice,  you  walk  in  the opposite  direction  away  from  the  Palace's  exit  and  find yourself in a hallway with grand oil paintings of the King on the  battlefield,  heroically  leading  his  men  to  victory;  or fighting a harpy single-handedly; or looking regal on top of his 180-181 

throne while members of the Shrouded, guild leaders, and noblemen pay homage to their monarch.

Luckily, the hallway is empty for quite a while until you turn a corner and spy a King’s Guard standing outside a room. You see the door is closed. Could this be the King’s Chamber? A perfect place to store sensitive letters. But how to get past the guard?

Would you like to create a distraction? Turn to 280.

Or, would you like to use an Invisibility Incantation Scroll if

you have one? Turn to 41.
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As you walk nearer the grass statue, you can hardly believe it is  not  real!  The  tall,  grotesque,  wizened  old  man  with  an oversized childlike head stares down at you. Its eyes seem shifty, as if mischief lies behind them; its pointed ears and sharp nose remind you of the elvish race, but its ugly features are more akin to trolls.

You wonder at the skill needed to bind the several varieties of grass together to make such an impressive work of art. You are confused as to why all these grass statues should be here and  wonder  who  has  made  them.  You  foolishly  laugh, wondering if talking to the spriggan would wake this grassy fellow.

 181-182

Would you like to ask the SPRIGGAN a question? Turn to 148.

Would you like to take a closer look at the TALKING TREE?

If so, turn to 260.

Would you like to take a closer look at the BEHEMOTH? 

If so, turn to 109.

Or, would you like to avoid the grass giants after all? If so, turn

to 178.
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Bringing your weapon down hard, it cracks the back of the chair in two. With one hard kick, one half falls backwards and onto the ground with a clatter. You jump back as it tries once more  to  bite  and  gnaw  your  leg.  With  one  swift,  smooth action, you strike the mimic’s set of teeth fully and knock most of them out. You repeatedly twist and strike your weapon, splitting the wood in multiple places until the chair ceases to move. Relieved, you take stock of your options. You need to find the Warlock, but without Grocklesnook’s guidance. 

Trudging down yet more tunnels and with spirits low, you walk for almost two hours before stepping into a large cavern. The  limestone walls  glint with  silver  specks,  reflecting  the purple light from the embedded crystals.

As you step further into the cavern, you see a small stream flowing gently into the distance. Suddenly you see three white 182 

marble steps leading to a beautiful marble floor. Furniture is scattered  around,  but  the  main  focus  of  the  space  is  an elaborate collection of laboratory equipment with different coloured liquids flowing through glass tubes.

“Welcome adventurer,” a deep, gravelly voice greets you from the darkness. “Not many venture this far.”

Gliding into view is a tall, slender man, dressed in long blue robes  and  a  blue  and  yellow  pointed,  wide-brimmed  hat, holding a long wooden staff. His white beard is flecked with grey and trails the floor. His face is crowded with wrinkles; his eyes shine with kindness.

“Seeking an Amulet of Eternity, are we?” You nod. “Very well, but be warned, you need to fulfil one of my quests before such a gift can be bestowed.” 

The Warlock signals you to follow him a short way and leads you to a large sculpture of pure gold. To your amazement an enormous dodecahedron is levitating above a cauldron of fire.  On  each  side  is  a  single  number  ranging  from  one  to twelve.

“Close your eyes, and will the hedron to spin. It knows your soul, and a quest will choose you.”

Slightly confused, you step closer to the colossal object, unsure how you could make such a big object move. Closing your  eyes, you  do  as  the Warlock  requests,  imagining  the hedron spinning above the fire. In your mind’s eye, you see the  object  slowly  move,  gaining  speed  and  to  your astonishment  you  hear  a  faint  humming  and  feel  a  gentle breeze on your face as each of the twelve sides passes you in turn. 
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Roll 1 d12, and consult the Alignments below:

If you are of TRUE alignment: 

• 1 – 10 = Success

• The Warlock demands one Incantation Scroll of 

any spell type

• 11 – 12 = Fail

If you are of HONEST alignment:

• 1 – 8 = Success

• The Warlock demands one potion of any kind

• 9 – 12 = Fail

If you are of NEUTRAL alignment: 

• 1 – 6 = Success

• The Warlock demands one magical object

• 7 – 12 = Fail

If you are of SHADY alignment:

• 1 – 4 = Success

• The Warlock demands 10 gold cogglets

• 5 – 12 = Fail

If you are of CORRUPT alignment: 

• 1 – 2 = Success

• The Warlock will convert 4 Experience Points into 

magic he can use. Take 4 points from either one of your Core Attributes or from a mixture of them.

• 3 – 12 = Fail

If you succeeded, turn to 277. 

If you fail or cannot fulfil the Warlock’s quest, turn to 365.
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“...you hear the relaxing sound of the rain dancing on the wooden roof.” 

 

 183-184

183

You set your weapon next to you: after all, there is no lock on the door. Drifting off to sleep as best you can with the lack of fresh straw underneath you, you hear the relaxing sound of the rain dancing on the wooden roof. Not long after, you slip into the night’s slumber.

However, all is not quite as it seems...

Roll 2d12 to determine what SLEEP ENCOUNTER affects

you (turn to p.436). Return to this entry once resolved.

You awake, not sure if you’ve slept well or not, but with still a fair way to go to get to Broken Tail Pass. You rake out the fire, find some more kindling and set the fire ready for the next traveller. 

Gathering your  belongings, you  head  out  into  the  fresh morning air. The sun is yawning in the clear sky and you are grateful that the rain from the night before has stopped. 

Turn to 205.

184

Descending the dusty steps, you reach the bottom and look into the large chamber. Lining the walls are several coffins, covered with dirt and mould, with more dust layered on their wooden lids. You step into the crypt with apprehension, the dim lights of the oil lamps flickering as you approach the first of the coffins.

You wipe away the dust and grime on the metal plaque and read the name and order of the wizard now departed to the great grimoire in the sky. It’s not someone you’ve heard of. 

“Tor Thwackenthrottle, of the Elwick Phoenix Order,” the warm voice catches you unawares and you spin around to see 184 

a tall gentleman with long grey robes and a matching grey pointed hat on top of his short black hair. “Fine Warlock, fine gentleman. As were all of the Warlocks of this order.”

You watch  as  he  steps  gently  onto  the  dusty  flagstones. “You’ll have to excuse me, but the door was open and I just...” you say, knowing it’s best never to upset a Warlock.

“Looking for the Warlock who lives in a cave?” 

“How did you know?” 

“Ah, my dear friend, I’m long in the tooth and short on time. I know things because I know things.”

“Do you know the Warlock who lives in a cave?”

“All  in  good  time,  all  in  good  time!”  His  contradictory nature is not lost on you. Warlocks can be tricky! 

“Now, introductions. My name is Garbán Greystone of the same  order  as  the  resting  Thwackenthrottle,  the  order  of Elwick Phoenix. This is our, or was our order for centuries. Unfortunately, there aren’t many of us left. I’ve been left here on my own for as long as I can remember,” he says, his eyes looking  into  the  distance,  remembering  past  glories  of  his order.

You  introduce  yourself,  but  fail  to  say  you  are  of  the Thieves’ Guild as you suspect the Warlock already knows this.

“I keep an eye on my brethren. Too many grave robbers for my liking. Elwick was once a fine city, full of life, character, and  of  course,  magic.  Sadly  the  Mist  took  hold.  Terrible, terrible affair. Slowly people began to die of an unexplained illness, dropping dead in the street. Doctors, herb-healers, cunning folk, in fact, all kinds of healers, couldn’t stem the effects of the Mist,” he says, a tear falling from his eye. “No one knows where the Mist came from or what it is. Only a handful of us left. Still, the Mist isn’t as thick as it once was. There’s still hope,” he concluded as he walks towards a door at the far end of the crypt.

“I  noticed  something  strange  as  I  entered  your  tower.”
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Greystone stops and turns towards you, waiting for more. “I felt like I was being slowed by a force, like I was wading in water.”

“The Mist,” he nodded. “It comes and goes. You may be trapped here for a while. Unless…” 

Would you like to ask Greystone about the Mist? If so, turn

to 369.

Or, would you like to explore the upstairs rooms? If so, you thank Greystone for his time and return to the entrance hall. He  bids you  a  farewell with  a  glint  in  his  eye. Maybe you should have asked him about the Mist after all?

Turn to 158.

185

“Are you foolish enough to risk your life in the Valley of Ice?” the spriggan solemnly says. “Few, if any, have survived the perils within. Sharp of mind and strong of arm have tried. You will need both.”

“How will an Amulet of Eternity protect me?” you ask.

“Magic is a strange and mysterious element. The Warlock will answer your question. Or he may not.”

Any hope you had slowly drains away. 

“The Valley of Ice leads to a labyrinth of tunnels and caves known as Skull Caves. They are so deep within Edra, no one knows what creatures dwell there. If you value your life, you will avoid them.”

Feeling depressed, you think that maybe asking the spriggan more questions is not the best choice.
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If you would like to ask if he knows who the Warlock of Ice

Valley is, turn to 291. 

If you would like to ask about the Crown of Chaos, turn to

217.

Or, if you would like to press on with your quest to the Broken

Tail Pass, turn to 108.

186

Hearing a growl emerging from the dark mass, you stand in shock as you see the horrifying sight of two red glowing eyes! Towering over you is the shaggy shape of a werewolf. 

With your heart pounding, you grips your weapon handle as  the werewolf  takes  one  step  after  another  towards you. Saliva drips from its mouth as it growls, and its sharp teeth fill you  with  fear.  Looking  at  the  werewolf’s  huge  claws,  you prepare yourself for an attack. 

To your surprise the werewolf stops moving and growling, and right before your eyes you see a dark shadow obscure its shape. Mist begins to swirl, blurring the creature. Confusion clouds your mind. Should you attack, or should you try and talk with the beast?

If you’d like to attack the werewolf, turn to 99. 

Or, if you’d like to call out, turn to 87.

187

Placing  your  ear  to  the  door,  you  hear  a  faint  scratching. Unsure what this could be, you breathe deeply. I can always say I’m lost, you think, as you try the door. It opens smoothly and you see sharp eyes fix upon you. A thin man wearing fine robes and a cloth hat is sitting at a scribe’s desk, holding a quill. 

 187-188

“Yes?  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  disturbance?”  You recognise  him  as  the  King’s  Advisor,  the  last  person  you expected to see.

Should you tell the truth to the King’s Advisor? If so, turn to 191.

Or should you lie? If so, turn to 62.

188

As your mission is a dangerous one, using the underground sewer tunnels is the safest way to travel.  You nod to Matilda and whisper, “The path I tread is the broken one.” Lifting the hatch fitted to the floor behind the bar she motions for you to hurry up. As you start to descend the ladder to the tunnels, Matilda whispers back, “The broken path is only the start.”

Once again, you find yourself in darkness as you traipse towards the ornate wooden doors that are the exit. After a short while you see the doors, each with gold lettering above them: APPRENTICE, SNEAKY, SLIPPERY, CUNNING, GRAND THIEF EXTRAORDINAIRE

Test your Lock-Picking:

If you are of APPRENTICE rank, no change.

If you are of SNEAKY rank, temporarily add 2 to your Lock-Picking.

If you are of SLIPPERY rank, temporarily add 4 to your Lock-Picking.

If you  are  of  CUNNING  rank,  temporarily  add  6  to your Lock-Picking.

If you  are  of  GRAND THIEF  EXTRAORDINAIRE  rank, temporarily add 8 to your Lock-Picking.

188 

Roll 1d12 and if you roll equal to or lower than your LOCK-

PICKING Attribute, you succeed in picking the lock.  

If you roll higher than your LOCK-PICKING Attribute, your lock-pick  breaks,  losing  its  +1  Bonus  (mark  this  on  your

Adventure Sheet), and making it harder and slower to pick the lock: LOSE 1 LOCK-PICKING attribute Point.

Satisfying your professional pride, the lock mechanism turns and you confidently open the door. The familiar stink of the sewer water fills your nostrils immediately but you quickly stride  forward  and  splash  your  way  through  the  maze  of tunnels. 

Rumours abound that the Assassins’ Guild is based in the Squalor Quarter, a place that has great pubs and down-to-earth people but is not a place to steal from. Never steal from the poor: the fourth rule from the Thick as Thieves code.

After almost an hour of trudging through foul water and darkness you  step  into  a  passageway you  think  is  near  the Squalor Quarter. You notice the walls are of rough stone; a pungent smell curls your nose. Surely the end of the tunnel is near? The more steps you take, the stronger the smell. The mixture of fish, cheese and rotting meat is enough to turn your stomach. You trudge on through the wet mud, determined to find a way out. 

To your relief, shafts of light filter into the tunnel. Daylight! You start to run and soon the warm rays hit your face. You look up: an iron grille blocks your way. Luckily there is an iron ladder and you quickly climb to the top.      

Turn to 199.
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“The Crown is a mythical magical object that village fools have been searching for since the dawn of Edra!” she says, dismissing your words. You tell her that the King believes it to be  true,  and  that  he will  rule  over  Edra  if  he  possesses  it, bringing balance between chaos and order.

“King’s a fool too!” she states. You raise your eyebrows. “If such a crown existed it wouldn’t bring the harmony he thinks.”

“What will it bring?” you ask.

“I’m not sure. Do you believe the King?” 

“Why wouldn’t I?” 

“Why now? And why send a solitary braggart?” she cries, her thoughts tumbling out. “Of course! I bet it has something to do with the Betwixt Realm!” You breathe deeply, unsure what Estrild can mean. 

“The Crown was said to be forged in the realm of the gods. He believes he can be a god!” Estrild could only wonder at the King’s ambition. “Do you know where the Crown is?”

You tell her the King says it is hidden deep within the Skull Caves.

“Only way into Skull Caves is through the Valley of Ice. And the only way to get there is through Broken Tail Pass.”

You nod in agreement. Is she thinking of getting there first? 

If you’d like to speak with her regarding the Warlock, turn to

367.

Or, would you rather head for the Broken Tail Pass? If so, turn

to 108.
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190

Try as you might, you cannot break free from the call of the cries and you find yourself walking towards them. Panic rises within  you  as  you  have  no  idea  what  the  cries  could  be: witches worshipping evil in the dead of night? Or a lost soul, doomed to wonder Edra for eternity seeking a loved one? It’s a fox, it’s a fox, you repeat over and over, trying to reassure yourself. 

Whatever the cries are, you don’t like how they are enticing you nearer and nearer to them against your will.

Turn to 300.

191

Knowing what you say could be the difference between life and death, you feel it wise to tell the Advisor the truth. You state your case as if telling the King himself. 

“Not this again!” the Advisor rises. “You were dismissed from the Royal Court once before. Why have you returned?”

Before you say another word, you rummage through your Bag of Abundance and present the Advisor with the King’s and the Assassins’ Guild letters. He waves for you to enter the room and to sit on the side chair. Sitting down, you wait for his response. Deep lines crease his brow; his eyes narrow as he reads line after line of the neat script. 

After reading both letters, he sinks heavily into his chair. He remains silent. Is he unsure whether the letters are real or fakes,  or  is  he  thinking  something  else,  planning  and scheming?

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  DEXTERITY

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 231. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your DEXTERITY Attribute,

you succeed: turn to 69.   

 192

192

Feeling you could make a quick cogglet or two, you sound out a few goblin merchants who might be interested in buying a few items from you. You strike up a conversation and they are willing to purchase, but drive a very hard bargain:

Weapons = 3GC each

Food Provisions = 2GC each

Potions = 2GC each

Magic Objects = 2GC each

All other objects = 1GC each

If you want to sell the Crown of Chaos, turn to 43.

If you would like to sell any  of  the  items,  add the correct amount of gold cogglets and remove the objects from your

Adventure Sheet.

You might want to attempt to steal one object. If so, turn to 405.

If you would like to buy goods, turn to 130.

When ready, you may wish to continue your journey to the

Palace; turn to 151.
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As you turn back towards your destination, a shadow slowly appears in front of you, growing larger and larger. 
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193

Reaching  the  end  of  the  ice  tunnel,  your  eyes  widen.  A stunning  panoramic  view  of  sheer  ice  stuns  you  into  a standstill. The ice cavern is at least two hundred yards high and at least two hundred deep: you feel humbled and small. Very small. A short distance to your left is an ice stairway, which leads to an enormous ice bridge that stretches right across to the other side of the cavern. To your relief, the ice is thick and looks sturdy.

Cautiously you step onto the first step. Nothing unusual happens.  You  take  another  step;  nothing  happens.  And another step; still nothing happens. You remember the Amulet of  Eternity  is  in your  bag,  and  this  brings you  a  slither  of reassurance as you begin to cross the ice bridge. Luckily, the walls of the bridge reach as high as your shoulders.

As you reach halfway, you stop to admire the view. Strange flowers, trees and grass grow from the ice and a meandering river  flows  at  the  bottom  of  the  valley.  As  you  turn  back towards your destination, a shadow slowly appears in front of you, growing larger and larger. 

Instinctively you tilt your head towards the cavern roof: a giant ice spider is descending on a thick, silvery thread. You reach for your weapon and brace yourself. 

Not  wanting  to  wait,  you  dash  towards  the  bridge  exit, slipping and sliding as you go. Scurrying off the bridge you come face to face with two huge iron doors. Frantically you look for the door handles but can not see any. Trapped!

You  hear  loud  tapping  sounds  as  the  arachnid  clatters across the ice towards you, its jaws twitching in anticipation of fresh meat. Preparing for the worst, you ready your weapon. Once off the bridge the spider rears up on its back legs. You wonder if this is the best time to strike but something seems to be freezing you to the ground: not the ice or fear, but some sort of force surging through your body.

193 

The spider crashes back down on its front legs and thick long icicles shoot from its mouth. You duck as quickly as you can but know that at least one will hit you.

One by one, the icicles explode mid-air only yards away from you! Ice splinters shower the floor but none comes near you. Baffled, you notice a strange orange glow emanating from your Bag of Abundance, and you swiftly open the drawstring and peek inside. 

The Amulet of Eternity is glowing orange! You take the magical object from your bag and place the amulet onto the ice floor in front of you. The air around feels charged. The spider is now weirdly calm, but you sense this will not last long. Maybe  the  amulet  is  protecting  me?  But  how  to  open  the door?

Just as you are turning to face the door the ice spider rushes towards you, its beady eyes full of hate and anger. Stumbling backwards, you thud into the metal doors and are horrified to see the spider rear up onto its back legs once more. A volley of icicles rain down but once again they explode before they can hit you. 

The spider lets out a thunderous screech as it lunges itself at  you,  but  then  suddenly  stops  just  where  the  icicles exploded. Its legs try to move forward but can’t: instead, the spider rears up on its back legs and uses its front legs as a battering  ram. The  amulet  must  be  creating  a  magical forcefield!

Seizing your opportunity, you turn towards the metal doors to look for a way to open them. On closer examination, you see that the doors have a Logi-mage etched into them. Not knowing how long the magical forcefield will hold, you mark out the grid of the puzzle and begin to fill in the squares. 
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Once you are ready, turn to the entry number that appears.

If you are incorrect or fail to solve the Logi-mage puzzle, turn to 72.

194

The Goblin is as surprised as you are when you wrestle his sword free from his leathery hand and swiftly stab his stomach repeatedly with your dagger. Blood splatters over you as the foul creature drops to the ground with a loud thud.

Since he tried to rob you, it’s only polite to rob him, you reason. After all, he’s no need for worldly possessions any more. With gusto, you loot his body. You could do with a Sword (+1 VIGOUR in Combat), even if it is a goblin one, but you also find gold cogglet coins. 

194 

Add GOBLIN SWORD to your Objects on your Adventure Sheet.

ROLL 1d12 and add that many GOLD COGGLETS to your

Adventure Sheet.

You  are  wondering  why  a  nasty  Goblin  would  be  sniffing around here, when something sticking out of his shirt catches your eye: a small parchment. You take a closer look and notice the red wax of the seal is broken. You can still recognise the Assassins’ Guild symbol, despite its fractured nature.

To all Guild members,

A bounty of 300 gold cogglets is placed on anyone

within  all  Realms  of  Edra  who  is  in  possession  of  maps showing the location of the Valley of Ice.

A bounty of 600 gold cogglets has been placed on

anyone within all Realms of Edra who is dealing in the sale or distribution of maps showing the location of the Valley of Ice.

Be on the look out for the following known dealers:

Bracus McGint

Tallin Brokenbridge

Cut-Throat Jill (and gang members)

Rufus Blatherskite

Craggy Six-Fingers

Argan Lightfoot

The Realms of Edra must be protected at all costs!

Kill all traitors!
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The Grand-High Assassin

 194

Add  ASSASSIN’S  LETTER  to  your  Objects  on  your

Adventure Sheet.

A gasp escapes your mouth as you realise the man you bought the map from is listed: Craggy Six-Fingers’ name is crossed out by a thin line of blood. You curse yourself for being so stupid whilst drunk, and curse the Assassins’ Guild. You’ll have to be extra careful now about who you talk to.

Not wanting to hang around any longer than you need to, you must warn the Thieves’ Guild and you curse again as you’ll have to traipse back the way you came and delay your quest. 

Should get there before dusk, you think, but a strange chill fills the air. You instinctively look at the spot near the sewer exit where the goblin was crouching and hurry over to see if you can find anything. 

On the ground, laying in the sewage water is a body. You heart  sinks  as  you  recognise  from  his  clothes  that  it’s  a member of the Thieves’ Guild. You step closer, not wanting to find out who it is. The pain of seeing a fellow guild member dead is too much to handle. 

The bloodied corpse of Craggy Six-Fingers lies lifeless, wet, and cold. A pained expression is on his pock-marked face. You see an excessive amount of blood soaking his clothes around his heart. It looks like a sword wound, but not the kind a goblin weapon would inflict. No, this wound is strange: it’s as if a large animal has clawed at Craggy's chest. Long, deep wounds penetrating the flesh run from behind his back and right across his front, and his clothes are shredded. 

No goblin could have done this, you think. You lean over and close Craggy’s eyelids, a sadness overwhelming you. What of his family? Knowing you’ll have to tell them what happened makes a tear roll down your cheek. The guild will provide for his wife  and  daughters. Your  thoughts  become  a  rambling mess but are interrupted by something unexpected: tucked 194-195 

into Craggy’s left hand, the hand with six fingers, is a card. You prise it from his stiffening fingers and look at the strange illustration on one side: a man sits cross-legged, blindfolded, and is holding a sword in front of himself. He is surrounding by masked figures dressed in red who are each holding gems and gold items. You have no idea of the meaning of this, and flip the card over to see another illustration: this time, it’s simply a flame rising from a single palm on a black background with an ornate border. This is clearly the back of the card. 

Maybe his wife will know its meaning and you take it, just in case. 

Add STRANGE CARD to your Objects on your Adventure

Sheet.

Add 1 EXPERIENCE POINT to your Adventure Sheet.

Not wanting to waste any more time, you head back into the sewers towards the Thieves’ Den. 

Turn to 32.

195

Slowly and calmly, you take each step with immense care. Your progress is steady: you hear the hoot of an owl as the darkness  of  the  night  begins  to  encroach  on  the  fading daylight. You decide the most direct path to the tree is through a small patch of plants, arranged in rows. 

Careful not to tread on any of the plants, you weave your way through and are almost back onto the grass of the lawn when your foot becomes entangled within a thick vine. You curse your luck and crouch down to free your foot. 

Grabbing hold of the rough sprawling vine, you tug at the plant but to no avail. You try again, but the vine’s grip on your

 195-196

foot increases. From out of the darkness, another vine whips around your leg; you cry out in pain as another vine attaches itself around your waist. With panic rising, you scramble to loosen your weapon. You grip the handle but before you can swing, another vine lashes around your hand. 

With several vines now holding you firmly, you are yanked from your feet and dragged along the ground towards a giant plant! Its huge petals snap open, revealing razor-sharp teeth dripping with sap. What is this thing? is the last thought you remember as inch by inch the vines feed your struggling body into the devouring mouth.

Sadly, your adventure ends here. 

196

Knowing you might be asking one question too many, you ask Meliora if Craggy or herself noticed anything else unusual. 

Deep in thought, she shakes her head and is about to speak when an enormous flash of light blinds you. You are blown off your chair and crash to the floor, a thunderous noise ringing in your ears.

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  DEXTERITY

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 202. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your DEXTERITY Attribute,

you succeed: turn to 304. 

[image: ]

 

197

197-198 

“Tricky one, eh?” the stall holder says, sympathising with your failure. You hand over your gold cogglets in good faith. A bet’s a bet!

Deduct the amount of GOLD COGGLETS you bet from

your Adventure Sheet. 

Before the stall holder can persuade you to play again (after all, you don't want to push your luck too far), you bid him farewell, promising you’ll return in good time despite not really knowing if you’ll be passing through this village again.

Continue to Broken Tail Pass; turn to 316.
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198

“Bind, burn, scatter. Bind to nature, burn flesh and scatter ashes for the regrowth of the grass," the spriggan recites. “The Cult of the Seed,” he states, as though that tells you everything.

“What do they worship?” 

“Life,” the spriggan says, “and death, but mostly nature. They worship the cycle of Edra. All things are born, grow, and die.”

“Are you alive?” you ask, wondering how grass can talk.

“All are alive. We are all bound by the same star dust. We are all one and yet separate,” he says mysteriously. “I was once like you. Flesh and blood.”

Not sure you want to know more, you wonder if you should ask him about your quest or continue to the Broken Tail Pass.

 198-199

If you would like to ask if he knows who the Warlock of Ice

Valley is, turn to 291. 

If you would like to ask about the Valley of Ice, turn to 185. 

If you would like to ask about the Crown of Chaos, turn to 217.

If you would like to ask about the Broken Tail Pass, turn to 108.

199

You force the iron grille up from its grooves. Slowly you slide it across, unsure of what you’ll find. You carefully poke your head out of the ground; the pungent smell becomes stronger and you wince as it stings your nose. Even though the street is quiet with only a few people scattered here and there, you can feel a suppressing atmosphere in the air.    

Not wanting to hang around for longer than necessary, you climb out of the drainage hole. Unnoticed, you slide the cover back  into  place; you  recognise  the  same  symbol  from  the tunnel,  only  words  surround  it  here:  ‘The  Authority  of Ferrum's Forge: Living Quarter.’ You chuckle to yourself as this area is more commonly known as the Squalor Quarter where people have been forgotten and some are desperate.  

Spaced sporadically between run-down houses are various shoppes  and  makeshift  stalls. As you  read  the  names,  and decide  which  one  to  visit,  something  strange  happens:  an EVENT occurs.

Roll 2d12 to determine what EVENT you encounter (turn to

p. 429). Return to this entry once resolved.
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199-200 

Your attention focuses again on the shoppes you’d like to visit. Maybe the owners will have clues about the Assassins’ Guild. 

The first to catch your eye is Nonnie’s Pie and Scrag Shoppe: the selection of pies and hot snacks displayed in the window

may be too enticing to resist. Turn to 7 if you wish to visit. 

Nestled between two houses is a small, long and thin building with the doorway barely wide enough for a person to pass through.  Above  the  door  a  sign  reads,  Thaddeus’s  Magic

Caster Emporium. Turn to 169 if you wish to visit. 

An intriguing sign next to the alley catches your eye, ‘Madame

Marcellus’ Shoppe of Curiosities’. Turn to 206 if you wish to visit.  

200

Several months have passed since you disappeared with the crown. Having missed the adventure of the open road and the thrill of the chase, you decided to travel across Edra closing as many rogue portals as possible. Villages, towns, and cities all praise you as the threat of an unattended portal increases with each day. 

Word of your deeds soon spreads, and it is not long before kings, queens, and other leaders call upon your services. You wander  the  land,  your  thieving  days  behind  you,  closing gateways to protect all the citizens of Edra. To this day, it remains a mystery as to why the portals appear but as long as they do, you will remain on the road, welcomed by all, and praised by many, for you are now known simply as the King of Chaos.

Your adventure ends here.

 201-202

201

Knowing  the  way,  you  quickly  find  yourself  in  the  ante-chamber  outside  the  King’s  Court.  Eventually  you  are summoned by a courtier and you follow him into the King’s Court.

Walking the length of the chamber, you reach the King sitting on a grand marble throne. As usual, the King’s Advisor sits lower down on a simple wooden chair to the right of the King. 

“My thief! You have returned!” the King’s voice booms.

“My King,” you say as you bow low.

“You have done well to return unscathed,” the King replies.

“I assure you, my king, unscathed not so, but alive, yes,” you state, trying not to contradict the King.

“Alive but successful?” the King’s voice lowers.

You hesitate to answer. This is your last chance to decide where your loyalty lies. With the King? With Falco Goldhawk, the Grand Thief Extraordinaire? Or, maybe you have other ideas?

Is your loyalty with the King? If so, turn to 9.

Or would you like to tell the King the crown is nothing more

that a myth? If so, turn to 126.

202

The pain you feel is immense and it feels like your chest has been crushed. You try to move but your limbs don’t respond. The bright light begins to dim and strange as it feels, a sense of peace comes over you. You begin to see images from your childhood; happy memories flood your mind as the brightness slowly and gently fades to darkness. Sadly, your adventure ends here.

203 

203

Engel’s  calm  repose  remains,  even  at  the  mention  of  the Assassins’ Guild. “We must forgive all as the Peasant forgives all.” The Temple Monk waves you to follow him to a more secluded part of the Temple.

Once satisfied no one else is listening, he says, “The path you  tread  is  a  dangerous  and  fool-hardy  one.  Those  who tangle with murder, often find it walks with them.” You sense he is deciding if he can trust you or not and asks if you are serious with your intent. You give a firm nod. 

Roll 1d12 and if you roll higher than your METTLE Attribute,

your luck runs out: turn to 175.

If you roll equal to or lower than your METTLE Attribute, you succeed: continue reading.

“The Shrouded helps all those who ask,” Engel says, and asks you to wait. Unsure if this is a trap, you wait nervously looking from side to side. To your relief, he returns with a small, flat, object.

“You  may  find  this  of  interest,”  he  says,  holding  up  the object. “You see the large manor house in the mid-distance?” He is showing you a fine sketch drawn with graphite. The lines are faint but you recognise the bridge in the foreground as Warriors’ Bridge that leads north-east from the city and into Dragon Spine Mountains, even though the illustration doesn’t depict the bridge or its surroundings as they are now.

“Is this an old drawing of the bridge?” you ask.

“Yes. We believe this was drawn when Ferrum’s Forge was still but a village, before the Demon Troll Wars.” That would explain the lack of buildings near the manor house.

“Why show me this?” you ask, failing to see a connection.

“You may not be able to see this,” Engel says, holding a

 203-204

magnifying  glass  over  the  illustration.  “See  the  sigil?  This belongs to the Assassins’ Guild.”

“So this is where they hide?” 

Engel smiles, happy to be of service. He makes the holy sign and bids you farewell, “Blessed are the Shrouded.”

Add ASSASSINS’ LODGE DRAWING to Objects on your

Adventure Sheet.

If you’d like to head straight for the Assassins’ Guild Lodge,

turn to 76.

If you’d like to explore the Temple further, turn to 144.

If you’d like to join the Shrouded, turn to 377.

Or, if you want to join the gathering crowd to receive Alms,

turn to 239.

204

As you briskly walk down the hallway past the paintings, you begin to feel light-headed. Must be the fire smoke, you think, glad to be nearing the front door and going into fresh air. As you approach, the door opens by itself but you are too dazed to be amazed; you stumble out of the house and back onto the path. Rubbing your head, your walking slows and you turn back to see the flying imp grinning at you from the doorway.

A sharp pain shoots through your body as each limb begins to  tingle.  Looking  down,  you  see  the  colour  of  your  skin change to a light green; warts begin to form on your hands, and you feel pain in them as they shrink and change form. 

Your legs and feet also transform as the rest of your body writhes and jolts. Not sure what is happening, you look to the imp for help in desperation but all you see is the door closing shut.
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You  let  out  a  throaty  “r-i-i-i-b-b-b-b-e-e-e-t”  and  blink rapidly. 

 204-205

You have been turned into a slimy little toad! The horror of what curse has befallen you sinks in. You let out a throaty “r-i-i-i-b-b-b-b-e-e-e-t” and blink rapidly. Realising you have no choice but to carry on until the curse wears off, you hop towards the gate and into the street.

You are now a Slimy Little Toad and are unsure how long the curse will last. Your VIGOUR, METTLE & ALLURE are temporarily reduced to 1 whilst you are a Slimy Little Toad. Luckily, your  Bag  of Abundance  reduces  in  size  and  stays attached to your slimy little toad body. However, your coin purse isn’t magic and is now too large for you to carry. You’ve lost all your money.

Mark these changes on your Adventure Sheet now.

You realise you would be better off returning to the relative

safety of the Thieves’ Den. Turn to 327.

205

You walk briskly, wasting no time in crossing dales, plains, hills, crags, forests and ruins until you spy a village by a lake. A throng of people are walking merrily; whistling, chatting, and generally enjoying themselves. You decide to join them. 

“What’s the occasion?” you ask a large man walking behind a wagon being pulled by an ox. He is dressed in a simple tunic and a flaxen coat. 

“Why, it’s market day of course!” he bellows back at you. “Get  your  coin  ready,  grab  yourself  some  fine  meat!  Or cheese? You like cheese?” He commands his ox to stop. “Have a look at this!” he says proudly, pulling back the cloth covering his produce. You sniff the meat and cheese in order not to offend him and say you’ll be sure to come by his stall once he’s set up properly. He grunts and jostles the ox’s reins. With a heave, the ox pulls the large wagon onward. You follow, eager to see what opportunities may come your way. 

205 

The  village  of  Tinkham  Crossing  lies  next  to  Lake Tinkham, although it has now been forgotten who or what a Tinkham is. Some take pride in the village’s mysterious past, claiming the founders were tinkers who settled here from the east, while others are convinced the lake was teeming with an extinct fish called a Tinkham, said to be the tastiest fish you could ever eat. Whatever the truth, the village has prospered due to its location near Broken Tail Pass, the easiest route by which to cross the Dragon Spine Mountain range. 

Market Day is always a joyous occasion, with all manner of stalls selling their goods and services. You greedily spy various items you feel would be better off in your Bag of Abundance. Of course you could pay for them; however, a thief wouldn’t be a thief without a bit of thievery. The magical objects look tempting:

• Repair 1 Lock-pick: 1GC

• Lock-pick: +1 when picking locks = 3GC

• Toughened Lock-pick: +2 when picking locks = 4GC

• Incantation Scroll of Small Vigour (Must have Allure of 

3+, it adds 1 to your VIGOUR in any future Combat after casting) = 1GC

• Potion of Vigour (Restores 4 VIGOUR points) = 4GC 

• Potion of Mettle (Restores 4 METTLE points) = 4GC

• Potion of Fettle (Restores 4 FETTLE points) = 4GC

• Potion of Fate (Restores 4 FATE points) = 4GC

• Wand  of  Incantation  (You  always  have  an  Incantation 

Scroll. When you cast your last spell, choose another one for free from the Incantation Scroll List) = 12GC

• Incantation Scroll of Death Touch (Must have Allure of 

12+,  it  instantly  kills  one  creature/enemy  in  or  out  of Combat) = 14GC

 205-206

If you would like to purchase any of the items, deduct the correct amount of gold cogglets and add the objects to your

Adventure Sheet.

Or, would you like to attempt to steal one object?

Read on if stealing.

If you’d rather not buy nor steal, turn to 316.

Roll  1d12  and  if you  roll  higher  than your  SLEIGHT  OF

HAND Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 133. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your SLEIGHT OF HAND

Attribute, you succeed: turn to 350. 
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206

The name of this stalle piques your interest. Always one for exploring a flea market or a bric-a-brac fair, you sidle up to it. You have a vague feeling you may have been here before but that feeling soon fades. Somehow, pockets of different natural coloured lighting highlights various objects on the table. Just what exactly is making the light, you are unsure; you suspect it is coloured crystals. Whatever its secret, it looks stunning, like the light streaming through a stained-glass window. 

You begin to slowly browse the items on show, not wanting to rush, for each object seems like a treasure that has been discovered in an exotic far-away place. Next to each display are little handwritten cards detailing the name of the curiosity and its nature. You begin reading each one:

206 

Scrying Stone:

Chant a name and see into their future.

Clockwork Monkey:

Chant the Monkey’s name, Cronklefoot, and it will perform various  small  tasks  such  as  opening  doors  or  lifting  small objects.

Flute of Flight:

Play a few notes and anyone hearing your tune will begin to dance and jig. When you stop playing, they will stop dancing.

Lantern of Hope:

When all seems lost, this object will light your way. Not only will it light your path but fill your soul will unending optimism. Well, until you turn the lantern off. 

Wand of Destiny:

Using this will turn any defeat into a victory. (Turns any die roll into any number you would like. You may use this only once per entry)

You feel a stirring inside of you: should you attempt to steal one of the magical objects?

Roll  1d12  and  if you  roll  higher  than your  SLEIGHT  OF

HAND Attribute, your luck ran out: turn to 135. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your SLEIGHT OF HAND

Attribute, you succeed: continue reading.

Your sleight of hand is too quick and you manage to slip one of  the  objects  deftly  into your  Bag  of Abundance without detection. 

 206

Choose 1 object to steal and add this to your Adventure Sheet. 

Add 1 EXPERIENCE POINT onto your Adventure Sheet.

Your perusing is interrupted by a soft, warm voice like water pouring into a glass coming from behind you. Looking up, you see a short, frail lady, stooping over a stave. She is wearing a brightly coloured headscarf; through the thin silk, you can tell she is bald. Her long pendulum earrings gently sway as she slightly tilts her head towards you and repeats her sentence. 

“Allow me to introduce myself. I’m Madame Marcellus, proprietor,  explorer,  and  prophetess. Anything  tickle your fancy? All manner of trinkets, baubles, bagatelles and knick-knacks,  doodahs,  trumpery,  frippery  and  gimcracks, necklaces, bangles, medallions and anklets, brooches, tiaras, clock-pins,  and  bracelets,  buckles  and  clasps,  crosses  and keys, gold varmints such as squonks and harpies, wyverns, basilisks, krakens and rocs, sea serpents, sirens and cyclops. All found from hidden caves, ancient temples, long-forgotten ruins, and deep, dank dungeons. But no matter where they’re from, all are magical and a mere 10 gold cogglets each.”

Just as you are deciding whether or not to buy any magical objects, Madame Marcellus adds, “A word of warning: these objects are ancient with origins unknown and as such, their magical qualities have been, let’s say, warped.” She sees your eyebrows rise and quickly tries to reassure you. “That’s why they’re such low prices! The desired magical outcome for each object will vary. I’ve tried to fix the issue, but alas, I’ve had no luck.”

If  you  would  like  to  purchase  any  of  the  magical  objects despite  Madame  Marcellus’s  warning,  deduct  the  correct amount of GOLD COGGLETS and add the object to your

Adventure Sheet.

206-207 

Having spent enough time here, your mind focuses back to the Assassins’ Guild. You wonder if Madame Marcellus has heard of any rumours or knows any members. Risky to ask, but you need to track them down. 

Would you like to take the risk and ask Madame Marcellus

about the Assassins’ Guild? Turn to 379.

Would you like to visit Thaddeus’s Magic Caster Emporium?

Turn to 169.

Or, would you like to visit Nonnie’s Pie and Scrag Shoppe?

Turn to 7.

207

Upon leaving Ferrum’s Forge, you make haste along the road, all too aware of the dangers of being exposed to the elements in the wilderness of the Grasslands. The wide open space makes a welcome change to the crowded streets of the city. There is a gentle breeze in the air and you feel spots of rain upon your face. Never mind, you think, as you pull your warm cloak tighter around your body. If you make steady progress you  should  reach  one  of  the  many  traveller’s  huts  before sundown. 

Fortunately, the rain is a light shower and it soon passes. As  you  press  on,  you  notice  the  condition  of  the  road deteriorate. The well-kept stones that were neatly in place by the city gates are now more sporadic and uneven. You thank the  gods  you  are  travelling  on  foot  as  riding  a  horse  or travelling by wagon would be painful. Eventually the road is no more than a dirt track with the grass and fauna growing longer with each stride you take. 

After a few leagues of travel, you decide a quick rest to check the King's map would be welcome. You step off the dirt

 207-208

path onto the long grass and rummage through your Bag of Abundance until you find the rolled up parchment. Unfurling it,  you  spot  a  traveller’s  hut  symbol  nearby,  when  out  of nowhere an EVENT occurs.

Roll 2d12 to determine what EVENT you encounter (turn to

p. 429). Return to this entry once resolved.

Turn to 402.

208

As you land in the room, you feel a stinging pain. A sizeable splinter is sticking out of your arm.

Lose 2 FETTLE points.

You quickly remove the offending object, lick a smallish pool of  blood  from  your  skin  and  concentrate  on  your surroundings. It’s hard to see far in the darkness but you can see the walls are sloped and you spot the distinct shape of a rocking  chair  in  the  far  corner;  to your  right  is  a  chest  of drawers  and  a  large wooden  chest.  None  of  these  objects interest you. 

Just as you are about to leave you hear a low growl, and emerging from the darkness is the dreadful sight of two red glowing  eyes! Towering  over you  is  the  shaggy  shape  of  a werewolf. You stagger back, bumping against the window. 

Turn to 166.
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209-211 

209

Cursing the Assassins’ defences, you feel vulnerable staying in one place for too long, being so close to the manor house. Must be losing my touch! Maybe the statue on the edge of the lawn will yield clues?

Examining the statue for clues is now your only option. Turn

to 352.

210

Your  fight  instinct  takes  hold  and  you  draw  your  weapon without another second of hesitation. As you step forward to attack, to your surprise the dark mist dissipates and in its place a thin man in a plain shirt and trousers with long black hair stands before you. It’s too late to withdraw your attack!

Prepare to fight!

THIN MAN:

VIGOUR: 5         FETTLE: 8

COMBAT rules are on page 12.

If  you  kill  the THIN  MAN,  mark  down  1  EXPERIENCE

POINT on your Adventure Sheet and then turn to 17.

If you lose, turn to 325.

211

You put your ear to the door. You can’t hear anything so you twist the handle and step inside. Thankfully the room is empty bar  its  furniture.  The  smell  of  strong  tobacco  is  almost overwhelming and you manage to stifle a sneeze. In front of you are several Farthingale chairs, upholstered comfortable

 211

seats with low, rectangular backs. You run your fingers over the velvet material. Expensive, you ponder. Scattered around the chairs are low tables with the odd book atop them. 

Lining the walls are large maps of Edra, each focused on a different area. You recognise the four quarters of Ferrum’s Forge: Guilds, Merchants, Temple, and Squalor. Impressed by  the  penmanship  of  each  map,  you  admire  the  detailed markings  of  houses,  statues,  bridges,  and  all  of  the infrastructure contained within the city walls. 

Other maps catch your eye: The Great Mountain, Dragon Spine Mountain, Banshee’s Forest,  Lake Hope, Tumbledown Woods, Broken Tail Pass, and Skull Caves. All locations in Estrein.  You  notice  that  there  are  also  maps  of  other territories: Druids’ Wood, Skytop Mountains, and the city of Lantern’s End. There are even maps that cover as far south as Crackle Woods and the city of Shatteredshields in the Oglar Republic. Did the Assassins’ Guild’s influence reach this far? 

At the far end of the room are well-stocked bookshelves. You wander over, eager to see the titles. Unsurprisingly the books are fiction with plenty of murder mysteries! You smile as  you  see  they  have  the  complete  collections  of  Barden Clumps,  nature’s  own  countryside  rambling  detective; Monkfish, the uncompromising monk solving crimes by holy means; and Lady Nightshade, the deadly assassin who serves justice to criminals mainly through cups of tea. Even assassins enjoy a good yarn!

You continue to casually glance through the books until you notice a collection of maps on a lower shelf. You flick through them and observe that they match the ones on the walls. Handy, travel versions. Working maps. What if there are significant locations marked on these?

Should you take one to check later? If you would like to, choose one of the following:  

211-212 

• Ferrum’s Forge: Guilds, Merchants, Temple, and Squalor

• The Great Mountain

• Dragon Spine Mountian

• Banshee’s Forest

• Lake Hope

• Tumbledown Woods

• Broken Tail Pass

• Skull Caves

• Druids’ Wood

• Skytop Mountains

• Lantern’s End

• Crackle Woods

• Shatteredshields in the Oglar Republic

If you selected one, write the name of the map onto your

Adventure Sheet.

The room yields nothing more of interest as this is just a room for unwinding and relaxing in. Where to next?

If you’d like to enter the library, turn to 159.

If you’d like to enter the study, turn to 368.

Or, if you’d rather ignore the warning and enter the ‘danger’

room, turn to 359.

212

Despite your fighting skills, the gigantic sewer wyrm is too strong  and  the  last  thing you  see  are  rows  of  jagged  teeth bearing down on you as the slithering beast frantically bites your head, slowly crushing your skull. Sadly, your adventure ends here.

 213-214

213

After  replacing  the  sewer  cover  you  make  your  way  back through the many crowded streets towards the Thieves’ Den. You keep scanning the rooftops in case you catch another glimpse of the assassin. Lady luck is smiling upon you, as you see a dark mass running across the roof tiles. 

Your  suspicions  are  confirmed  as  you  see  several  stall holders looking up and pointing.

Turn to 237.

214

The  landlord  takes  your  cogglets,  his  long,  spindly  arms seeming out of proportion to the rest of his stocky body. You take a sip of ‘Mason’s Dust’, and the smoothness is a pleasant surprise given its name. Before the landlord has a chance to serve another person, you ask him if he knows anything of a Warlock who gives adventurers amulets. Best be honest, you think. Even thieves can be honest once in a while.

He leans towards you and loudly repeats, “Warlock who gives out amulets?” You nod but he shakes his head, “Well, there is a tower, a tall, tall, tower, straight as an arrow, very tall. Used to be full of Warlocks, but not now. No, they say only one lives there now. But no one’s seen him for years.” Wiping down the spot where your pint was resting, he nods a farewell to you, as a Halfling attracts his attention by asking for a pint and a packet of scaledrakes. 

If you would like to buy the bed for the night, deduct 10GC

from your Adventure Sheet, and turn to 64.

If you would rather down your pint and find somewhere else

to sleep, turn to 242.

If you do not or are unable to purchase due to lack of funds,

turn to 221.

215-216 

215

You  distract  the  merchant  by  knocking  a  few  items  to  the ground and apologise profusely while bending down to pick up the fallen objects. “Sorry, how clumsy of me, so sorry!” 

The goblin merchant is alert and his ears prick up at the sound of his merchandise hitting the ground. Quicker than you can imagine, he is by your side and clasps his hand on yours just as you slip an object into your pocket. 

“Thief! Nasty little thief!” he shouts, drawing the attention of the other goblin merchants who crowd around you. 

“There’s  been  a  mistake!  I  was  just  picking  them  up, honestly,”  you  stammer.  The  goblin  merchant  draws  his dagger, clearly not believing your story. All the other goblins follow suit and you stare at twenty angry goblins all baring their teeth and their daggers.

Slowly you draw your weapon with a deep sense of dread... Sadly, your adventure ends here. 

216

You carefully sneak towards the guards who are questioning merchants,  craftsmen,  tradesmen  and  even  the  occasional monk and priest, and blend in with the crowd. You hope the guards  are  too  distracted  to  notice  a  lone  thief  stealthily walking past.

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  STEALTH

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 281. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your STEALTH Attribute,

you succeed: turn to 234. 
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 217-218

217

“The Crown is said to be forged in the realm of the gods. Power over the realm of Edra is believed to be fused within. The wearer will rule and bind all souls to theirs.”

“The King has sent me to retrieve the Crown for himself,” you say. 

“None should wear the Crown! The power will consume any mortal foolish enough to seek such power. Your king is corrupt and will die if the Crown rests on his brow.”

If you would like to ask if he knows who the Warlock of Ice

Valley is, turn to 291. 

If you would like to ask about the Valley of Ice, turn to 185. 

Or, if you would like to press on with your quest to the Broken

Tail Pass, turn to 108.

218

Although your weapon strikes the thin man and catches him by surprise, this blow only angers him. A dark mass descends around  him,  you  hear  a  sharp  cry  and  emerging  from  the darkness are two red, glowing eyes. A huge hairy hand with long, razor-like claws whips out at lightning fast speed but you snap your face back away from danger. 

Striking with your weapon multiple times slows the beast and eventually your attack overpowers it: chunks of its flesh hanging loose as blood spurts from its many wounds. 

Finally the werewolf growls for the last time, his lifeless body devoid of breath. 

Turn to 374.

219-220 

219

You let out the most intense guttural scream as a spear pieces your boot, then your heel, and finally shoots through your leg. The pain is like nothing you have felt before as you try to lift your leg up and off the spike. Blood leaks from your boot as you slowly lift up your foot and you nearly pass out from the pain. 

Frozen and in shock, your fingers close into awkward fists as  both  of  your  hands  begin  to  curl  and  lock.  You  try  to straighten them out but you can't. Your legs also lock where you stand, and now you can’t move your neck, or even your mouth. You try to blink but can't, and you realise that a slow, painful death by poison is all that awaits you now.

Sadly, your adventure ends here.

220

Breathing in deeply, you warily approach the subject of the murders and the Assassins’ Guild. Thaddeus’ bushy eyebrows rise in unison and you have to wait a while before he speaks. “Why would I want to mix myself up in hearsay and gossip? I’m a man of magic, not murder!” 

Not wanting to anger him further you leave the shoppe, thanking him for his time on your way out. 

The  cold  air  is  refreshing. Was  Thaddeus  hiding something? He was abrupt. Or did he just not want to get involved like he said? Where else to find answers?

If you think the Shoppe of Curiosities will bear fruit, turn to

206.

Or, if you think Nonnie’s Pie and Scrag Shoppe will yield

clues, turn to 7.
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221

You shake your head at the landlord’s offer. He shakes his head  in  response,  downs  his  pint,  belches  and  says,  “Suit yourself. What is it you’re looking for?”

“Know of any Warlocks who live here?”

He leans towards you and whispers, “Warlock who gives out amulets?” You nod but he shakes his head, “Well, there is a tower, a tall, tall, tower, straight as an arrow, very tall. Used to be full of Warlocks, but not now. No, they say only one lives there now. But no one’s seen him for years.” You thank him and he nods a farewell to you, as a dwarf attracts his attention by asking for a pint and a packet of meat-cheese tubes. 

You set off with an overwhelming sense of dread to try and

find the Warlocks’ Tower. Turn to 356.

222

You stand at the edge of the flagstones, wondering how you will check for traps. Pressure plates on the floor are the most common type of trap: place a foot on one and it could trigger a dart to shoot from a hidden hole or worse, the whole floor could fall away leaving you at the bottom of a snake pit. 

If you have the CLOCKWORK MONKEY, turn to 295.

If not, you draw your weapon, hold your breath, and boldly thrust your weapon downwards onto the first flagstone. You exhale as nothing is triggered. You step onto the flagstone and repeat your trap-checking on the next flagstone. Once again, nothing happens. Cautiously you check all of the flagstones leading to the sarcophagus. 

Happy that you are still alive, you examine the three stone steps the stone coffin is resting on. At first glance the steps appear  to  be  ordinary  steps.  You  crouch  to  gain  a  better 222-224 

vantage point, and notice the first step is slightly deeper in height. A trap? But what kind?

Would you like to disarm the trap? If so, turn to 301.

Or would you rather trigger the trap? Turn to 172.

223 

You thank the baker for her offer but say the price is too high. With a tut, she moves on. Making sure she is pushing her wagon again, you carefully creep just half a pace behind her. Your hand moves slowly and steadily under the cloth and you reach in and grab an object…

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  DEXTERITY

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 228. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your DEXTERITY Attribute,

you succeed: turn to 75.  

224

“All shall leave the Royal Court except the King’s personal guards, by the King’s Command,” the King’s Advisor orders. The citizens in the high galleries are ushered out by common guards; the rest of the citizens on the floor are also led out of the chamber; the petty advisors leave by a door behind the throne.  Suspicious  of  the  command,  you  wonder  if  this unexpected occurrence will be to your benefit or detriment.  

“Stand before your King and bow,” the Advisor instructs. You do so and wait for the King to speak. Instead, the Advisor continues, “State your name, rank, and your business.”

Breathing  in  deeply,  you  begin  to  talk  but  the  King interrupts. 

“Yes,  yes,  formalities,  formalities,”  he  waves  his  hand

 224-225

casually. “We know who you are and what you are, thief. The question  is,  why  do  you  risk  your  life  with  this  persistent behaviour?”

If you have proof in the form of letters to show the King, turn

to 45.

If you do not have proof in the form of letters, turn to 93.

225

A light breeze feels refreshing on your face as you make your way through the busy streets. After navigating several streets, you  see  a  thriving  market  with  stalls  trailing  off  into  the distance. People scurry in all directions, busy with their day.

The noise of the market is overwhelming: the clatter of the carts over the cobbled street, the calls from the stall mongers enticing potential customers, the squeals and squeaks from passing livestock, the bellowing religious preachers predicting the end of the world and how you should repent to save your soul. All these sounds fill your senses. You must stay focused and press on to find the prophetess. 

After  a  short  while,  an  intriguing  sign  next  to  an  alley catches your eye: ‘Madame Marcellus’ Shoppe of Curiosities: Prophetess Extraordinaire.’ You had heard rumours of the mysterious  prophetess  but  didn’t  know  of  her  ‘curiosities’. Always one for exploring a flea market or a bric-a-brac fair, you push the door open. To your surprise, it pivots in the middle rather than at one side. As you step in, you realise you have to continue pushing the door so the handle is now on the opposite side, in order to close it. You smile a small smile and turn to face the room. 

You have a vague feeling you may have been here before but  it  soon  fades.  The  room  is  dimly  lit  with  pockets  of different coloured lighting sprinkled throughout, highlighting 225 

various objects in display cases or on tables. Just what exactly is making the light, you are unsure: you suspect it is coloured crystals. Whatever its secret, it looks stunning, like the light streaming through a stained glass window. 

You begin to slowly browse the items on show, not wanting to rush, for each object seems like a treasure that has been discovered in an exotic far-away place. Next to each display are little handwritten cards detailing the name of the curiosity and its nature. You begin reading each one: 

Scrying Stone:

Chant a name and see into their future.

Clockwork Monkey:

Chant the Monkey’s name, Cronklefoot, and it will perform various  small  tasks  such  as  opening  doors  or  lifting  small objects.

Flute of Flight:

Play a few notes and anyone hearing your tune will begin to dance and jig. When you stop playing, they will stop dancing.

Lantern of Hope:

When all seems lost, this object will light your way. Not only will it light your path but fill your soul will unending optimism. Well, until you turn the lantern off. 

Wand of Destiny:

Using this will turn any defeat into a victory. (Turns any die roll into any number you would like. You may use this only once per entry)

You feel a stirring inside of you: should I attempt to steal one of the magical objects?

 225

Roll  1d12  and  if you  roll  higher  than your  SLEIGHT  OF

HAND Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 135. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your SLEIGHT OF HAND

Attribute, you succeed: continue reading.

Your sleight of hand is quick and you manage to slip one of the  objects  deftly  into  your  Bag  of  Abundance  without detection. 

Choose 1 object to steal and add this to your Adventure Sheet. 

Out of nowhere, a soft, warm voice like water pouring into a glass calls out from behind you. Turning around, you see a short, frail lady, stooping over a stave. She is wearing a brightly coloured headscarf; through the thin silk, you can tell she is bald. Her long pendulum earrings gently sway as she slightly tilts her head towards you and repeats her sentence. 

“Allow me to introduce myself. I’m Madame Marcellus, proprietor,  explorer,  and  prophetess. Anything  tickle your fancy? All manner of trinkets, baubles, bagatelles and knick-knacks,  doodahs,  trumpery,  frippery  and  gimcracks, necklaces, bangles, medallions and anklets, brooches, tiaras, clock-pins,  and  bracelets,  buckles  and  clasps,  crosses  and keys, gold varmints such as squonks and harpies, wyverns, basilisks, krakens and rocs, sea serpents, sirens and cyclops. All found from hidden caves, ancient temples, long-forgotten ruins, and deep, dank dungeons. But no matter where they’re from, all are magical and all a mere 10 gold cogglets each.”

Just as you are deciding whether or not to buy any magical objects, Madame Marcellus adds, “A word of warning: these objects are ancient with origins unknown and as such, their magical qualities have been, let’s say, warped.” She sees your eyebrows rise and quickly tries to reassure you, “That’s why 225 

they’re such low prices! The desired magical outcome for each object will vary. I’ve tried to fix the issue, but alas, I’ve no luck.”

If  you  would  like  to  purchase  any  of  the  magical  objects despite  Madame  Marcellus’s  warning,  deduct  the  correct amount of GOLD COGGLETS and add the object to your

Adventure Sheet.

Having been distracted long enough, your mind jumps back to  the  strange  card  and you  ask  Madame  Marcellus  if  she wouldn’t  mind  answering  a  question  that  requires  her expertise.  Immediately  she  holds  up  her  left  hand,  “The meaning of the card you seek is bound deep within the fabric of corruption.” 

You  freeze,  not  knowing what  to  say,  astounded  by  the prophetess’ knowledge. How could she know?

“The  mark  of  the  Hidden  Flame;  what  is  done  in  the shadows is corrupt.” The image on the back of the card.

Madame Marcellus continues. “The man sits cross-legged, blind-folded,  holding  a  sword  in  front  of  himself.  He  is surrounded by masked figures dressed in red who are each holding gems and gold items.” How can she possibly know this? You didn’t tell her what the illustration was. 

“Half a pound of skin: decayed, half a pound of bone. Half a pound of flesh, then the debt is paid.” Madame Marcellus’ rhythmic words linger in the air. 

“Be warned, thief, the Assassins’ Guild is watching.”

What? The Assassins’ Guild is responsible? But why? With your head spinning, you look up to ask Madame Marcellus more questions, only to find she is gone. You think it strange as  you  heard  no  footsteps,  no  doors  opening  or  closing. Startled, you wonder  if  magic was  involved,  and  leave  the shoppe.

 225-227

Add 1 EXPERIENCE POINT to your Adventure Sheet.

Outside  and  with  this  disturbing  information,  you  take  a moment to reflect. How to proceed?

If you would like to visit the weapons’ shoppe, turn to 319.

If you know of Craggy Six-Fingers and would like to visit his

family, turn to 27.

226

The sun’s rays beat down as you head off along the well-worn path through the Grasslands. For miles the landscape is flat and barren. You can see in the far distance a few villages and cities. Your journey is steady and (to your relief) uneventful for many hours. 

Time seems to pass by slowly in the heat and you grow bored of the endless sea of long grass. To your delight you spy tall strange shapes made from grass, up ahead. They look like people, at least humanoid, only larger than life. Giants? you think. You also notice they are static.

Would you like to examine the grass giants? If so, turn to 386.

Or would you like to avoid the grass giants by walking around

them? If so, turn to 178.

227

The  gap  between  the  buildings  is  slightly  bigger  than  you anticipated and you slam into the wall. Fortunately your grasp of the gutter is firm, and mustering all of your strength you manage to pull yourself onto the roof. Your right cheek is stinging and a few drops of blood drip onto the slates. 

227-228 

Lose 2 FETTLE points.

You have no time to catch your breath: up ahead you see the dark mass of the shadow figure.

Turn to 186.

228

…and gently ease it away from the wagon. Just as you are about to pop it into your Bag of Abundance, you hear a loud, shrill voice, “Stop thief! Guards! Guards!” Knowing you’ve been rumbled,  you  try  to  swiftly  get  away  from  the  baker. Unfortunately the tall guard spots you and gives chase.

You manage to slip out of the crowd of merchants and into a  side  alley.  Not  pausing  for  breath, you  run  for your  life. Glancing back, you see the guard turn into the alley and gain ground on you. Druids’ beards! 

“Stop! You mumblecrust!” shouts the guard. Not on your kelpie! Scrambling around inconsiderate people just strolling around, you knock into a big man carrying a tray of beers, knocking them all over him, you, and onto the ground. Glasses smash, and he curses you and grabs your collar. He lifts his fist, pulls it back and thumps you squarely in the face. You crumple to the floor. The man swings his leg back just as the guard shouts, “Stop in the name of the King!” 

Luckily for you, the angry man obeys and instead of a boot in  the  belly,  the  man  leans  into your  face  and  growls.  No sooner do you recoil, the guard’s hand grabs your collar and drags  you  across  the  ground. Should’ve  paid  the  driggle-draggle her twenty skeggs!

“Off to the dungeon for you,” the guard barks at you as he lifts you to your feet and frog-marches you back through the streets and towards the Guild Entrance. Try as you might, his grip is too tight and you fail to escape the long arm of the King.

Sadly, your adventure ends here. 

 229-230

229

With the magical energy sparking and pulsating though the King’s  body,  doubt  enters  your  mind. The  King  is  losing control. Just as you think the thought, the King collapses onto the floor. 

The Crown clatters on the hard flagstones and rolls to your feet. Pandemonium erupts as guards, courtiers and attendees rush to the King’s aid. Chaos ensues, shouts ring out, the royal doctor is called for. And you stare down at the Crown. What have you got to lose?

Would you like to wear the Crown and show who has the

power to command it? If so, turn to 138.

Or, would you like to steal the Crown instead, by stuffing it

into your Bag of Abundance? If so, turn to 263.

230

Drawn to the vibrant colours and wonderful shapes of the various flowers and herbs, you head towards a particularly packed section of the garden. 

As you carefully approach, the mixed aroma of the many fragrances  is  overwhelming. What  are  all  these  plants  and herbs? Surely they haven't been grown just for their aesthetics? Your knowledge of gardening is limited but with what little you do know, you can identify a few familiar plants.

The one with the large flopping leaves you recognise as the Poinsettia plant, which is deadly as one leaf can kill if ingested. Next to catch your eye are the lilac pointed leaves of Deadly Nightshade: eating one berry can be fatal. Of course assassins would grow their own poisonous plants! 

Thinking you may need the services of such natural dealers of death, you wonder which one to examine first.

230-232 

If you’d like to examine the Poinsettia plant, turn to 115.

If you’d like to examine the Deadly Nightshade plant, turn to 341.

231

“What an interesting story, my friend,” the Advisor begins. Something feels off: “friend?” 

“You  deserve  an  audience  with  the  King...”  You  relax, relieved he believes you.

“However,” he continues as he opens a secret door at the far  end  of  the  room,  “that will  not  be  permitted.  Guards! Guards!”

Your eyes widen as two of the King’s Guards rush into the chamber. You act swiftly by turning to the other door but are met with the same fate. Two guards stand in your way, holding swords to your throat.

“Escort this fool to the dungeons.”   

Sadly, your adventure ends here.

232

You offer your condolences and offer your support to Meliora and mention that the Thieves’ Guild will always be there for her. She thanks you for your kindness as she sees you to the door.

The cold hits your face unexpectedly as you walk swiftly towards The Red Herring Tavern. You keep wondering who would  kill  Craggy  and  the  other  thieves. Is  the  Crown  of Chaos real, and is the killer trying to stop people finding it? Surely it can’t be real?

As you turn the corner of Brewers’ Lane, something strange happens: an EVENT occurs.

 232-234

Roll 2d12 to determine what EVENT you encounter (turn to p.429). Return to this entry once resolved.

Annoyed by the unwanted delay, you quicken your pace and you soon find yourself standing outside the large, imposing building of The Red Herring Tavern. 

Turn to 139.

233

Wrapping your cloak around yourself, you try to get as comfy as you can as you drift into a shallow sleep. However…

Roll 2d12 to determine what SLEEP ENCOUNTER affects

you (turn to p. 436). Return to this entry once resolved.

Sunlight streams through the broken windows of the church and warms your cold face. You open your eyes and are happy to be awake. You gather your belongings and leave the church without delay, keen to be on the road once more.

Turn to 58.

234

Taking advantage of the fact that only two guards are checking the citizens wanting to seek an audience with the King or to ply their trade with the workers within the Palace, you manage to  blend  into  the  crowd  well  and  pass  without  being questioned or noticed.

Following the flow of citizens who are wanting to see the King, you find yourself in an ante-chamber. You sit down on one of the packed benches and wait your turn to be called.

Turn to 201.

235-236 

235

The roar of the hostile crowd thunders in your ears as the sheer pain of the fight tears through your body. You are no match for the voracity and strength of that creature. Sinking to your knees, blood spurts from several flesh wounds. You feel weak and slump forward, face-down in the dirt. Cheers of the crowd fade and nothing replaces the sound.

Sadly, your adventure ends here.

236

Believing you mistook the calling for a bird or the wind, you carry on walking through the long grass, making slow progress. Once again, a faint breeze hits your face and you think you hear your name being called. 

You stop still to try and hear it again. You hear a low chant from a chorus of voices. I wasn’t imagining things! you think, as the chanting grows nearer. You realise there is nowhere to hide and you turn to head for the grass statues. 

Before you can reach the shelter of the statues, you glance around and see several green-robed figures approaching, all chanting in unison and swinging bundles of long grass plaited into various shapes. You dash into the wide circle of grass giants, seeking refuge as a vague memory a bizarre religious cult who worship grass surfaces in your mind. 

You run further and further, trying to find a hiding place or reach the other side of the circle without being seen. Spotting a huge grass statue of a magnificent beast which has a hundred heads of a hundred different animals, you manage to push your way through the tangled grass that forms its many necks and crouch low, hoping the monks will pass you by. 

You hear soft footsteps on the grass and the low chanting getting nearer. You hold your breath and wonder if you can understand the words they are repeating. Unfortunately, you don’t recognise any of them as the first of the monks walks

 236-237

past you. 

Watching from between the grass necks, you count seven – eight – nine – ten robed figures pass your hiding place. Relaxing, you let out a quiet sigh of relief and wonder if there is another way out from beneath the grass statue. 

You look behind you and to your horror you see that the robed figures have stopped and are facing towards you. As quick as a flash you make a break for it and launch yourself towards one of the gaps, hoping to catch them by surprise. 

Turn to 373.

237

From  the  gasps  of  the  stall  holders, you  think  the  shadow figure somehow scrambled up the side of a two-storey shoppe. Seeing a plausible path upwards, you step onto a stall holder’s stool, and with a few jeers from its owner, you launch yourself onto the lower windowsill, grab hold of the drainpipe and shimmy upwards.  

Reaching the roof, you pull yourself over the gutter and onto the slippery slates. You notice scratch marks on the tiles. Is that a good sign? Out of the corner of your eye you see the shadow figure once more to your left. 

For the first time you have a clear view, and gasp in horror. Crouching at the end of the roof is a mass of darkness. Your eyes widen as the darkness blurs; a silvery mist swirls and pulsates  until  the  shape  of  a  werewolf  emerges,  standing upright.  Red  eyes  stare  at  you,  a  low  growl  rumbles,  but fortunately the creature turns away and leaps over the gap between the next building and keeps running.

Knowing you’ll never know who murdered your friends, and in spite of your fear, you press on and prepare yourself to jump.

238-239 

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  DEXTERITY

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 262. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your DEXTERITY Attribute

you succeed: turn to 335.  

238

The magic flowing through you is too intense as your mind begins  to  lose  control  of  the  Crown:  you’ve  not  enough magical allure to handle such a powerful object. You feel the manna begin to burn from the inside and it feels like your body is on fire; chunks of your flesh melt and fall to the floor. Your screams burst from your lungs as you sink to the floor in agony, writhing in pain. The gasps and shouts from the courtiers fade to nothing as you feel your life-force drain from your body. The darkness is a welcome relief.

Sadly, your adventure ends here.

239

Your attention is focused on a large crowd that has gathered in front of the left-hand door of the Temple. You see several monks  distributing  food  to  the  gathering  hungry.  Your stomach rumbles at the thought of a meal, even flatbread, and you realise you may be running low on supplies. 

The crowd is a few people deep; and you see each person take a loaf of the tasteless yet filling food. There is a quiet dignity between the monks and the people, for they know that destitution is not an individual's fault but a systemic one that needs changing from the Royal Court down through the social stratus.

You  queue  patiently  to  receive  your  quota  of  three FLATBREAD loaves. 

 239

If  you  would  like  to  take  the  FLAT  BREAD  (restores  5 FETTLE POINTS each), write down how many you take in

the PROVISIONS box on your Adventure Sheet.

As you step away from the bread-giving monk, another monk catches your  eye  and  approaches you.  She  is  tall  and  her strides are long and purposeful. She is dressed in a simple black robe with the red pendant of the Shrouded hanging on a  thin  rope  around  her  neck,  denoting  her  Temple  Monk status. 

“May I speak with you?” Her words are gentle yet firm.

Your reply is delayed as you try to think what a Temple Monk  would  want  with  you.  The  monk  continues,  “It  is extremely important. Word has reached the Temple of several brutal murders within the city walls. Is that so?”

Not wanting to cause a panic, you nod and tell her what you know in hushed tones. A look of concern is visible on the monk’s face. Not entirely sure whether to trust this monk, you suppress the urge to ask her if she knows any information regarding the Assassins’ Guild.

“We must find the guilty and cleanse their soul!”

Would  you  like  to  ask  the  monk  if  she  knows  about  the

Assassins’ Guild? Turn to 266.

Would you like to pray at the Temple? Turn to 330.

Would you like to to join the Shrouded? Turn to 377.

Or, would you like to visit the Stalle of Curiosities? Turn to 106.
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240-241 

240

Several months have passed since you disappeared with the Crown. Having missed the adventure of the open road and the thrill of chase, you decide to travel across Edra closing as many rogue portals as possible. Villages, towns, and cities all praise you as you use the crown to decrease the number of portals each day. 

Word of your deeds soon spread, and it is not long before kings, queens, and other leaders call upon your services. You wander  the  land,  your  thieving  days  behind  you,  closing gateways to protect all the citizens of Edra. To this day, it remains a mystery as to why the portals appear but as long as they do, you will remain on the road, welcomed by all, and praised by the many, for you are now known simply as the King of Chaos. 

Your adventure ends here.

241

Confused, you are about to call out to Roow when he shouts, “Magical Vortex!” 

Roll 1d12 for each Magical Object in your Bag of Abundance except for the Crown of Chaos and the Bag of Abundance, and follow the results bellow:

1-6  =  Magical  Object  is  absorbed  by  the  Vortex  and  lost 

forever. Remove from your Adventure Sheet.

7-12  =  Magical  Object  is  too  powerful  to  be  taken  by  the 

Vortex.

“I had hoped we would be lucky,” Roow says, as the vortex swirls away from the glade and over the trees. “This is why it’s called the Cursed Glade!”

 241-242

“We’d better press on,” you say, unamused.

“Broken Tail Pass is about half a day’s walk,” Roow says as you both trudge onto the dirt path out of Dead Forest.

Turn to 18.

242

Deciding the tavern is too noisy, you make your way back through the busy pub and into the street. Something is playing on your mind. If this is an abandoned city, why are there so many people in the pub?

You  spy  the  statue  and  decide  to  walk  in  the  opposite direction, past several shoppes until you see an overgrown park.  Thick,  unkempt  bushes  poke  through  the  railings surrounding the space but you manage to find the tall iron gate. You lift up the catch, which gives with a forceful tug, and open the rusted gate using most of your strength. Instinctively you look over your shoulder as you feel the gaze of someone watching you but all you see is an empty street. You shake the feeling off. Must be your imagination. 

Upon entering the park, you feel a sudden jolt as some sort of invisible force slows your pace momentarily. The sensation reminds you of walking through thick treacle, not that you’ve ever walked through thick treacle. As soon as your thought fades  the  sensation  stops.  Feeling  slightly  miffed  but unharmed, you continue to walk into the park.

You  see  that  the  grass  is  long,  weeds  dominate  the perimeter flowerbeds, and vines are growing freely. Everything is bathed in a dull grey light and walking is difficult, but you manage to find several benches in close proximity to each other. In the fading light, you can see the outline of figures sleeping on the benches. A few people are on the ground, leaning against the benches while they sleep. 

You  see  an  empty  bench  and  approach  cautiously, wondering who these sleeping figures are.

242-243 

Would you like to take a closer look at the sleeping figures? If

so, turn to 247.     

Or, would you like to lay down on the vacant bench and try

to get some sleep? If so, turn to 309.

243

The  blast  of  cold  air  hits  you  hard  but  you  welcome  the freshness after the musty crypt. The doors slam shut creating a loud bang that echoes through the valley. Relieved to still be alive, you cautiously step forward, aware that the giant ice spider could still be lurking somewhere. Just as you are about to step onto the bridge, your Bag of Abundance begins to glow and move violently. Frantically you open the bag. The bright light nearly blinds you but you grab the Crown of Chaos and pull it out. It is hot to the touch but you manage to hold onto the magical object. 

The  bright  light  begins  to  form  a  stream  of  energy  that focuses roughly head height and three feet away from you. Slowly the light begins to grow bigger and widens into an oval shape. A portal? you wonder but before you can take in the beauty of this magical spectacle, you are distracted by a clatter of legs on ice. You look behind you and are terrified to your core. The gigantic ice spider is scuttling down the wall just to the side of the doors. 

Unsure  if  the  Amulet  of  Eternity  will  protect  you,  you decide you’d rather not take the chance to find out and take a running jump towards the swirling portal.

Roll 1d12 and follow the result to find out where the portal teleports you to:

1-6 = Hidden Valley, turn to 89.

7-12 = Ruins, turn to 141.

 244-246

244

Your hunch leads you to believe that the tree to your left is the  south  tree  and  you  cautiously  sneak  towards  your destination. Surely the Assassins’ Guild has defences to detect intruders?  Guard  dogs,  guards  patrolling,  hidden  assassins laying in wait?

Roll  1d12  and  if  you  roll  higher  than  your  STEALTH

Attribute, your luck runs out: turn to 195. 

If you roll equal to or lower than your STEALTH Attribute,

