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THE ADVENTURES OF SILENT WOLF

Flight From the Dark

Welcome to the land of Sommerlund. In olden times, during the Age of the Black Moon, the Darklords 
waged war on this beautiful country, seeking to plunge it into darkness. The conflict was a long and  
bitter trial of strength that ended in victory for the Sommlending at the Great Battle of Maakengorge.  
King Ulnar and the allies of Durenor broke the Darklord armies at the pass of Moytura. There,  
Vashna, mightiest of the Darklords, was slain upon the sword of King Ulnar, called 'Sommerswerd', the  
sword of the sun. Since that age, the Darklords have vowed vengeance upon Sommerlund and the  
House of Ulnar. Vashna and his armies were forced into the endless abyss of the Maakengorge.

Since that time, peace has more or less reigned in Sommerlund (which is part of the greater
continent of Magnamund). However, fearing a resurgence of evil, the land has trained warriors in the  
art of fighting evil. These Kai monks are masters of their art, and the children in their charge love and  
respect them in spite of the hardships of their training. For one day when they have finally learnt the  
secret skills of the Kai, they will return to their homes equipped in mind and body to defend themselves  
against the constant threat of war from the Darklords of the west.

Only gifted children are sent to be trained by the Kai. This is a story of one of those children.
For the young Kai girl, life at the monastery has not been easy. Many of the other Kai trainees
are men. Also, this Kai is small for her age and often ostracized from the group. She’s been
given the name "Silent Wolf" as her Kai name, for the manner in which she silently, yet somehow  
proudly, accepts her position.

In the year MS 5050, the day of Fehmarn, which is the first day of Spring, all the Kai Lords gather at  
the monastery where Silent Wolf has lived most of her life. There they feast and drink and pay homage  
to the Sun God Kai, who opposes the God of the Dark... the dread lord Naar. For ages, these gods have  
warred over Magnamund. It is said that this planet is but one of the many controlled by the gods and  
that whoever wins the battle for it will bring in an age of complete hope and happiness... or an eternal  
age of terror and fear.

On this morning Silent Wolf, aged 16, had been sent into the woods to collect firewood for the
great feasting hall. It was a job she accepted without complaint. After years of carrying it, she had  
taken to her Kai Name and has learned to enjoy being by herself.

This is the beginning of our story.

Session 1: A Man in Red

GM: The morning air is crisp and cool. You are enjoying the breeze through the forest trees when 
suddenly the world goes dark around you. Looking up, you see a great black cloud coming from out of 
the western skies. So many are the numbers of the black-winged beasts that fill the sky that the sun is 
completely hidden.
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SW: Oh crap.

GM: With dread in your heart, you realize the beasts are heading for the monastery. You also recall the 
stories the old Kai Masters told you at the monastery. Stories of the forgotten dark days. Stories of the 
Darklords.

SW: I think I'll run back to the monastery to alert them of what I've seen, hopefully they have as
well.

GM: You know the way to the monastery well and are almost out of the trees when the stones
start falling from the sky. These huge rocks, carried and dropped by the black-winged beasts, crash 
amidst the forest. You manage to dodge the boulders and avoid being crushed, however, one knocks a 
heavy branch off a tree.

SW: Does that branch hit me?

GM: Perhaps it is fate, or the dark god Naar laughing at your attempt to reach your brothers and sisters, 
but before you can react you hear a loud crash and the branch knocks you unconscious. 

SW: Ah

GM: It is hours later that you come to your senses. Fortunately, you are not injured beyond a slight 
headache. The forest is silent and still around you. The sun is shining. If it weren't for the downed trees 
and boulders, you would never know that anything amiss had occurred here.

SW: I'm going to work my way back to the Monastery to see what has happened. Unless you have 
something else written.

GM: No, that's fine.

GM: Moving through the trees you come at last upon the ruins of what had been the only place you 
called home. The bodies of the slain lay among the stones of the monastery. In their wrath, it seems the 
dark army didn't leave a single stone standing on top of each other. The once mighty towers have been 
knocked down. The halls have been razed. The tapestries and artifacts broken, shattered, or burnt to 
cinders.

SW: I'm going to check for survivors, just in case.

GM: Roll a die. Actually, roll it three times.

DIE ROLL: 3, 8, 5

GM: Searching through the rubble brings up only the disfigured corpses of your brothers, sisters, and 
kind masters. Too many are the faces you recognize amidst the destruction. Also, however, are shapes 
unfamiliar to you. Squat monstrous forms and men in dark armour. The only thing they have in 
common with your Kai brethren is that they, too, have gone to seek the judgment of their gods.
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You do find some useful things... First of all, you still have the ax you used to cut firewood. This is a 
weapon. You can carry up to two weapons at a time. You also have your Kai Cloak and tunic, which is 
a forest green and good for hiding in the woods. You find, in the ruins, a backpack. This can contain 8 
items. It is currently holding a wrapped apple and some cheese. This counts as a meal, and takes up one 
item spot. You also find a gold pouch which you tie onto your belt. It has 8 coins in it. Lastly, you find 
a spiked mace in one of the hands of the darkly armoured foes. There seems to you to be a certain 
justice in using an enemy's weapon against its own kind. You suspect, after all, that more of these 
creatures and dark soldiers may be wandering the woods.  Do you wish to keep all of these things?

SW: Yeah

GM: Oh, you also find a map.

SW: Whereabouts am I? Oh, the Kai Monastery, right.

GM: The Kai monastery is marked on the map, yeah. As you stare at the map, you realize with a 
feeling of heaviness that you are the last of the Kai now. It is your duty to warn the King of what has 
happened here.

SW: That would be in Holmgard?
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GM: Right you are! The map counts as a special item. It doesn't take up space in your inventory, but 
you should mark it.

SW: I figure there isn't any time to take care of all the dead, so I'll say a quick prayer for them then 
head on my way to warn the King.

GM: Okay. With tears in your eyes, you say your prayers. You recall the faces of your brethren for one 
last time and then push them out of your mind, determined to carry out your mission. The Monastery 
sat at the top of a hill. At the foot of the hill the path splits into two directions, both leading into the  
woods of the Great Forest that separates the Monastery from Holmgard. You can go right or left.

SW: Left, looks like that is the way to Holmgard on this map. Or would tracking allow me to make 
check to be sure of that?

GM: You could use tracking here. Want to?

SW: Yarp!

GM: Your tracking skills and your knowledge of the Great Forest, where you honed those skills, allow 
you to recall that the paths of the Forest are twisting and winding and either one may eventually lead 
you to Holmgard or completely away from it. You can tell from looking at the paths that the left path is  
probably a foot path while the right path looks wider and was most likely made by wagons. Wagons 
don't turn as well as people, so it may be a straighter path. Straight to where? You don't know.

SW: I'll go with the footpath - it may allow me to stay hidden better. As tempting as walking in plain 
sight is, you know!

GM: The path does indeed twist and turn through the woods. After about twenty minutes you feel so 
turned around that you're not quite sure where you are headed anymore. Suddenly, you hear the beating 
of heavy wings above you.

SW: I shall try to blend into the forest using camouflage.

GM: Okay. You pull up the hood of your green Kai cloak and melt into the underbrush. The flapping 
draws nearer and suddenly you remember something you learned from your Kai tutors. "The Kraan are 
the mounts of the dark enemies.” they said. “The fell birds with leathery skin, the death from above."

As you watch the creature fly overhead, you are sure that you have just seen a Kraan. On its back, 
holding onto a leather saddle, are two ugly creatures armed with spears. These creatures you recognize 
as some of those squat beasts that lay in the ruins of the monastery. Another story comes to mind, this 
one of the Giaks, the slaves of the Darklords. The Giaks were used to build Helgedad, the seat of the 
Darklord's power, which lies in the volcanic wastelands beyond the Durncrag mountain range. The 
construction of the city was long and torturous and only the strongest of the creatures survived the heat 
and poisonous atmosphere of Helgedad. These two on the back of the Kraan are ancestors of those that 
survived. Vicious and cruel and tough as the rocky hills. They live only to cause as much pain to others 
as has been caused to them over their sad history.
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As to your fate... well... you are not spotted.

SW: I'll wipe the cold sweat from my brow and continue my way then - what direction were they 
headed? Towards the monastery or the city?

GM: They headed towards the West, so back the way you came. You can now return to the track if you 
want, or push on through the underbrush.

SW: I'll stick to the track, hopefully it'll save some time.

GM: Keeping a watchful eye on the sky above, you move quickly along the track. You recall that this 
route leads to Fogwood, a small cluster of huts that have been used by a family of charcoal burners for 
nearly fifty years. After twenty minutes you reach the edge of a clearing where the huts are grouped in 
a small circle. There is no sign of the usual mist of wood smoke which gives Fogwood its apt name

SW: I'll assume the worst but sneak in for a peak. If there are any of those monsters around I may 
avenge the deaths of the townsfolk. If the townsfolk yet live maybe I can warn them of danger.

GM: Do you want to ready a weapon?

SW: Yeah, I'll ready the mace.

GM: You come to the first hut and cautiously push open the door. What you see confirms your fears. 
You can see the body of a charcoal burner lying face down on the rough stone floor. He has been 
murdered, stabbed in the back by a spear. All his furniture and belongings have been smashed and 
broken. Not one piece remains intact.

SW: Is that a view of the whole hut or can I enter and see if there is still a baddy in there?

GM: You've entered. No one is there. Do you wish to check other huts?

SW: Yeah.

GM: A quick check of the other huts reveals a similar story of murder and wreckage. This is the evil 
handiwork of Giaks without any doubt, for they delight in the destruction of all things. In the last hut 
that you search, you discover a Giak Spear--proof of your suspicions. You may keep this weapon if you 
wish.

SW: Yeah, I'll replace my axe with it.

GM: Equipping yourself with the weapons of the enemy, eh?

SW: That's what it looks like! Now I need to find some of their armor and my plan will be complete.

GM: Okay, well, there's nothing else in Fogwood for you. Do you want to continue on your way?
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SW: Yeah. again I'll say my words for the villagers and continue down the path.

GM: As you leave the village you note, grimly, that you're getting good at this particular prayer. You 
walk for another five or ten minutes. The woods have thinned out some when you hear a raucous caw. 
Sitting on a branch not three feet above your head is a jet black crow. Crows have often been used as 
messengers in Sommerlund, though the old tales say that they are birds aligned with Naar.

SW: I can’t communicate with this crow so I give it a curious 
look instead and watch to see what it may do.

GM: The crow bobs its head as you look at it, gives another 
croaking cry and then flies off. Unless you have other 
business here, you can move on.

SW: I'll continue on my way.

GM: It is not long before you see the crow again, this time 
perched on the outstretched arm of a cloaked figure standing 
in the path with its back to you. What do you do?

SW: I'll cough to make my presence known. I don’t want the 
figure to think I am sneaking up, but I'll also remain aware in 
case something happens (not have my spear out but ready to 
draw it if the need arises).

Silent Wolf’s cough echoed through the trees and the  
stranger slowly turned to face her. What she saw chilled her  
blood. The stranger's hood dropped to reveal skin stretched  
so tight over bone that in places the white ends stuck  
through. The eye sockets of the skeletal face were bright red  
and seemed to burn with an internal fire. It was a Vordak,  
one of the hideous lieutenants of the Darklords and a  

member of the undead. Upon seeing the Kai Lord, the Vordak let out a piercing cry which rooted her  
feet to the ground. As the scream faded into the trees, it threw back its cloak, the crow taking flight in a  
flurry of black feathers.

Slowly, Silent Wolf regained her senses, her head throbbing from the cry, to see the Vordak
rushing towards her with a heavy black mace in its bony hands.

SW: 23 End

With a cry of fear, the Kai Lord pulled out the spear she had ready and set up a defensive position -  
using the length of the spear to her advantage she prepared a desperate attempt to impale the undead  
with the force of his own charge.

DIE ROLL: 9
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The memories of the fallen filled her mind, allowing her to break free of the Vordak's spell of fear. As it  
rushed her, Silent Wolf took a quick hop back and lowered the Giak’s black spear. A
moment later, she reeled from the impact as, with a cry of pain, the creature impaled itself on the end  
and went limp.

Silent Wolf’s cry of triumph was cut short as the spear was suddenly ripped from her grasp. With a  
powerful jerking motion, the Vordak wrenched itself back to life, pulling away from his
opponent with a dreadful gurgle. However, the effort seemed almost too much for the creature and it  
collapsed on the ground with a hiss of breath.

VORDAK: 12 End

Shaken by the display of power, Silent Wolf pulled free her mace and moved forward, determined to  
destroy the creature.

DIE ROLL (free hit, SW won’t take damage): 1

Approaching cautiously, Silent Wolf raised the mace and then took a deep breath before bringing it  
down in a powerful swing. However, at the last moment, the Vordak once again found the power to  
spring aside. The mace fell onto its shoulder with a disgusting crunch of bone, but the attack was  
shrugged off by the undead minion as it turned to face its enemy.

Silent Wolf stayed her ground, her heart beating in her chest as she fought to calm her senses and  
counter the Vordak’s inevitable attack. A few feet away, the creature suddenly smiled in a hideous  
stretch of skin. A second later, the same piercing scream burst out across the distance between them.

Her head nearly bursting from the sound, Silent Wolf pushed past the pain and struggled to aim a  
felling blow at the creature's offending mouth, though her eyes were now blinded with tears.

SW: 21 End

The clash of steel on steel rang across the forest as the two maces met. For a moment there was a  
contest of strength, then the Vordak’s injured shoulder gave way and it stumbled back, struck off  
balance by the power of Silent Wolf’s blow. A flash of pain cut across the Kai Lord’s body as bony  
claws raked against her chest, tearing cloak and skin alike. Screaming with pain, Silent Wolf struck  
again, knocking the creature even further back.

SW: 18 End VORDAK: 6 End

As the creature fell back, Silent Wolf felt a moment of panic. This was her first combat, she
realized with a cold feeling in her heart. It was no joust against her Kai brothers and sisters
using wooden swords and wearing thick leather armour. She was naked against the terror she now  
faced and she no sword, the weapon that she had always intuitively known best how to handle, rested  
in her grip. She was suddenly aware of the horrors she had already seen and the mace became heavy in  
her hands.

However, a Kai Lord had other tricks. Concentrating, Silent Wolf focused her fears into a single  
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thought, touched with righteous anger at the slaughter of her brethren at the hands of monsters such as  
these. Then she launched that thought in a mental attack against the Vordak.

DIE ROLL (Vordak is immune): 5

With horror, Silent Wolf felt her mental energies meet no resistance and she realized that the beast  
facing her had no mind to call its own. It was powered by the will of its masters, the Darklords of  
Helgedad, ruled over by Lord Zagarna, dread lieutenant of Naar.

The creature, untouched by the psychic assault, opened its mouth and emitted another high pitched  
scream. Silent Wolf gasped and grabbed her head as it erupted internally in a fiery flash of pain.

SW: 16 End

Now the fears that had touched her mind took over completely and in a blind panic, Silent Wolf swung  
her mace in a wide arc. Cackling evilly, the Vordak easily dodged the wild swing and approached for a  
killing blow, its own mace raised high.

DIE ROLL: 7

Suddenly, with death facing her, Silent Wolf seemed to find a new reserve of strength. The Vordak was  
rushing at her with its weapon lifted above its head, ready to crush her skull. However, it had forgotten  
the spear stuck inside of it. With a deft movement, Silent Wolf grabbed the heft of the black weapon and  
pulled to the side, throwing the creature off balance. The mace fell on her arm and she heard the  
crunch of bone. However, her arm holding the mace was still uninjured and with a back swing, she  
swung the weapon into the Vordak’s grinning mouth, splitting it open in a splash of rancid green liquid.

She breathed a sigh of relief as the fire in the Vordak’s eyes grew dim and then went out
completely.

SW: 14 End VORDAK: dead

GM: There is a loud hissing sound and you notice the Vordak's body slowly dissolving into a vile green 
liquid. You notice that all of the grass and the plants beneath the smoking fluid are beginning to shrivel 
and die. A large valuable looking Gem lies on the ground near to the decaying body. Your spear is also 
lying amidst the smoking ruin. You can hear shouts from behind you.

SW: I'll grab my spear and the Gem and head into the forest and attempt to run away.

GM: The spear is sticky and warm with the green blood, but the gem is searing hot. You quickly slip it 
into your backpack (mark it as one of the eight items) but you lose 2 endurance points due to the burn. 
Behind you a party of Mountain Giaks have arrived and are cursing you in their black tongue. One has 
a bow and is fitting an arrow to it. Roll that die!

SW: 12 End
DIE ROLL: 5
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GM: Instinctively you leap into the woods, where you will have cover from arrows. A good thing: you 
hear a thunk as the first arrow buries itself in the trunk of a tree you just jumped behind. You take off 
through the woods, soon leaving your pursuers far behind.

SW: I think I will continue to move through the woods, but I am going to try to remain camouflaged to 
the best of my ability.

GM: You have nearly outdistanced them completely when you crash headlong into a tangle of low 
branches.

DIE ROLL: 4

GM: The good news is that you have escaped your pursuers. They can't follow you into this thick 
underbrush. Your small size and lithe form has saved you. The bad news is that this underbrush 
contains some of the largest thorns you've ever seen. You emerge scratched and cut. Lose 1 End.

SW: 11 End

SW: Well, at least I am alive.

GM: Using your camouflage and tracking abilities, you move through the forest for nearly two hours. If 
you'd like to do some healing now, that's fine.

SW: Yeah, that sounds like a good idea - as long as it doesn't take up too much time.
DIE ROLL: 9
SW: 20 End

GM: You set your damaged wrist and tend to your cuts. You also take some time to catch a half hour 
nap in a large tree. The nap doesn't cure your tiredness, but it does remove the dreadful headache and 
the rush of adrenaline that filled your body during the fight with the Vordak. The woods are silent. You 
are safe from the minions of the Darklords for now. Coming down from the tree, you realize you have 
another problem now. 

You are undoubtedly lost.

GM'S THOUGHTS: And that was the end of our first playing session. I had expected it would  
be fun, but I hadn’t expected how addictive the whole process would be. Seeing someone go  
through the same emotions I went through years and years ago was invigorating and reaffirms  
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my opinion that the Lone Wolf series is one of the best in gaming history. I also think there is a  
slightly different touch to everything with Lone Wolf being a female. There’s a bit more  
vulnerability on her part and an even greater sense of being a minority. Sometimes when  
envisioning Lone Wolf as a man, we can slip into the vision of him as a bit of a brute, especially  
as he grows in power. With Silent Wolf, one gets more of a sense of a consummate and constant  
survivalist.

Session 2: Finding the Path

SW: I'll see if I can notice anything to gain my bearings, try to figure out about how far-off path and in 
what direction I went.

GM: You wander around for a bit. There's the occasional harsh cry of a Kraan in the distance, but you 
see nothing through the thick forest canopy above you. Eventually the ground starts to become more 
rocky and you begin to head down a hillock. Ahead of you, in the tangled woods, is something strange.

SW: What sort of strange?

GM: Surrounded by thorny briars and closely packed roots, you see the entrance of a tunnel 
disappearing into the hillside beyond. It is approximately seven feet in height and just over ten feet 
wide. As you get closer, you can feel a slight breeze coming from the inky blackness. If the other end of 
this tunnel emerges on the far side of the hill, it could save you many hours of difficult climbing. On
the other hand, whatever made the tunnel might still be inside...

SW: I'll stealthily check it out - perhaps getting myself a bit muddy to blend in better to the earthen 
walls.

GM: You cover yourself with a bit of dirt, especially over your face and hands, and head into the 
darkness. The air in the tunnel is cooler than that outside and you shiver uncontrollably as you inch 
forward, one hand upon the tunnel wall to guide your way. A terrible smell fills the tunnel, the smell of 
rot and decay.

SW: Mmm, makes me hungry. I'll keep going. It may just be more dead things.
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GM: You take another step forward and suddenly 
something heavy drops onto your back. You are 
knocked to your knees in the darkness. You cannot 
see what is crawling on you, but you can feel its long 
legs pinching your shoulders and slimy tentacles 
wrapping around your neck. With horror, you realize 
you've stumbled into the nest of a Burrowcrawler, a 
disgusting worm-like insect that feeds on flesh.

Silent Wolf’s body felt paralyzed with revulsion. She  
had seen Burrowcrawlers before in her youth. Her  
mother had always warned her against poking  
around in the crevasses and caves of her homeland  
lest the vile worm-like creatures make a meal of her.  
She had always laughed off the advice even as they  
fed her mind gruesome images of her own premature  
death. Now those stories rushed back to her as she  
felt the creature crawling all over her back and  
heard it hissing and clicking in her ears.

On instinct, she jerked her body up and threw herself  
back, looking to crush its armoured exoskeleton  
against the wall.

DIE ROLL (small CS bonus): 6; SW 15 end; 
Burrowcrawler 18 end

The movement was a clumsy one, the sheer weight of  
the creature surprising. It made no audible sign that  
it had felt the impact, though the legs on her back started to flail obscenely, the hairy insectoid  
grippers getting caught up in her long hair and rubbing over the back of her neck.

The tentacles around her throat were tightening. She gasped madly for air, feeling her fingers
going numb as she edged towards a black out. She wished desperately that she had a dagger and could  
cut away the tentacles constricting her air, slowly killing her.

DIE ROLL: 0 (instant kill)

With nothing else to do, she threw herself back against the wall again in desperation, her feet
leaving the tunnel floor in the strength of her propulsion. She was rewarded this time with a
warm splash of ichor as the giant bug exploded against the back of her head, its legs still kicking
madly against her as, in blind fear and revulsion, she ran from the cave.

GM: Suddenly, you burst out into sunlight and tumble down a small hill into a tuft of grass.

SW: I breathe in the sweet smell of fresh air and try to get rid of the nasty stench of the thing. Then I 
want to try to gain my bearings and figure out if I can recognize anything around me.
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GM: First, you have a bit of a scare when, standing, something slides off your neck. At first you think 
the Burrowcrawler has followed you into the sunlight, but instead you see a belt slip off your neck, 
probably the remains of the Burrowcrawler's last meal. On the belt is a sheathed dagger and a small 
pouch.

SW: Oh, nice. I'll check out that small pouch and replace my mace with the dagger.

GM: In the pouch you hear the fine rattle of Gold Crowns, the currency of Sommerlund. Undoing the 
clasp of the pouch, you find 20 of the golden coins.

SW: I'll take the money and try to clean off the rest of the goo, then get back to figuring out where to 
go.

GM: roll die for goo cleaning...

SW: 1! You make yourself more gooey.

GM: Using your Kai skill of tracking, you manage to orient yourself using the sun so that you are
heading east. Then there's nothing else to do but plunge back into the forest in that direction. After a 
short while, the forest begins to thin out and finally you find yourself back on a proper dirt road, though 
it runs north-south, not east-west. Ahead of you is a huge line of people heading south. Many are 
wheeling possessions along on handcarts. You can join them if you like, or go back to the cover of the 
trees.
SW: I'll approach and ask where they are going and where they are coming from.

GM: The people turn out to be scared farmers and foresters from various villages spread throughout the 
Great Forest. They seem frightened of you, but too tired to do anything except hope that you will not 
harm them. One couple that warms to you more readily happens to come from Fogwood, that hamlet 
you found burnt.

SW: Isn’t south the way towards Holmgard? Aren’t they going that way?

GM: You are just asking whether this road leads to Holmgard when you hear a familiar loud shrieking 
from above and a cry of despair goes up from around you. "Kraan!" the villagers cry. "Hide in the 
woods!" As one, the line breaks up and people scramble for the safety of the woods, dropping their 
carts.

SW: I’ll look around and make sure that everyone made it out safely.

GM: Just in front of you, a wagon carrying small children breaks down, its right wheel jammed in a 
furrow. The children scream in panic. Above, a Kraan cries in delight and dives for the children.

Silent Wolf’s response was instantaneous. Drawing her spear, she leapt in front of the wagon, placing  
herself between the Kraan and its potential prey.

DIE ROLL: 9
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In a single flash of black steel, Silent Wolf drove her spear upwards, straight into the great beast’s  
heart. The force of the creature’s dive killed it instantly. Silent Wolf pulled her spear free quickly,  
getting a brief glimpse of three Giaks mounted on the Kraan’s back before the beast careened towards  
the trees, hitting them with a mighty crash. Quickly, the Kai Lady looked to the children to ensure they  
were alright and then, gripping her spear with both hands, she leapt over the wagon and headed for  
the woods, intending to check for survivors of the crash... and remedy that. Behind her, Silent Wolf  
heard the footfalls of the children as they ran from the cart towards the woods where their family had  
taken refuge. Then she was left in an eerie silence, broken only by the grunts of her prey coming from  
the woods.

Giaks are hardy creatures. Already, the three were pulling themselves up, cursing in their evil tongue,  
from their crash, though one was still extracting himself from the body of the dead Kraan. He gave a  
squeal of fright as Silent Wolf came rushing upon him. He waved stunted hands in front of him to ward  
off her blow. She kicked his arms aside and drove the spear into his exposed face. With a ghoulish hiss,  
he died. Growling, the other two Giaks pulled free spears from their backs and moved forward.

DIE ROLL: 5

Silent Wolf drew her spear free from the Giak’s head and whirled around, whipping her spear in front  
of her to block the first strike. For a while she jousted with her opponents, knocking spear against  
spear in a clash that rang throughout the forest around her. Her opponents were not as coordinated as  
her and for a moment she felt like she had the upper hand. 

Baiting one opponent, she dodged his clumsy attack and smashed his fellow across the head. She  
turned back to the other to impale him and cried out as something pierced her side. Pulling away, she  
saw the Giak she had hit was still standing, the same cruel snarl on its face as before she had struck it.  
Obviously these creatures had more endurance than she had anticipated. For a moment she felt fear:  
she could hardly last forever against two opponents and they were closing in for another volley.

SW: 11 End GIAKS: 8 End

Wary since her last failure to use her powers, but feeling she had no other option, Silent Wolf
lashed out at one of the approaching Giaks with a wave of psychic energy. To her relief, the
creature immediately grabbed its head and stumbled sideways, tripping over the mess of Kraan in its  
path. Silent Wolf turned, preparing to administer the same treatment to the other Giak, but she was  
greeted by the point of a blade. She dodged, quickly, the blade ripping a tear in her cheek. In the same  
movement, she regained her footing and drove her own spear into the Giak’s chest, killing it.  
Remembering what had happened the last time she thought she had downed a Giak, Silent Wolf spun  
around, readying her defenses. However, no attack came. Walking slowly over to the Kraan, her spear  
held ready, she saw the reason why: in its fall, the Giak had impaled itself on its own spear.

Kicking it for fair measure, Silent Wolf wiped her spear’s tip on the Kraan’s leathery wings and
returned to the highway.

SW: 9 End GIAKS: dead
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GM: Down the road a bit is a farmhouse. There is no sign of the villagers.

SW: That is curious, I wonder where they all went.

GM: Last you saw, they were crashing through the woods. You hear another shriek. Looks like Kraan 
are on the way.

SW: I sigh, realizing there is no reason to try looking for the villagers and I'll hurry to that farmhouse, 
hoping that they don’t run into any more Giaks.

GM: Kicking open the door, you dive into the farmhouse. As you enter, you see a Kraan soar off from 
the forest, letting out a shriek of victory, a victim hanging in its claws. You close the door with a 
frustrated sigh, and find yourself alone. But propped against the fireplace is a Warhammer. You may 
take this Weapon if you wish.

SW: I think I'll stick to my Spear and Dagger. But I am going to attempt to heal here. I ask for 
forgiveness and curl up to tend to my wounds.

DIE ROLL: 7

GM: Searching the farmhouse, you find enough herbs to make a rough poultice for your side, which 
took a nasty cut from the spear. Your neck still aches, too, from the Burrowcrawler's tentacles. As you 
let the poultice settle, you unintentionally fall into a deep sleep, exhausted as you are by the day's  
events.

SW: 16 End

GM: You dream dark dreams of eclipses and hear the screams of your brothers and sisters as they burn 
inside the collapsing Monastery.

GM’S THOUGHTS: And that is the end of our second session. Little reference to“Eclipse of the  
Kai” at the end there.  This whole section demonstrated some of the changes made to the  
gamebooks in the course of running this adventure: primarily in combat.  Silent Wolf's actions  
helped determine the CR for fights. Eventually this would be played with a lot, adding in  
combat rolls to a base CS and, at one point, adding specific bonuses to actions.  However, we  
never used a set CS score as I thought that was the greatest failing of Lone Wolf rules.  The  
variable CS scores makes fighting much more interesting and prevents Lone Wolf from being a  
powerhouse or a complete weakling.  It also keeps her always in suspense about battle,  
knowing there is a potential for 9 points of difference in the CS for each fight. This has her play  
a more cautious character but one who isn't afraid to occasionally gamble,

Session 3: The Fight at Alema Bridge

GM: When you awake you are feeling much refreshed. The sun is still in the sky, but it is well past 
midday. You wonder if night will fall before you reach the capital. Your skin crawls at the notion of 
staying the night in the forest. Legend says that the forest is haunted by spirits borne from the stars on 
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the light of the moon.

GM: You can spend some time searching the farmhouse if you'd like or you can check outside to see if 
the Kraan are gone.

SW: I'll check out side to see if they are gone then search the farmhouse if they have left.

GM: You open the door to a wonderful silence. Gone is the screeching of the Kraan and the cries of the 
Giaks and villagers. However, before you can turn back inside, you see something new approaching. 
Down the track are riding a small troop of soldiers. They bear the banner of the King. Looking closer, 
you see they wear the white uniforms of the King's personal guard. Chances are, they could be riding to 
Holmgard.

SW: I'll approach them.

GM: Are you calling out or are you stepping into their path?

SW: I'll call out to them.

GM: What do you say?

Coming out of the shadows of the farmhouse door, Silent Wolf waved an arm to attract the attentions of  
the riders and called out a greeting: "Hello, good sers. Be it that you are heading to Holmgard?" With  
the King’s cavalry, one could never tell whether they would halt. After all, their riding orders came  
from the royalty and rulers of the land. However, luck seemed to be with Silent Wolf this day for at the  
words the lead rider, seeming to notice her for the first time, pulling his horse with a quick shout to his  
company to ride on without him at a slower pace, so that he could catch up later.

With a toss of its head, the horse cantered to a halt in front of Silent Wolf and the man looked down at  
her from the saddle. There was a wary look in his eyes but also one of hope. Looking over Silent Wolf’s  
green tunic and muddied appearance he seemed relieved. "My lord!” he stammered. “Could it be that  
you are one of the Kai?”

Glad to be recognized, Silent Wolf nodded her head. “Indeed I am,ser, though I am afraid I may be the  
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last. I bring dire news and I must speak with the King."

"The last of the Kai?” The statement came out as a hiss of fear. “What do you mean?"

"The monastery has been attacked by the very beasts that now roam the wilderness. I fear we must  
warn the King of impending danger for the kingdom. May it be that I can accompany you to the  
capital?"

The man's face turns as white as his cloak at your news. Even his horse tosses its head, as if it has  
understood the direness of your speech. "This is dreadful news, my lord," the man says. "The armies of  
the Darklords have spread through the Great Forest and even now are at the Alema bridge. It is there  
that I ride, not to Holmgard. The Prince Pelathar is holding the bridge as best he can."

Silent Wolf took in the news, thinking. The Alema Bridge, she knew, was a major crossing point into the  
kingdom of Holmgard, the only bridge over the swift flowing and dangerous River of Unoram. It was  
an important strategical point for the kingdom's defense. To lose it would be to give the Darklord's  
forces access to an open highway to the capital. Finally, she spoke again: “That is dire news indeed.  
How fare the forces holding the bridge?”

"Not well, I'm afraid. We simply don't have the men to hold the bridge. We were caught completely off  
guard by the attack. We're fighting on the wrong side of the bridge. The armies of the Darklords came  
from all sides of the Durncrag. They are already marching on the capital. The Prince says that we can  
cut off at least half their forces if we hold the bridge. The Prince is a master strategist and a valiant  
fighter," he adds proudly. “I have faith he will see us through this darkness. Still, I fear my riders are  
the only reinforcements coming to his aid." As he says this last bit, the man's voice breaks slightly and  
the young Kai realized that, though his faith in his lord is strong, he cannot help but believe that he is  
riding to a battle he will not return from.

“Perhaps we can rally some of the villagers to assist in the defense of the bridge,” Silent Wolf  
suggested. “We must inform the King of the monasteries fall. However, holding ground against the  
Darklords forces is indeed of equal importance.”

The man shook his head. "We have been out rallying support. No one will come to the kingdom's aid.  
They are all frightened, my Lord. The best I was able to do was find another company of soldiers... and  
you," he adds, looking hopeful once more. "A Kai Lord's presence in the battle would be a huge boost  
to morale. But I leave the decision to you. I cannot ask any man who is not beholden by vows to ride to  
this battle."

Silent Wolf pondered her situation, then spoke after a moment’s hesitation. "I carry news that must  
reach the King. If you would be willing to dispatch a messenger, one on horseback that would reach the  
King far faster than I, then I would be honored to assist you in the battle."

"We can discuss that at the bridge. Will you be joining us, m'lord?"

"I shall, as long as the messenger is sent."

GM: If you want a tactical review of the situation, I can give it to you at this point.
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SW: Oh, sure, that would be great. Is the bridge the one between the monastery and Holmgard?

GM: Yes. And you are currently standing on that road.

SW: Ok, so, it’s on my way anyways.

GM: Yes, unless you push on towards Tyso. That's the long way around, though.

SW: Indeed. I shall assist in the defense of the bridge!

GM: Now, tactically, the Darklord's army has the road past the bridge, on the way to Holmgard, 
covered. So winning the bridge still may not give you direct access to the capital.

SW: That seems a little backwards.

GM THOUGHTS: Indeed it is. This is the first time I had noticed, but either Joe’s map or his  
writing was off in Book 1. Description puts you on the side of the bridge with the capital, which  
makes more sense from a “player choice” standpoint: defend the bridge and help the capital or  
ride on and continue your mission. However, the map clearly places the Monastery on the other  
side of the river, so crossing the bridge becomes a (dangerous) shortcut to the capital. How the  
Prince ended up defending the wrong side of the bridge and why the Darklord Army cares  
about taking a bridge that isn’t on their side of the war... well, I tried to come up with  
explanation, as you’ll see.

GM: The armies came from over the Durncrag mountains, which border the Darklands. Two forces 
came. One headed for the monastery, the other headed in-between Unoram and Eledil for the capital.  
Now they are set up for a pincher attack on the bridge. Fortunately, the Prince was out with his cavalry 
before the pincher attack came and is trying to clear the forces on the bridge so he can defend it when 
the attack does come. It's a desperate plan, but it's a plan.

The short ride is spent in explanation of everything we just covered. Soon, you come to the Alema 
bridge. It is quite a sight. The bridge itself is ancient, said to have been built when the Sommlending 
first set foot on these shores. The secrets of its craft have been forgotten to time. It spans the wide and 
roaring Unoram river. The name Unoram means God's Cry.

This side of the bridge is currently being held by a line of pikemen, who have set spears against the 
bridge. On the other side is a large host of Giaks, their battle cries drowning out the sound of the 
Unoram. Some ride massive dire wolves, known as Doomwolves. Others wield black weapons of all 
kinds. It is hard to know their exact number, as they are spread out to the edges of the trees. From 
within that dark forest, you can see movement, indicating even more troops holding the bank. There is 
also a large group of Giaks surrounding a small tent in the middle of their host. You do not know what 
the tent holds.

Near the pikemen on your side of the bridge, a line of horsemen have drawn up. Seeing your group 
arrive, one of the horsemen pulls away and heads for you. He rides a massive white mare and his 
armour is golden and expertly crafted. The sword in his hand is a beautiful weapon, one of the few 
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folded blades in the kingdom. The symbol on the hilt of the blade is that of the royal house.

Lifting the visor of his helmet reveals a young but attractive face, framed by a dark beard. This is the 
prince of Sommerlund, Prince Pelathar, noble heir to the kingdom, loved by his people and honored as 
a good warrior and a just politician.

The Prince rode up to Silent Wolf, looking at her curiously. The knight she was riding with hailed his  
lord: "My Prince, I have brought what reinforcements I can and also this Kai Lord, who has pledged  
his spear to our cause!"

The Prince stared at Silent Wolf for a moment and then broke into laughter. "Timris, you fool!" the  
Prince cried. "This is no Lord, but a Lady! Please take no offense, my Lady. I laugh only at Timris'  
foolishness. A woman of your beauty and training will bring heart to my men. I am honored to have a  
Kai fighting alongside me!"

“I am honored to fight these minions of the Darklord. I take little offense; it is better that I be viewed  
as a warrior than a woman. Now, may I ask what is the situation and how may I be of service?"

"We've pushed back their forces and I believe they are waiting for reinforcements, even as we do the  
same. However, our reinforcements are not coming and theirs surely are. We are down to pikemen, a  
company of archers, and the cavalry.  It is my plan to lead a sally across the bridge now, while they are  
regrouping, and try to break their lines. Giaks are cowards at heart. If we can kill some of their  
leaders, we can force them to rout. Once we take the bridge, we can put pikemen and archers on both  
sides and hold out until word reaches the capital of our predicament.”

“Surely my father is fighting the forces from Holmgard,” the Prince continued. “They think they have  
us caught, but it is they who are being crushed between the prongs, as they say. The Darklords will rue  
the day they rode down from their dark hills!"

With that, the Prince shot the Kai Lady an expectant look, as if awaiting her opinion of his plan.

"M'lord, it is a sound plan. However, I am curious - do you know about where their leaders camp? I  
would assume that large tent just on the other side. Mayhaps I could make use of my talents to dispose  
of the tent’s inhabitants, without you having to draw in all of their forces?"

"We've wondered about that tent. Certainly the Giaks have been protecting it strongly enough.  
Reaching it, though, means crossing that bridge or swimming the God's Cry." He grimaces. "I'd hate to  
have the river renamed Lady's Cry. Still, without armour, you could probably do it."

"Crossing the river in broad daylight may prove. . .disastrous. When night falls, however, it may
be possible for me to make the crossing and reach the tent."

"Unfortunately, we do not have that long. Remember that there are most likely forces marching at our  
backs. We were just waiting for Timris to arrive with his forces of cavalry. Soon we shall charge."

Silent Wolf looked back over the arraignments on the bridge. Again her keen eyes settled on the  
guarded tent. She was convinced there was something to that tent, something that if defeated, could win  
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them the battle. “Perhaps it would be possible for you to draw a sizable portion of the forces away  
from their positions, whereas I could cross undetected and dispose of their leaders.  If not,” she added.  
“I will ride with you into battle."

"I hope my charge will do at least that!" the prince responded with another joyful laugh. "It is your  
decision, my Lady. As honored as I would be to have you at my side fighting, I trust to your decision."

"I shall try to sneak behind to their leaders. But may I make one request of M'lord?"

"My lady?"

"I lost my sword at the monastery and I would feel much more comfortable with a sword in my hand. If  
you have any to spare, could I have one?"

“It is said a wise Prince grants boons to his soldiers, but a wiser Prince equips them with good steel!  
Timris! Lend our Kai a sword!"

Silent Wolf debated for a moment whether or not she should mention the plight of the Kai. But seeing  
her Prince ride back amongst his men, using his good cheer to raise their spirits for what might be  
their last battle, she could not bring herself to further burden him, and so she turned away to prepare  
for the upcoming fight. Timris approached her, drawing his own blade and offering it to her handle  
first. Unbuckling her dagger that she had retrieved from the Burrowcrawler’s den, she replaced it with  
the sword. Timris also placed something else in her hand, a vial of some blue liquid.

"This is a potion of Laumspur, my lo- er, lady," he said. "I'm sure you are aware of its properties.
May our gods grant us all luck in this battle."

Silent Wolf watched the man as he bowed and headed back towards his horse to prepare for the
charge, placing himself in the front lines. A shiver went down her spine and she uncorked the vial
and downed the contents, praying for strength in the moments to come.

GM: You head down to the river's edge. Above you, the bridge towers. The opposite side of the river 
seems very far away and the waters swift and merciless.

SW: I take a deep breath, watching the river.

GM: Swimming and such is a skill covered by Kai Hunting, so I don't think you are going to take any 
bonuses to the next few rolls. If you want to leave your backpack behind, you won't be as bad off.

SW: Yeah, I'll leave it behind. Wet cheese is no good anyways. And the Vordak Gem damaged me, 
anyway. I'd be able to come back and pick it up, right?
GM: You never know. So this is going to be done like a combat, where the "enemy" is the river.

SW: I got my first roll already.

GM: Okay, that's going to be your "positioning" roll. In this case it will decide how strong your starting 
position is. Add 10 to the number and let me know what it is.
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DIE ROLL: 19 with the +10

GM: Give me another roll. This will represent how well you choose a place to begin the swim.
DIE ROLL: 6

GM: Okay, so the river has 26 "endurance," based on the spot you have chosen to swim across. Combat 
is going to start in a minute.

Silent Wolf wandered along the banks of the river, trying to find a place where fording it might be  
possible, but no such place existed along the Unoram’s deep shores. A shout above her announced that  
the Prince had begun his charge and, not wanting to waste any more time, she dived into the freezing  
waters.

The water hit her like a fist, forcing her mouth open and shoving the rushing waters down her throat.  
She surfaced, spluttering and coughing. For a moment she thought of returning to the bank and  
clambering to the safety of the shore, but then she thought of the men possibly dying above and she  
began to swim.

DIE ROLL: 9; RIVER: 16 End

Silent Wolf pounded at the water as if her life depended on it which, after she’d left the bank ten feet  
behind her, it did. The current of the Unoram is strong and one not skilled in the art of swimming could  
easily be dragged under by its pull. But Silent Wolf knew how to traverse such depths. She swam hard  
to a current that was going the direction she needed to travel in and then relaxed, letting the river do  
the work. In this way, she was halfway across the Unoram before she ran into any trouble.

DIE ROLL: 0; RIVER: 5 End

She saw danger in the juts of water splashing up from the surface of the river. Someone less observant  
may have passed them over as mere swells, but Silent Wolf recognized them for what they were: rocks  
jutting out from the river floor, waiting to crush unwary swimmers against their sides. Taking  
advantage of them, Silent Wolf positioned herself so that she was brought alongside the rocks and  
could cling to them for a moment to catch her breath. Luck was with her: the rocks spread out in a line  
towards the distant shore. By pulling herself along the rocks, she crossed nearly to the other shore.

DIE ROLL: 1; SW: 11 End RIVER: 3 End

 In the end, it was not Silent Wolf’s swimming abilities that faltered, but rather one of the soldiers
on the bridge above. With a scream that pierced even the roar of the God’s Cry, a man pitched from his  
horse and over the side of the bridge, a Giak arrow piercing his lung. With a gasping cry he smashed  
into the young Kai Lady, pulling her off the rocks and entangling her in his limbs. The weight of his  
armour quickly began to bring them to the bottom of the river.

DIE ROLL: 6; River defeated

Pushing the body away from her, Silent Wolf swam in a panic away from the body. The river was  
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tossing her around, confusing her sense of direction. She didn’t know which way was the surface any  
longer. In desperation she groped for some kind of handhold to allow her to steady herself and felt the  
chill air on her hands as they broke through the water and found grassy shore. Pulling herself dripping  
from the water, Silent Wolf rolled onto the bank, for the moment uncaring whether or not Giak archers  
could see her. A jangling sound caused her to look down to see her belt pouch open and spilling coins  
across the bank. With a groan, she realized the pouch had come open in the water and, after counting  
her coins, saw that the God’s Cry had claimed a toll price of 10 Crowns.

GM: Your trek across the Unoram has tired you greatly. Your arms and legs ache and you are finding it 
hard to catch your breath. The chill air of Spring isn't helping your wet clothes, either. Coming over the 
bank and up a slight hill you drop down into the tall grass and observe the situation at the bridge.

The charge, it seems, has been more or less successful. The Prince has broken through to the middle of 
the bridge and his cavalry are surrounded by the Giak hosts. Only a small force of the enemy remains 
on your side of the bridge and they are around the tent, pulling something from its open flaps.

Being wheeled out of the tent is a large cannon on a wooden cart. The cart is filled with barrels leaking 
black powder. You know little about the dark arts, but you know enough to understand that the cannon 
is being wheeled onto the bridge in order to fire upon the prince. You are a decent sprint away. The 
river ended up carrying you downstream a bit.

You also realize something else... The prince's plan, though not having failed, is not having the success 
he predicted. Though he and his compatriots have slain many Giaks, the beasts aren't fleeing as is their 
nature. They are holding their ground as if some greater will is being pushed upon them. They seem 
almost frenzied... berserk.

SW: Joy. Well, I'm going to run at the Giaks with the cannon and attempt to mind blast the lot of them.

GM: Is it a charge, then? Or is there some stealth involved here?

SW: If it looks like I have time, I'll stealthily mind blast them.

GM: Let's do an ambush roll. Add 1 for camouflage.

DIE ROLL: 9

GM: Oh, well... in that case...

Silent Wolf kept low, drawing her sword from its scabbard with a sound like a hissing snake.  She  
stayed low, keeping to the grasses leading up towards the cannon, breaking from them with nary a  
sound.  Even as the cannon reached the foot of the bridge, Silent Wolf was there, slashing about her  
with her blade, all of the power of the Kai Discipline of Weaponskill being demonstrated.  The first two  
Giaks died without ever knowing what struck them.  Even as their heads stained the grass black with  
ichor, the cry of “For Sommerlund!” rang out from across the bridge and the Prince's archers released  
their first volley to devastating effect.  Reinforcements which had turned to help protect the cannon fell  
with the barbs in their backs.  “And for the Kai!” Silent Wolf shouted in answering salute to the  
archers.
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A mere three Giaks of the dozen or so  which had protected the cannon had survived the assault.  Now  
they drew short serrated blades and converged on the lone Kai Lord.  Seeing them approach, Silent  
Wolf briefly lowered her blade and stretched out a hand, using the physical motion to focus her mental  
powers and direct another round of mindblast at the Giaks, desiring to stun them before they could get  
in the first strike.  In this case, her desires outstripped her abilities.  Using the mind as a weapon is  
difficult and trying to wield that power over three opponents was beyond her.  The Giaks slowed down  
a step, but they kept coming.

DIE ROLL: 7

One of the creatures died as he lifted his blade.  Another lost an arm.  The third was the only one to  
reach the Kai Lord.  She expertly blocked the blow with her blade, but the strength of the creature was  
unbelievable. The impact of the blow sent a powerful shock up her arm.

SW 10 end; GIAKS  5 end

The Giak who had lost an arm let out only a quick gasp of pain before he wrenched his blade from his  
severed hand and charged towards Silent Wolf, eager as ever to cut her flesh from her bones.  His  
uninjured friend let out a squeal of delight at this display of power and rushed to attack at the same  
time.  Silent Wolf brought the hilt of her sword together in a two-handed grip and prepared to meet the  
dual assault, the intact Giak still registering in her mind as the larger threat.

DIE ROLL: 7

Silent Wolf side stepped the charging Giak, passing him on the side where the gaping hole of his arm  
spewed blood and trailed muscle.  The other Giak stepped forward and Silent Wolf sliced her blade  
twice across his belly, spilling his guts, steaming, onto the churned mud and gravel of the path.  
Seconds later, the armless Giak had not yet halted its charge when he felt the same blade in its spine.  
The speed of Silent Wolf's movements left her panting in exhaustion, but not a single stroke of a Giak's  
blade had reached her.

SW 9 end; GIAKS dead

GM: You hear a growl and spin to face the wagon. A Giak is standing on it, wielding a burning brand. 
You prepare yourself for his attack but instead he thrusts the brand deep inside the cannon's back end. 
There is a deep hollow boom and a large cloud of black smoke covers your vision. When it clears, a 
scene of horror awaits you.

The bridge is a mess of blood and dying men and horses. The cannon cleaved a path through the 
unsuspecting cavalry. There is no sign of the Prince, though you do not see him amongst the dying. You 
hear the call to regroup.

The Giak, meanwhile, is quickly taking the black powder out of the barrels and stuffing it into a hole in 
the cannon.  You gather that it is this mysterious black powder which powers the device.
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SW: I attempt to lop off the Giaks head.

GM: The Giak is not focused on you. Thus, his head falls unopposed. Next action?

SW: I need to get rid of the powder; I attempt to throw the barrels into the river...

GM: Well...

SW: oh wait... better idea... I'll turn the cannon towards the rest of the army.  The Giaks of course... not 
the humans.

GM: Might want to snatch that burning brand first, before... well, you know...

SW: Yeah, I'd do that, too, ha.

GM: Alright, you have just taken hold of the brand when you hear a blood curdling cry from behind 
you. You don't even have time to turn before you are lifted bodily from the wagon and tossed into the 
air as if you weighed nothing more than a rodent. The brand falls from your hand into the wagon. You 
crash amongst the soft grass, thankfully uninjured.

Silent Wolf raised her spinning head and tried to see what had attacked her.  It didn't take long to spot.  
Stomping its way towards her was a gigantic, bipedal, lizard.  It was a little over nine feet, with a huge  
tail that swayed back and forth to keep the huge bulk of its body balanced.  The muscles of its legs  
rippled with every step it took, its taloned feet gripping the muddy ground with each step like  
mechanical claws.  A mass of muscle so large it was like a living animal itself could tentatively be  
called the creature's neck and upon it rested a head that was dominated by a gapping jaw filled with  
razor sharp teeth.  This jaw opened ponderously and a roar pounded against Silent Wolf's ears.  She  
pulled herself to her feet and prepared to fight for her life.

This was a Gourgaz, a beast hailing from the Maakenmire Swamps south of Sommerlund.  Its presence  
explains the berserk nature of the Giaks, for Gourgaz secrete a scent that drives Giaks into a blood  
frenzy.  The Gourgaz are vicious creatures that have grown to desire the taste of human flesh. This one,  
in addition to its natural claws and teeth, also carried a great black axe taller than Silent Wolf.

A great cry of dismay sounded from across the bridge, for the prince's men had seen the beast.  Arrows  
fell amongst it, but the creature barely seemed to notice them, even when the shafts stuck in its scaled  
hide.  The men were gathering for another charge, but Silent Wolf was cut off from them by the Giaks  
that swarmed this end of the bridge.  She was left to deal with the Gourgaz alone.

SW CS 10+8(roll)+3(weaponskill with good sword)

The Gourgaz seemed to be waiting for her attack, hissing softly as it approached slowly on its great  
legs.  It must have been involved in some battle prior to this, for Silent Wolf  noticed one of the legs  
was wounded, and black blood oozed from a wound in its chest where the scales had been smashed in  
by a warhammer. Even its axe, though a fearsome weapon, shows signs of strain along its handle.  
Silent Wolf saw many opportunities for attack and she choose to target the injured leg, hoping to  
cripple the beast.  She didn't have to duck: she struck out and landed a quick hit on the left leg, striking  
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the wound precisely.  The creature grunted as the leg gave out and it fell to its knees.  All too quickly,  
however, it stood again and, in the same movement, lashed out hard with its axe, catching Silent Wolf's  
legs on the shaft and tripping her.

DIE ROLL: 7; Gourgaz 23 end

The Gourgaz snorted and raised a webbed foot to crush Silent Wolf underneath it, probably an attempt  
to trap her and cut off her head or, more likely, eat her alive while she was trapped.  Silent Wolf  
immediately rolled, knowing that, if she could dodge this, she could get behind the Gourgaz; knowing  

that, if she failed, she would die.

DIE ROLL: 10 (counts as 0 for the 
maneuver)

The beast stepped down as she rolled and  
trapped her sword arm, so that she ended up 
spread-eagled and trapped.  Fortunately, the  
ground where they fought was muddy and torn up  
from the marching of the Giaks, and Silent Wolf's  
arm sank softly into the earth rather than  
breaking on impact.  The pain was still great as  
sharp talons dug into her shoulder and the full  
weight of the Gourgaz pressed down on her arm.

The Gourgaz raised its axe to deliver the final  
blow...

DIE ROLL (perception): 6

… and time seemed to slow.  Some instinct in  
Silent Wolf focused her vision past the Gourgaz  
and back towards the wagon with the cannon, not  
fifteen feet away. There, sitting on the edge of the  
wagon, still lit and deceptively innocent, was the  
burning brand... and all that powder... Silent Wolf  
made one desperate move, a final attempt to  
survive the battle.  She focused her powers of  
Mind over Matter on the brand, willing it to  
move.  It didn't need to go far, only an inch or  
two.  But it required concentration and calm and  
those things were furthest from her mind at the  
moment.

DIE ROLL: 7

The brand moved just as the axe dropped. A terrible pain shot through her body and she screamed as  
the black blade dug into her chest. In the same instant, the powder of the wagon caught and exploded  
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with an ear shattering clap of thunder and fire. There was a rush of sound as the Alema bridge, so long  
a bastion of Sommerlund history, collapses into the Unoram. The Gourgaz's tall body shielded Silent  
Wolf from the blast. It staggered off of her, screeching and screaming. As it turned she saw its back...

SW 3 end; Gourgaz 15 end

... it was s a mess of charred skin and red hot scales.  Every movement brought a torrent of blood and  
pain from Silent Wolf's chest.  Her next strike, she knew, must finish the beast. She could barely keep to  
her feet to fight.

DIE ROLL: 6; SW 1 End; Gourgaz 10 end

Her blow raked down the creature's injured back and it roared in pain.  The Gourgaz spun around,  
catching her on the face with its claws and then collapsing towards her, shoving her to the ground with  
its weight and landing snapping jaws next to her neck. She could feel its breath hot against her skin.  
She didn't feel that she could move any more. Her hand could barely close around her sword. She  
watched from a far distance as the Gourgaz lurched its head towards her, its mouth open and dripping  
blood. All  she could think was that soon the blood that dripped from that mouth would be her own.

Suddenly a loud cry brought her back to her senses.  A flash of white and the Prince was between her  
and the Gourgaz, his sword buried deep in the creature's throat. With a final gurgle, the beast fell. For  
a moment the Prince stayed standing, then he too collapsed on the ground. Her pain was suddenly  
forgotten as she saw the Prince's armour littered with the arrows of Giaks. The man's wheezing breath  
told her that he was not long for this world.

GM: If you want to try and use your healing to save the prince, you can

SW: ok here goes... oh jeez, I'm throwing out that roll!

GM: ha, what was it?  A 7?

SW: the same roll i get every bloody time, yeah.

GM: Is that like... three in a row?

SW: not quite, but I was doing a little experiment.

GM: ???

SW: I rolled the die 58 times and it came out 7 nine times

GM: … Okay, I just rolled three 7's in a row on an actual die.  What is wrong with randomness these 
days?  Alright, well, give me a new roll.

DIE ROLL: 9

GM: With sorrow, you recognize that there is nothing you can do for the Prince. However, by propping 
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up his head, you may be able to hear him speak and make his final moments less painful as the blood 
that is pouring into his lungs will not fill his throat and choke him to death.

When Silent Wolf propped up his head, the Prince's eyes opened and he smiled, for the last time. "My  
Lady," he said. "We've been successful. The Alema bridge has been destroyed by that blast. No armies  
will be crossing the river Unoram today."

Silent Wolf kept her voice strong. "Your bravery will not be forgotten, m'lord."

The Prince lifted his arm and placed his sword in her hand. She took the blade, but lightly.  She  
couldn't bear to close her grip around it and the blade trailed in the ground, caking its silver with mud.

“Your name, my Lady Kai, what is it?”

“Silent Wolf, m'lord,” she wiped an arm across her tearing face as she said it.

"Silent Wolf... take this sword to my father. Tell him... tell him that you've bought us some time but that  
it is not enough. The King... you... a Kai Lord must seek that which is in Durenor or all is lost. Take my  
horse and ride for the capital. My father will give you the seal. Fly... Wolf. Fly from the dark."

Then, with a painful sigh, the prince died in her arms.  Uttering an all too familiar prayer for the dead,  
Silent Wolf closed his eyes,  let out a heavy sigh, and prepared to carry out the prince's final wishes.

GM: As you mount the Prince's horse, you hear the also too-familiar cry of Kraan behind you. You 
steal a glance over your shoulder. Indeed the bridge has been destroyed by the blast; at least a good half 
of it now lies with the bottom of the God's Cry. On the other side, the Kraan fly among the remaining 
soldiers.

Though some die by archers arrows, more swoop down to pick up soldiers and drop them from on high 
after ripping out their throats. On this side of the river, the Giaks are regrouping. It is time for you to 
leave.

It is some comfort to you, though, that half of the Darklord army will now have to ford the river or 
make the several days journey (for an army, at least) out of their way if they are to approach the capital.  
You have done your duty well, though dire it was.

Small victories... the phrase brings to mind one of your favorite Kai Tutors, Storm Hawk.

Storm Hawk once told you that it is by small victories and sacrifices that good triumphs. Slowly... but 
surely... that is the way of hope. It is harder than the path of darkness and despair, but stronger.  With 
that in mind, you ignore your painful wound and set your mind on reaching the capital and completing 
your mission.

GM NOTES: End of another session.  Looking back, I've realized there were some errors with  
our math in calculating some of the hits on the Gourgaz fight.  She would have been dead by 2  
points!  How I missed this is a mystery, but I'm prepared to lend it to divine fate.  In actuality, it  
wouldn't have mattered, because she passed her main test: the mind over matter roll.  I knew  
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she wouldn't survive a head-on-head encounter with the Gourgaz so I tried to set up a fight  
where her powers could come into play.  I also used the Prince's ending attack copied from my  
Legendary Fights, which let a player who was down to 3 or less end escape from the Gourgaz  
by the Prince's intervention.  I put that in because this fight is so hard that I've often wondered  
if Dever meant anyone to ever defeat the Gourgaz.  So, had my math been right, the Prince  
would have intervened a round earlier and she'd actually have more health now, ha!  That's  
irony.

Session 4: Flight From the Dark

GM: First of all, I'm going to go into a bit more detail about how combat works, now that you've gotten 
a chance to get a few under your belt.  The combat rules are also going to be a bit more standardized 
from here on out.  In game, you can consider it as Silent Wolf having now gotten over her first few 
fights and having a better understanding of battle.

Every battle will start with you creating a combat skill by rolling the die, adding 10, and any applicable  
abilities (like Weaponskill, which usually adds +2 or +3 if you have the right weapon).  That becomes 
your starting combat skill. Based on that, there is a table that I match your actual combat rolls with to  
get damages

 As you make decisions in combat (set spear, crush bug against back wall, strike Gourgaz's leg) I adjust 
the CS ratio (the comparison between your and the enemies CS scores) to become either more positive 
or more negative.  That way, intelligent tactical decisions can make a combat easier, while poor  
decisions or honest mistakes can make it harder.

Now, some abilities adjust this even further. For instance, once Mindblast is used (if successful) it 
increases your base CS for an entire combat, making the whole combat easier.  Of course, thrown into 
this mix are other things that can't always be accounted for in a standardized system... such as 
exploding cannons

But now you should have a better idea of how combat is working behind the scenes and a bigger 
awareness of the power of your Kai disciplines.

Finally, note that the Prince's sword is a fabulous weapon and adds +1 damage to all strikes.  Though 
don't get TOO attached... remember you promised to return the blade to his father.  Unless you want 
your name to become Thieving Wolf.  
And subsequently, Dungeon Wolf.

SW: "hand-lopped-off-for-stealing wolf" doesn't sound too courageous.  Well, let's get on the Prince's 
horse and take off!
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GM: The Prince's horse is indeed a magnificent animal, fast and sure of foot. You gallop along the 
twisting track as if it were a straight highway, until the noise of battle has disappeared far behind you. 
As you ride, your natural healing abilities, heightened by your Kai Discipline, allow your wound to 
close supernaturally quickly. Roll the die. If its an even number, recover to 10 End. If it's odd, recover 
to 8.

DIE ROLL:  even

GM: Okay. Your wound closes. You are not what one would call "healthy" right now, but at least you 
aren't bleeding any more.  After several miles, the path stops abruptly at a junction. There is a signpost,  
but it has been hacked down.  You note that the sun has begun to sink rapidly towards the Durncrag 
mountains. There are two paths in front of you, left and right. You can use tracking, of course.

SW: I shall

GM: The right path heads off towards the Durncrag Mountains, the direction from which the Darklord 
armies came. This is away from Holmgard, though you know that often there are wolf paths in that part 
of the wood that can take a traveller to any number of unexpected places. The left path sticks to the 
highway and heads more directly, but less covertly, towards Holmgard.

SW: Knowing that there may still be an army between me and Holmgard, I'll take the less conspicuous 
path and head through the woods.

GM: when you say through the woods, do you head for 
the wolf paths, or are you staying to the main path that 
leads east but trying to stick to the woods?

SW: I'll head for the wolf paths, I still want to head 
towards the City, though.

GM: The paths take you into the woods. You have ridden 
about three miles when your horse suddenly gives a 
nervous whicker.  It stops in its path and hesitates.

SW: I'll draw my sword and edge forward.

GM: You notice the woods around here have grown 
unnaturally quiet. There is no birdsong, nor insect 
chirping.  Suddenly an arrow flies from one of the trees 
and strikes you in the calf.

SW: 7 End

SW: I'll leg the horse into a gallop and try to run.

GM: Your move is an intelligent one. Thankfully the 
prince's horse is a fast creature, otherwise you surely 
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would have been hit with more arrows as they come out of the trees. This was definitely an ambush, 
though for whom you aren't sure. You hope not for you. The thought that the Darklords may already 
know a Kai escaped the monastery's destruction fills you with the dread of the hunted.

As you ride forward, a dark shape leaps out of the trees behind you and gives chase. It is a Giak astride 
a massive Doomwolf. You turn a corner in the path and for a moment the Doomwolf is lost to sight. 
You cannot outrun this creature any longer. This is the perfect place to either launch a counterattack as  
it comes around the bend or you could hide in the brush until it rides past.

SW: I'll set up a counter attack, using my spear as a lance to try to impale it as it rounds the bend.

GM: Okay, go ahead and roll CS. No modifier for using the spear. Just the die roll plus 10.

DIE ROLL: 8+10

The beast came around the corner, intent on catching her,  The Doomwolf didn't hesitate at the sight of  
the woman lowering the spear at its flank, but its Giak rider did not like the image at all, as he held a  
scimitar and had barely half the reach of Silent Wolf.  She had the advantage in this fight.

DIE ROLL: 5; SW 5 End; Doomwolf and Rider 15 End

Silent Wolf lowered the spear towards the Doomwolf, thrusting forward to keep it from snapping at her  
mount.  The wolf may not have feared her spear at first, but it learned to she gouged out one of its eyes  
with this first strike. The Giak, ignoring the plight of its mount, shrieked a battle cry and sliced its  
blade across her arm as she fended off the howling wolf.  Silent Wolf let go of the spear, leaving it  
embedded in the Doomwolf's head and drew her blade to hack at the Giak.

DIE ROLL 10; instant kill

Silent Wolf had felt a sense of impending doom throughout the fight, but now the doom all went to the  
Giak rider.  She  knocked him from his mount on her draw and then, in the same motion, re-sheathed  
the blade, gripped the spear, and drove it all the way through the Doomwolf's brain.  She pressed one  
foot against the wolf's massive head and shoved it off the spear, ready to continue her flight from the  
dark.

GM: As you retrieve your spear, you notice a scroll tucked into the Giak's belt. You can take this if you 
want, though it will mean dismounting.

SW: I shall.

GM: Mark it as a special item under "Giak scroll."

You are tucking the scroll into your tunic alongside your map when you hear howls from up ahead. It 
sounds like more Doomwolves prowl the paths ahead, while behind are the archers. You can stand and 
fight, or ride into the woods and escape your foes.

Action?

The Adventures of Silent Wolf : Flight From the Dark 30



SW: I'll ride into the woods.

GM: Roll, you are dismounted.

DIE ROLL: 7

GM: You swing onto your horse and ride deeper and deeper into the forest. Silently you thank the 
Prince for such a fine horse, for although the ground is a tangle of briars and roots, he never once 
falters. The Doomwolves are soon left far behind and you bring your horse to a halt. The light has 
faded fast and it is almost night.

SW: I'm really not in good enough shape to take on anymore foes for now.

GM: Very intelligent of you. I think you probably would've died if you had to fight those wolves. They 
are no joke, as a pack.

SW: Yeah, I am hurting quite a bit right now.

GM: Blame the Gourgaz.  Those lizards are ridiculously strong.

SW: Indeed. Lizard bastard.  Saved by the prince!  Then he died...

GM: At this point, you can either press further into the darkening but relatively safe woods, or start to 
bear left back towards the highway.

SW: I'll try to stick to the safety of the shadows.

GM: You have covered about two miles when the trees ahead thin out. You can see a small wooden 
shack on the edge of a lake. Recover 1 Endurance point from healing.

SW: 6 end

GM: The shack at first looks deserted but then you hear a voice that sounds like it's had a frog in its 
throat for years hailing you.  From the shadows of the shack emerges a cloaked figure, hood covering 
his face and long sleeves covering his hands.

"Good evening, stranger," he says. "Dark times, these be,"

SW: "Good evening, ser. These are dark times, indeed."

I remain cautious about this man but I don't draw my weapon at this time

GM: The man watches you silently for several uncomfortable moments. Then, suddenly, he speaks 
again. "Fancy a ride across the lake, my Lady? Only 2 gold crowns."

SW: So crossing this lake would bring me closer to Holmgard?  Where is this on the map?
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GM: Your map is of the lastlands and as such doesn't really map out anything about the Great Forest 
beyond the most rudimentary of details, like Alema bridge and the rivers.  There are many small lakes 
hidden in the valleys of the Great Forest.  Right now you are headed more south than anything else. 
The lake does lay in your path, so you'll either have to ride around it and then try to pick up a trail 
heading east, or ride across it with the stranger

(this is where the discipline of sixth sense comes in handy, for future reference)

SW: "I think, good ser, that I shall stick to the shore. I trust water little and with a horse that would 
make the crossing all the more treacherous."

(Yeah I thought as much, ha)

GM: The man growls deep in his throat and you reach instinctively for your weapon. Then suddenly he 
laughs and turns, heading back for the shack. "Don't get lost," his voice calls out from the shack. "Dark 
times, you know."

SW: I feel a bit creeped out by the laughter and think I made the right choice in not trusting this man.

GM: The lake is a wide one and the forest does not permit much light. Before long, night falls and you 
are engulfed in total darkness. To press on at this point would be useless, for you would be sure to lose 
your way. Tethering your horse to a tree, you pull your green Kai cloak about you and fall into a 
restless sleep.

Roll that healing die!

DIE ROLL: 6; SW 12 end

SW: I'm perpetually half dead.

GM: ha ha ha, “perpetually-half-dead wolf!“  Such is the way of the Kai, my lady.

SW: True, very true.

GM: You are awoken by loud sounds. Dawn has not yet settled over the land, but there is more light 
than there was when you fell asleep. You get to your feet and stare across the lake.  There you can 
clearly see the shack.  The cloaked figure has tossed back his hood.  Even at this distance, you can see 
the glint of black mail, the mark of Drakkarim, the human warriors who fight for the Darklords.

As you watch, a pack of Doomwolves and Giaks emerge from the trees. They surround the man and sit 
passively as he barks orders at them in the sharp black tongue of the Darklands. The sounds of his 
sharp commands echo across the lake like small explosions.

Suddenly, a Kraan appears from above the trees and lands on the roof of the small wooden shack. It is 
ridden by another creature dressed in red. The Drakkarim points, and the Kraan takes off and begins to 
fly across the lake to where you are hidden.
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SW: I attempt to hide myself and the horse from its view, hoping it will pass overhead with out noticing 
us.

GM: Using camouflage?

SW: Yarp.  GM: Your knowledge of the skill of obfuscation saves you. You coax the horse to lie down 
and begin to cover him and yourself with branches and dead leaves. You hear the wings of the Kraan as 
it passes over the trees. It returns and circles above you, but soon retreats back across the lake. Now's 
your chance to leave.

SW: I take it.  I mount up and head away from the lake cursing my inability to deal with these evil  
creatures now.

GM: You can still hear the Kraan's heavy wings beating the 
air as you push on into the forest. You ride on for nearly an 
hour until you come to a clearing. On the far side is a track 
that leads off to the south.  You have some options here.

The south exit lies through an exposed clearing. If you'd 
rather skirt the clearing and stick to the trees, you can do 
that instead and try to pick up this path later on.

SW: I'll do that. Riding in the open leaves me to exposed, 
I'm not totally convinced I'm free of the Kraan just yet.

GM: Your fear proves to be justified. As you head back 
into the woods, you hear the chilling shriek of the Kraan. 
Based on the sound, it just flew directly over the clearing.

SW: I let out a sigh of relief.

GM: You have no problem picking up the path later on and 
you spur your horse to a gallop down the path.  In the far 
distance you can just make out the silhouette of Holmgard 
on the horizon, its high walls and tall spires glinting in the 
morning sun. Your path joins the highway running from 
north to south. You set off down this highway, your eyes 
peeled for Kraan in the clear morning sky.

GM'S THOUGHTS: Astute readers (and those familiar with Lone Wolf) will now have noticed  
that Silent Wolf has 6 disciplines, not five.  This originated as an error on my part, where I  
thought she had taken healing but actually hadn't.  She didn't know to correct me on the error  
and so we used the ability throughout the adventure and made reparations for it at the  
adventure's end by creating a “learning discipline.”  Essentially, this meant that each  
adventure Lone Wolf had more disciplines but one of them, the learning one, was at a lesser  
level.  It ended up working better than the original gamebooks, I think, because this way she  
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actually got to play a character who had all ten disciplines, more or less, in book 5.

Session 5: The Dead King

GM: So, last we played (an hour ago or so!) you were just cresting the peak of a hill and about to look 
down on the capital city of Holmgard.

SW: I take in the majestic view, and without turning back continue towards the city

GM: Well, it's what you'd like to do... but there's one final obstacle between you and the city...

Before you are the tall grey-white walls and glimmering spires of Holmgard, the city's banners 
fluttering from the battlements in the fresh morning breeze. Stretching out towards the west, the River  
Eledil traces its course from the mountains of the Durncrag range to the Holmgulf. But below the 
mountain peaks you can see a vast black army marching relentlessly on towards the capital.

There are three ways from here to reach the city.

Option 1... Directly in front of you is the highway heading off over the rolling plain towards Holmgard. 
This is obviously the most direct route to the city and the fastest, as you would be able to stay mounted 
and take the road at a gallop.  However, it would be a desperate ride to the outer city defenses. A ride 
that will probably see you racing against the black army as well as its scouts: Doomwolves and Kraan. 
There is no cover on this stretch of the highway.

So that's option 1. Option 2... The Eledil drifts sluggishly towards the city. If you abandon your horse 
you could swim towards the outer defenses under cover of the river banks. The benefit is that no one is 
likely to be guarding the river. The downside is that if you were caught, you would have little choice 
but to stay afloat, a veritable moving target for archers.

Or there is a final alternative... In between the highway and the river lies a piece of ground that no army 
will ever cross.
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SW: That sounds scary and very tempting. Why is the land so horrible?

GM: This ground is the ancient Barrow Downs of the Forgotten kings. No one remembers who these 
kings were or what gods they served, back in the dawn of time. The Barrows were here when the 
Sommlending arrived over 2000 years ago and were already old and forgotten then.  Its tombs and 
crumbling monuments to a forgotten age would conceal your approach but it is a forbidden area. Many 
are the unnamed horrors that lie there in restless sleep, waiting to consume the unwary trespasser. The 
locals call it the Graveyard of the Ancients when they dare to speak of it and no one walks there by 
night or day.

Certainly the Graveyard would not contain the minions of the Darklords, but it may contain terrors 
even older and primal.

SW: I sit on my horse and consider the options. I had luck the first time crossing a river, but I know in 
my heart that was more luck than anything else. I KNOW the dangers of running through the Darklords 
ranks and the thought of ancient spirits is rather daunting.

GM: I'll tell you that all the paths offer their own dangers and adventures. None of them connect with 
each other and all of them are very different.

SW: I let out a heavy sigh. Some things are just ancient superstitions. I've already had enough arrows 
shot at me recently; I'll take my chances with the ancient spirits rather than ending up filled with  
arrows.

GM: I knew it was between that and the river. The highway is doom for your condition.

SW: Yarp

GM: So Graveyard it is?

SW: Although the thought of galloping through enemy lies would be pretty cool looking... Graveyard it 
is!

GM: Do you have any meals on you?

SW: Not anymore.

GM: Okay, because you are extremely hungry right now. Until you get something to eat, your healing 
abilities are not going to function as usual.

SW: Could I do a quick check before entering the graveyard to see if there is anything edible around? 
Before i start chewing on the saddle?

GM: Not without hunting or animal lore. Aside from a few measly berries, you wouldn't find anything 
without turning back into the woods and possibly losing hours. Plus you have no arrows to hunt with. 
You'd have to ride down a deer (right...) or go back and munch on some of that dead Giak...
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GM: And there is DEFINITELY a social stigma associated with eating Giak.

SW: I don’t doubt it. I'll chew on some leather and continue on.

GM: Okay. As a warning, sometimes hunger can start draining endurance, but as long as you reach the 
city and get something to eat by midday, you should be alright.

SW: ok.

GM: Riding into the Barrows is a 
strange experience. On the way off the 
ridge and down into the valley that 
contains them, you could swear the 
Barrows are nothing more than a lonely 
stretch of land.  However, once you 
enter the downs, your mood sinks into 
a frightened gloom. You see that the 
grass here is dry and crackling, as if 
growing dead. Also, though you rode 
into no mist, you are now in the middle 
of one. The sun, so bright and cheerful 
up on the ridge, shines only a grey dim 
here.

SW: I fight off the spooky feelings and 
tell myself at least with the mist the 
Giaks will not be able to see me - it's 
probably for the better.

GM: A creeping chill seems to 
penetrate your very bones. Your horse 
becomes startled and no matter how 
fervently you urge her on, she refuses 
to go any further into this dreadful 
place.

SW: I pat the creature and thank her for 
all she has done for me then dismount 
to continue on foot. Actually, first I try 
to lead her in on foot.  Doubt it will 
help much but, sure, I'll give it a whirl.

GM: Yeah, she's having none of it. Not 
without animal lore

SW: Curses, I was so tempted to take that, too. I remove the saddle and other tack and let her go.
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GM: Are you keeping the saddle and tack or just relieving the horse?

SW: Just relieving the horse.  I figure she'll have a better chance without all the tack

GM: The horse takes off at a quick trot and quickly disappears into the fog. You wish her luck, hoping 
she knows the way out of this place, feeling very alone as you watch her go.

Your passage through the Graveyard will not be easy, for the ground is broken and covered with a 
thorny graveweed. This wicked briar tears your cloak and cuts your legs. The air hangs heavy and still. 
Foul gases seep from open crypts and the haunting murmur of distant whispering fills your ears.

From your healing training, you recall that Graveweed is a plant that grows only over the dead. It is 
actually a carnivorous plant, though it is the roots that eat the meat, and not the thorny briar that now 
tears at your skin.

SW: Lovely.

I cover my face with my cloak as best I can to keep out the smells and continue on, finally letting the 
atmosphere of this place get to me - I draw the Prince's sword.

GM: The thorny briar does contain a poison that can be deadly in large doses.  The plants seem to reach 
out and intentionally snag your cloaks and legs as you pass, but you take care to keep a slow pace, 
despite the feeling that many eyes are watching you from the fog.

You continually hear whispers of conversation, too. Many of the conversations sound like the voices of 
your old mentors and brethren from the Monastery. At one point you even swear you see Storm Hawk 
on a crest, though it turns out to be nothing more than a stone statue of some ancient creature you've 
never heard of.

SW: I remind myself the dead are gone; I will not find my friends here.

GM: Such are the words you are repeating to yourself when, as you walk between two pillars, the 
ground gives way beneath you and you fall into darkness.  You land winded but not hurt. You have 
fallen fifteen feet or so through the roof of an underground tomb.  Lines of extinguished torches sit on 
the walls. There is no flame coming from them, yet they give off dull light... the ghost of light long 
since dead.

SW: I look around to see if there is a way in which I can climb back out

GM: The walls are sheer and you cannot climb them. An arched tunnel leads out of the tomb towards 
the east, in front of which lies the sarcophagus of some ancient noble. It is partially open and you feel a 
strong but unnatural urge to look inside.  If you wish to fight off this desire, you can take off through 
the tunnel.

SW: What is the fun in that? I give into my curiosity and have a quick peek
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GM: At first you see nothing in the gloom of the ancient coffin. But then it is like a light goes on and 
you realize that you are staring directly at a skull... and, somehow, you know the skull is staring back at 
you. An ornate crown sits on the skull's head and treasure glimmers darkly at his sides, yet all you have 
eyes for are the skull's empty sockets. In fact, you feel like getting into the coffin with the dead King. 
After all, the dead desire company.  Yes, in fact,  that's exactly what you should do.

SW: Uh... uh huh... I think I will try to resist that urge, I have no desire to give a dead King company

GM: Your desire to resist is a dim thing compared to the command being given to you. "Use your 
sword," the command says. "Spill your blood on me. I have a great thirst."

Dimly you are aware that you are in the presence of an ancient evil, far older and stronger than the 
Darklords. Perhaps even older than Naar.  You don't have mindshield, right?

SW: Nope.  I do have mind blast. . . perhaps I can try to lash back at the skull.

GM: I like that idea.  I would say now is the time for a roll

DIE ROLL: 5

SW: (you are completely compelled; you jump in and rub yourself all over the dead kings bones!)

GM: With the last of your willpower, you send out a desperate psychic blast towards... you're not sure 
what. You can't even see anymore. You are only aware of a dark presence and to that you direct your 
attack.  Suddenly, an explosion of searing crimson flame lashes upwards from the sarcophagus, 
bringing back your vision in a painful flash of light. You are thrown against the far wall and knocked 
unconscious.

When you awaken, the chamber is completely empty. The skeleton King and the sarcophagus have 
vanished. You ache all over and have lost 6 ENDURANCE points. And there is a damage much deeper 
than that, for you have stared into an abyss that no living person has ever returned from. You should 
count yourself lucky for having survived this grave evil. But there is a dark mark on your soul that shall 
never properly heal. Only add 9 to your CS rolls from now on.
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SW: 6 end

Though your life may yet be filled with happiness and joy, the grave will always be seeking to draw 
you back to it. The Dead King awaits his bride.

SW: Now that is creepy. I thank the gods for being alive at least and curse myself for giving into my 
childish curiosity. But still, it was an event to learn from.

GM: For now, you can only proceed further through the tunnel, still lit by the dead lights.  Mark 
"cursed" on your sheet. You may have a chance to heal it at some point in the far future.

SW: Marked.  Then that is what I shall do. I pull myself up, try to shake the recent imagery from my 
head, and edge out of the tomb.

GM: The tunnel becomes darker and darker as the line of torches becomes more and more spread out. 
The walls are dank and slimy, yet you keep one hand on them to guide your way, even when something 
skitters across your hand.  You almost scream when, after taking a step, your hand is on nothing but air. 
But it is just an end to the tunnel, where it branches out in two directions. Your tracking tells you that 
one path goes north, and the other south.

SW: I'll head south - that seems to be the general direction of Holmgard if I remember correctly.

GM: The cold corridor suddenly makes an abrupt turn towards the east. You notice a greenish glow that 
lights the tunnel in the far distance. As you creep nearer you can see that the corridor opens out into a 
larger chamber.  The strange light seems to emanate from a large bowl resting upon the top of a granite 
throne. On a plinth in front of the throne stands a statue. It looks like a winged serpent curved in the 
shape of an 'S'.

It is frighteningly realistic.

SW: After my last encounter I don't doubt it could be real. I'll try to conceal myself and see if there is  
another way out of this room.

GM: You find a stone portal in the east wall, but there does not appear to be any way of opening it, 
unless there is a switch on either the serpent statue or the throne.

SW: I guess its time to inspect the serpent and throne.

GM: which one?

SW: I'll warily check out the serpent. Last time it was royalty that got me in trouble so I'm a bit wary of 
the throne.

GM: And this time it is the royalty's pet. For as you get within five feet of the statue, the stone cracks 
and breaks and a real winged serpent flies at you!

SW: Ah nuts.
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GM: Combat time. You could also retreat from the room.

Silent Wolf jumped involuntarily as the stone cracked and the serpent erupted from it towards her face.  
Her muscles, tight with anticipation, refused to listen as the snake weaved towards her on gossamer  
wings.

DIE ROLL: 2; SW 2 end

The serpent's fangs bit into her face and Silent Wolf staggered back, her hands waving desperately at  
the snake.  The creature let go of her and dodged her flailing hands, coiling in mid—air for another  
strike.  Silent Wolf did not give it the chance, but turned and fled blindly from the room in the direction  
she had come.

GM: this time, racing back along the corridor you hear things you didn't hear before. People moving in 
the darkness, shouting in a language you don't understand. You can also see the flames now in the 
torches. They are bright, and oil drips from the sconces. This tomb is alive.

SW: I grunt and begin to search for the other corridor, terrified that this will be my final resting place.

GM: The other path also takes a sharp eastward turn, revealing another strange greenish glow in the 
distance. The voices of the past seem less powerful here.

SW: I'll keep pushing onward; I'm getting a bit panicked trying to get out of this place.

GM: The tunnel ends suddenly in a huge open cavern. You have entered on a high ledge and you 
cannot see the ceiling, nor the bottom, except for glittering lights far off in the distance which you take 
to be signs of other tunnels leading to other barrows. It feels like you are inside a hill that has been 
completely hallowed out.

In front of you is a set of large stone steps. These descend to a macabre bridge. The bridge is lined with 
skulls, each emanating a strange green light. They face each other to form an eerie twisting walkway to 
an opening set in the far  rock wall.

Action?

SW: I'll proceed to the bridge, guessing it is my only option here. But I will avoid looking at the skulls, 
and try to remain out of their sight as well - I get the sneaking suspicion that I don’t want these things 
looking at me.

GM: As you pass each skull, it slowly turns, as if watching your every move. You are halfway across 
the room when you hear the sharp crack of bone splitting. You turn to see hideous shapes, not serpents 
but something more devious, hatching inside the skulls and stretching slimy wings. Ahead of you, the 
opening in the rock wall starts to close.

SW: oh, god... I run.  For the opening.
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GM: Roll it

DIE ROLL: 7

SW: Ha ha, the infamous 7!

GM: It's saved you. You roll under the opening just in time to hear it slam shut, cutting off the high 
pitched wailing that the creatures in the skulls were making. With disgust you realize that they looked 
almost like human brains with wings and teeth.

You are in a corridor, which soon widens into a large hall. At the far end, a stone staircase leads up to a 
huge door. Two black candles on either side of the stone steps dimly illuminate the chamber. You notice 
that no wax has melted off these candles and as you get nearer you can feel that they give off no heat. 
Ancient engravings cover the stone surfaces of 
the walls. The roof of this chamber lies in 
darkness. You can hear an occasional strange 
shuffling sound from the ceiling.

Action?

SW: I'm going to try to move stealthily through 
this corridor. I'm not sure it'll help much- but 
the sounds above worry me in my current 
condition - I will draw my sword and am ready 
to defend myself if the need arises.

GM: Are you heading for the door, then?

SW: That is the only exit, right?

GM: Yes... well, you could look around.

SW: No.  To the door I go.

GM: Nothing attacks you as you head across 
the room, yet it does little to alleviate your 
anxiety at being in this evil tomb.  The door 
presents a new problem, however.

It is a large stone door with an incongruously 
ornate keyhole fashioned in the style of a 
warrior clutching a pin.  The soldier's mouth is 
the keyhole.

You can't do much with the door if you can't get 
it unlocked. And here's where you're going to 
love your ability of mind over matter... you can 
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use it to pick locks.

SW: Love!  Then I shall attempt to pick the lock with my mind. I focus on the lock and try to figure out 
the mechanisms to unlock the door.

GM: Such an attempt takes time and concentration. Fortunately, for once the tomb seems to be still, its  
watchful eyes elsewhere. Focusing your powers on the lock, you try to visualize the inner mechanism. 
Gradually its image appears in your mind's eye. It is old and corroded but it still functions. But turning 
it proves to be difficult.  You are in danger of losing your concentration when a subtle click confirms 
that your effort has not been in vain.

SW: *sigh of relief* I'll cautiously open the door, still with my sword drawn. I try to reassure myself 
that I can make it out of here alive.

GM: The pin is easier. Having visualized the locking mechanism with your mind's powers, you know 
that the pin is the real thing holding the door closed. The key hole, you now realize with shock, 
disabled the block of granite currently swinging far above your head. Removing the pin without 
disabling the trap would drop that block down on anyone trying to open the door. It also explains the 
sound above you. It's an old rope, swinging from the weight of the block. Trying not to imagine how 
tattered that rope might be, you open the door and feel the blast of fresh air on your face.

The grey half-light of the Graveyard floods into the tomb. The exit is overgrown with graveweed and 
you suffer many small cuts to your face and hands as you fight your way through to the surface. With a 
final sigh you turn to look back at the tomb you've emerged from and there stands the Dead King, 
smiling at you.

SW: I cant decide exactly how to react at this moment, so i sigh and quickly glance skyward, willing 
the image to disappear.  Then I glare back at the King, daring him to be real.

GM: The King opens its skeletal mouth and lets forth a cry of rage and anguish. It reaches out for you. 
If you don't get out of here, you'll have to fight.

SW: I turn and run.

GM: Luck is finally with you. You have emerged at the end of the barrow downs and at last you can 
reach the wooden fieldworks surrounding the outer city. As you race towards a sentry post, you can 
hear the excited shouts of the guards cheering you on. Thank the gods that they recognize you, for you 
must appear a ragged and suspicious figure. Your cloak is torn and hangs in tatters, your face is 
scratched and blood-smeared and the dust of the Graveyard covers you from head to toe.

Splashing through a shallow stream, you stagger towards the gate. The full horror of the Graveyard 
encounter begins to catch up with you. The last thing you recall before exhaustion robs you of 
consciousness is falling into the outstretched arms of two soldiers who have run from the fieldworks to 
help you.

GM'S NOTES: It is possible, in the original gamebook, to take any of the three paths and not  
get into a single combat.  In my version of the highway, she would've been making a lot of rolls  
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and decisions around running, dodging arrows and pushing her horse to the limit to instigate  
daring charges that leave the enemy scattered.  The horse would've been killed by the strain of  
the charge.  The river scenario I've never successfully completed myself, so I had less ideas  
there, but I know camouflage would've come into play.  In fact, that would've been the easiest of  
the scenarios for her, with her disciplines.  Hunting and animal kinship were really necessary to  
best the challenges of the highway and sixth sense or mindshield would've helped her to avoid  
the nearly fatal damage she took in the Graveyard of the Ancients.

Interlude: History Lesson

GM: Congratulations. I think you are the first, and probably last, person to have ever survived that 
tomb. Of course, you were probably the first person to go into that tomb in, like, 5000 years. I imagine 
the tomb was built during the Agarashi period... maybe earlier...

SW: So whats this Agarashi period?

GM: Ah... well, there is a very deep and long history to Magnamund. You would've learned about it in 
the monastery, at least in some detail, so I can tell you a bit about it.

SW: Ok.

GM: The legend goes that the gods had a war in the nothingness before existence. They have to war: 
that is their purpose. On the one side is Naar, lord of Darkness, and his dark gods. On the other is Kai, 
the Sun God, and his second, Ishir, the Moon Goddess.

For ages the gods battle until in their fighting they gain intelligence and self awareness. At some point  
they realize the futility of their fighting, for they can never die. Ishir is the first to propose peace. Kai is  
proud, and Naar is stubborn. But even they eventually grow tired of the fighting and, in an act none 
could foresee, Naar lays down his arms and accepts the terms of peace. Ishir's peace takes physical 
form in the creation of life. The universe is born out of Ishir's peace

Naar, having been the first to accept the peace, is also the first to break it. He chooses a planet and 
takes physical form there, being born as a normal human is born. This child becomes the physical 
incarnation of Naar. Through living, Naar learns of things the gods couldn't even imagine. He learns of 
fear. He learns of pain. He learns of death. These would eventually become Naar's greatest tools.

By living a mortal life, he recognizes how afraid people are of suffering and, before the gods are aware 
of his plans, has taken over several of the planets with life on them, devoting their inhabitants to the 
cause of darkness and twisting the worlds to his dark image.

Thus, Ishir's peace is broken. The lesser gods of good know that a new game of war has begun, this 
time using the planets as the sources of power. They grab as many planets as Naar and the game once 
again ends in stalemate. The two gods who abstain from this are Kai and Ishir.

But finally, the war comes down to a final planet: Magnamund.  Kai and Ishir realize they can no 
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longer sit back and watch the game unfold. Kai gifts the planet of Magnamund with the sun, and Ishir 
with the moon. Kai and Ishir also copulate, and create the First Son, Ailendar. Ailendar goes to 
Magnamund and claims it in the name of all that is good. But the Gods of light were foolish. They did 
not understand the ways of life and death as Naar did.

Taking physical form, Naar manifests as the Scarling, a form that is so beautiful it is twisting to the 
soul. Using this form, he sought to manipulate the lives of those living in Magnamund. Eventually this 
brought him into direct conflict with Ailendar.

The Scarling won.

Naar slew Ailendar and tossed his body into the then magma-hot seas of Magnamund. However, Naar 
failed in a way he hadn't suspected. Ailendar's plan had always been to die. For in his death, he brought 
life. The seas cooled. The weather stilled. And life crawled forth from the ocean, born of his blood.

Kai and Ishir, seeing their child slain, never lie together again. But they do create another life out of  
their son's blood. They create the Dragons and in 13,000 of the time before the Moonstone, the age of 
dragons begins.

And that's where the history lesson stops today

Session 6: The Lone Wolf

SW: I just got pulled out of the marsh by some soldiers

GM: Okay, then. You blacked out in their arms. Sadly it is a rest cut short. After only a few minutes, 
you are brought back with sniffing salts and strong spirits. Drinking was not banned by the Kai Lords, 
especially good beer, however it was not encouraged among the students and thus, these spirits are the 
strongest you've ever tasted. You cough a bit, bringing wry smiles from the soldiers around you. They 
offer you their arms. Feeling weary but thankful to be alive, you lean on the shoulders of the King's 
men and you stagger towards the outer defenses

The spirits were reviving, but Silent Wolf would have preferred a bracing meal.  The fiery liquor sat  
uncomfortably in her empty stomache and with every step she took she felt severe cramps that she was  
almost too weary to feel concern at.  Her chest now felt cold and numb where the Gourgaz's axe had  
punctured the breastplate and she cursed herself for not having studied harder at her healing  
techniques.  She had thought that she had all the time in the world to learn such things: now time had  
been taken from her cruelly and abruptly and every choice she'd made thus far in her life which was  
not now serving her stood out in her mind like pitfalls along an otherwise straight path.
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Around her stretched the final defenses of the city, filled with the smell of thick sweat and stale fear.  As  
she reached the walls of the fieldworks, the large oak gates swung open with the sound of an old man's  
bones cracking and she was quickly hurried inside the battlements.  A sergeant, bloodstained and  
battle-weary, saw her first and passed the call along to an office who turned and cast his eyes over her.  
He spent only a moment staring at her face: it was her green cloak which most caught his attention.  
The man sighed in relief and immediately started talking:

"My Lady, where are the other Kai Masters? We've been awaiting their assistance since yesterday!"

"I . . .” Silent Wolf tried not to hate the man  
for making her state harsh realities.  “I regret  
to inform you that they will not be coming."

"What?” the Officer almost seemed offended,  
though it was certainly exhaustion and fear  
that put the edge in his voice.  “We are in  
desperate need of their wisdom! The  
Darklords press us most cruelly and casualties  
are high!"

"The monastery was attacked and I'm afraid I  
was the only one to make it out alive. You will  
have to make due with me"

GM: There is a moment of silence. All the 
soldiers around you stare with wide eyes. 
Those that man the fieldworks will be the first 
to die if the war turns against them. Losing the 
Kai is a grievous blow to their morale. Without 
saying a word, the officer motions to a soldier 
to bring forward two horses. You both mount 
and gallop off towards the high city wall of 
Holmgard.

Soon, you reach the main gates of the capital, 
and stare in awe at the height of the city's 
walls. Holmgard was the first city of the 
Sommlending and is still considered one of its 
greatest. These walls, pure white, have held 
the people of Holmgard in safety for almost 
2000 years.

SW: I pray they hold them for many years to come.

GM: Two hundred feet high, the walls of Holmgard have withstood the ravages of both time and the 
Darklords. You and the sergeant race through the tunnel of the inner gatehouse, one hundred yards in 
length, and finally halt outside the doorway of the main watchtower. Great crowds of soldiers and 
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civilians are running to and fro. The sergeant is setting a brisk pace through the city. As anxious as you 
are to get to the King, you also feel that it would be bad form to pass out in front of royalty. You could 
use a meal and a bath... but at least a meal.

SW: "Excuse me, ser. I know this may be too much, but I haven’t eaten in. . . well, a while. Would it be 
possible to stop shortly so I could at least restore some strength before meeting with the King?"

GM: "Oh... er... of course!" the Sergeant says. "I'm sorry... I'd forgotten how far you've come in such a 
short time. There is an inn down Pride Court that is quite accommodating."

You follow the sergeant as he heads towards the inn. Here the going is slowed by the massive amount 
of people in the streets. You have never been to a city before and at first you think this is naturally what 
it is like. However, after looking at these people you realize they are not from this city. They are 
refugees. Hundreds of them have lost their homes and now crowd inside the safety of Holmgard with 
nowhere else to go. Many will not have a roof over their head for many a day. Some, never again. Tears 
sting your eyes as you realize how much has already been lost in this war.

The inn, called the Chalk Stone, is as crowded as the streets.  The sergeant tells you to take a table 
while you can and sets off to stable the horses.

SW: I walk into the inn and inquire about a hot meal.

GM: The inn keep is a well built man with a perpetual pout. He looks you over briefly before belting 
out that a meal of stew costs 2 crowns.

"And a tankard of ale for an extra crown," he adds gruffly.

SW: "I'll just take the meal, thank you."

GM: The man thrusts the meal at you and ignores you. After a moment's reflection, you remember the 
way you must look and smell at the moment and can't begrudge him his behavior (erase 2 crowns).

SW: Those feelings are soon forgotten as I realize there is food in front of me. It is not there long. After 
inhaling the first half of the stew I realize that I must look rather savage and I set the bowl down and let 
out an embarrassed cough.

GM: The meal sits heavily in your stomache. After all, you have not eaten for 48 hours and the stew is 
very rich. Still, the uncomfortableness of a full belly is far preferable to the emptiness that was there 
before.

After some time, the sergeant has still not returned

SW: Sighing and wondering why nothing has gone smoothly since before I went to gather firewood, I 
leave to find him.

GM: Okay.  As you leave the inn you hear cries of dismay. Far above the city, you see what appear to 
be large birds. However, after your grim experiences in the woods, you know that they are Kraan, 
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hovering out of reach of the city's archers, casting a shadow of fear over the people below.

Suddenly you hear a loud curse behind you and barely have time to turn to see an old man running at 
you with a meat cleaver and bag stuffed with rags and garbage bouncing against his side. He has burst 
out of the Chalk Stone and is either drunk, or crazy... or both.

SW: I'll attempt to stun the old man with mind blast. I don’t actually want to hurt him, but I'm in no 
shape to deal with combat right now. I reach out with my mental abilities and try to stop him in his  
tracks (man this would suck if I get taken out by some crazy dude with a meat cleaver).

GM: The old man is screaming and wailing at the top of his lungs. He blames you for the war and 
curses the Kai Lords as agents of the Darklords, having enticed them to bring their destruction upon the 
city. Your mental attack stops him short, though. He spins around and falls against someone in the 
crowd, who shoves him off disgustedly. By the time he recovers (as well as someone of his mind can) 
you could be gone, if you want.

SW: I'll deprive him of his weapon first.

GM: Oh, I mean, you could take the opportunity to escape. Trying to disarm him will probably result in 
a fight.

SW: In that case I'll let another sigh and walk off to find 
the sergeant

GM: When the old man next stands to look for you, you 
are already two streets away... and very lost. You are no 
longer on Proud Court but have entered Pelathar lane, 
which seems to be some kind of shopping district. All 
manner of shop line the streets, including a store of 
tomes, Madame Lyssa's exotic perfumes, an antique 
shop, and a smithy. If you wish to enter any of these and 
ask directions you can.

SW: So I didn't check the stables?

GM: Oh.

SW: Sorry I guess I should have said that's where I was 
headed.

GM: No matter; the stables were empty.

SW: Bleh, I should probably find my own way to the 
palace, then.  I'll step into the smithy to ask for 
directions.

GM: The smithy is filled with the smell of metalworks... 
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a smell of fire, iron, and smoke. The smithy himself is a squat man with arms as big around, it seems, 
as your body. He eyes you cautiously as you approach but seems amicable enough when you talk to 
him.

"Looking for the King's palace, eh?" the smithy asked, only somewhat suspiciously.  Silent Wolf found  
it telling that, even in a city filled with refugees, her appearance was haggard enough to warrant a  
second glance.

"Yes, master Smith,” she said, trying to impress upon him that she had more manners than her clothing  
might suggest.  “I seem to have lost my previous escort and am now rather misled."

"Escort?" the man repeated, still not offering any directions, waiting for her to elaborate.

"Yes. Could you point me in the right direction, please?"

The smithy appraised the girl, trying to place her.  Dirty clothes, gaunt appearance, but with a fire in  
her eyes and a knowledge of how to speak in a mannered tongue.  A noble, then, and in some  
embarrassing bind.  Tossed out by a peasant boyfriend, maybe, and now crawling back to the castle,  
and daddy's purse, in shame.  “Hm... well, I suppose I could do that,” he said  “If you go down 
Pelathar lane and take a left, you'll come to King's Road. That road winds a bit, but it'll take you to the  
castle, sure as day. Now maybe you could do me a favor. I'm in need of coin, stranger. If you have  
audience at the Castle, surely you have coin to spare for a fine weapon."

"I have very little, ser,” Silent Wolf said honestly.  “As you can see, I'm not precisely dressed in much  
finery. But what is this fine weapon you speak of?”

"Oh, just the work of my arms and forge,” the smithy answered, enjoying what he believed to be the  
beginnings of a bartering game. “I have a fine sword here for only 8 crowns. The way things are now,  
you'll be wanting to have a weapon on you at all times. Anything could happen. May come down to you  
and a Giak one fine day.  One SOON day, I might add."

"Indeed it may,” she answered and then considered her situation.  Two swords seemed redundant, but  
then she wouldn't be holding on to the Prince's blade for much longer. Then she remembered the meal  
she had just eaten and how much gold it had cost.  Kai Lords, as a rule, were not allowed to  
accumulate wealth, but then the monastery had provided her with meals her entire life.  She had only  
recently realized the pain that hunger could bring and she disliked it.  The memory of that pain made  
up her mind.

“I'm afraid I cannot take you up on that offer just yet,” she said.  “But I can give you a crown for your  
assistance.”

The smith shrugged and accepted the offer gratefully, having ever really expected to sell anything to  
this wayward noble in the first place.  However, as the girl reached for her belt pouch, he caught sight  
of the hilt of the blade she wore and let out a sharp sigh of awe.

"My word! No wonder you don't have need of my wares!"
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Silent Wolf froze with the gold piece half extended.  The smithy was rubbing his fingers together as if  
feeling the sword she wore.

"Would you be willing to sell that blade there, my Lady?" he asked, his voice a whisper.

"I am sorry ser, I cannot. It must be returned to its rightful owner.”  She quickly pressed her coin into  
the smithy's fingers and then retracted her arm as if retreating from a baited trap.  “Now if you'll  
excuse me, I shall be on my way."

She backed out of the shop before the smithy could say another word, shivering at the memory of the  
look in his eyes.

GM: The walk down Pelathar lane is mostly uneventful... except that where it is supposed to turn into 
King's Road, the road is blocked. The good news is, as you're walking you regain 2 endurance from 
your reactivated healing ability.

SW 4 end

SW: *grumbles about more annoying road blocks*

GM: You hear a fellow grumbler mention something about needing to get onto King's Road and then 
something about taking the long way around. He disappears into an alley, seemingly knowing where 
he's going.

SW: I'll follow my fellow grumbler. Cautiously! Dark alleys are. . .worrisome.

GM: The man is a swift walker and you lose him not twenty feet into the alley. However, there are no 
branching paths here so you decide you might as well follow the alley to its conclusion.

As you are going down the alley, you pass a shop with the following sign:

You can stop if you'd like, or continue on your way

SW: I'll step inside. I'm not feeling to well and maybe I can find something inside that will help with 
that.

The small shop was dark and musty. Books and bottles of every size and colour filled the many shelves.  
As Silent Wolf closed the door, a small black dog began to yap at her. A puggish bald man appeared, as  
if summoned by the barking, from behind a large screen.
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"What seems to be the nature of your visit, my lady?" he asked, his voice silk smooth and his tone  
polite.

"Greetings, good ser. Actually I was hoping to browse your wares. Do you happen to have any  
Laumspur?"

"Oh ho ho," the man chortled. "I have FAR better than Laumspur."

The herbalist waddled over to various shelves, pointing out random bottles and espousing on their  
worth. This one increases your strength; that one induces invisibility; here is one to give you great  
powers of stealth; and another to give you the power of turning yourself into a gaseous form.

Silent Wolf listened politely but with growing doubt.  She'd certainly never heard of a potion that could  
turn you into gas... but then, she'd never been to a city before, either.  The man seemed to sense her  
apprehension.

"For someone like you, perhaps something a  
little more... primal, would do." He disappeared  
back behind the counter, mumbling to himself  
and then let out a great “AH HA!” as he found  
what he was looking for.

Pulling out the bottom drawer of the counter, the  
man placed it on the glass top to reveal a  
magnificent wand. His presentation this time  
was much less dramatic and all the more  
convincing for that.  “A powerful weapon  
against all evil creatures,” he said. “It will make  
you invulnerable in battle should you face few  
enough enemies.”  He pointed to the mystical  
inscriptions which covered the black staff.

"Please, come closer, look at what they say  
here," the sage said.

Silent Wolf was no city girl, but she hadn't  
forgotten the smithy, either.  "If you don’t mind,”  
she said. “Perhaps you could just let me know 
the inscription.”  She grinned stupidly.  “I never  
really learned to read."

The sage lowered his head, giving her a dark  
look from under his heavy lids.  Suddenly she  
heard a loud crash behind her. Turning Silent  
Wolf saw a man rushing at her from where he  
had been hiding behind a bamboo screen. His  
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hand gripped a long curved dagger, ready for thrusting into her skin. He was upon her in a second and 
she knew this would be a fight for her life.

CS ROLL: 5+9, +2 more for weaponskill with sword.

Silent Wolf knew she was at a disadvantage in this fight, injured and exhausted as she was.  Also, she  
had the Sage at her back and the thug at her front.  It was less than ideal. But she also had access to  
abilities they had no defense against. She unleashed a wave of mental energy powerful enough to make  
a man dizzy and then drew her blade to block the dagger. She could tell the moment the attack hit the  
man, for he pitched forward with a grunt, but his momentum still carried him towards her and he  
slashed sideways with the dagger as he came.

DIE ROLL: 6

Silent Wolf reached out and pulled on the man's weaponless hand, adding to his momentum so that he  
went crashing into the counter with enough force to shatter the glass.  He rose up painfully, shards of  
sharp glass embedded all along his arm and face.  Spitting out a broken tooth, he slashed again with  
the dagger.

ROBBER 8 end

Silent Wolf wanted nothing more to run from this false place of healing, but the man was blocking her  
path.  She reacted instinctively to his swing, rocking back on her heels so that the dagger's tip passed  
inches from her throat and then bringing her blade up across his wrist.  The cut sliced open his  
tendons, causing him to drop the blade.  Her training in weaponskill took over at this point and she  
calmly brought the sword across his throat on the backswing.  Gurgling, the man stumbled backwards  
into the mess of glass that remained of the counter and died with his eyes turned towards the wooden  
ceiling of the shop.

DIE ROLL: 10; instant kill

SW: Now I turn to the shop keeper, clearly not happy with this trickery. The events of the past few days 
finally taking their toll on my normally kinder mannerisms. Here, one of the people I was raised to 
protect tried to murder me in cold blood - while there is an army of the Darklords minions attacking his 
very home. Rage in my eyes, I lunge at the shop keeper

GM: ... only to find he has disappeared. For a man of his girth, he certainly moved fast. A back door in 
the shop is swinging open, it is his obvious point of exit.

SW: I grit my teeth and spit on the corpse of my assailant. Then I feel the urge to examine the shop, 
briefly. Maybe deprive this man of the money he so surely coveted and has so surely acquired 
dishonestly.

GM: The robber, once seen outside the heat of battle, is similar enough in appearance to mark him as 
the sage's son. You find 12 Gold Crowns in the robber's purse and another 4 Gold Crowns in a wooden 
box under the counter. Carefully examining the potions and the wand you soon realize that they are all  
cheap counterfeits. In fact the entire shop is full of imitations. There's not even any Laumspur
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SW: Grumbling about my ill luck I kick the robber one more time and take my leave of the shop, 
clearly not having a good day.

GM: At least you've left a mess for the fraud to clean up.

SW: Yeah I shoulda smashed more stuff, maybe it would help me feel better. But I suck it up and try to 
breathe out the rage.

GM: Eventually the alley empties onto King's Road. Here, for what seems an eternity, the rush of the 
crowd carries you along like a leaf on a fast-flowing stream. You desperately fight to stay on your feet, 
but you feel weak and dizzy from your ordeal, and your legs are as heavy as lead. Suddenly, you catch 
a glimpse of a long, narrow stone stairway that leads up to the roof of an inn.

Want to take the stairs and get out of this 
crowd?

The houses and buildings of the capital are 
built very close to each other, and it is possible 
to jump from one roof to the next. In fact many 
of the citizens of Holmgard used to use the 
'Roofways' (as they are known) when the heavy 
autumn rains made the unpaved parts of the 
streets too muddy for walking. But after many 
accidents, a royal decree forbade their use.

SW: I step to the stairs but don’t climb just yet. 
I remember seeing the Darklord's minions in 
the skies earlier, so before I ascend to the 
rooftops I want to make sure the skies are clear.

GM: The skies will never be clear in these dark 
days, but the city is well protected by archers 
lining every high building and the Kraan dare 
not come close enough to strike. They are so 
far above you that they seem little more than 
featherless ravens in the sky.

SW: I'll ascend the stairs then, after my ordeal 
in the shop I'm not feeling much like being 
close to these people.

GM: Do you want to use the roofway?

SW: Looks like there will be a lot of jumping 
involved

The Adventures of Silent Wolf : Flight From the Dark 52



GM: Could be. It's gonna take you hours, otherwise, to get to the Citadel that marks the seat of power 
of the King.

SW: Gritting my teeth I decide its time to take to the roofs and make my way across to the castle.

GM: You are a Kai, and well versed in the art of agility. You have hopped, skipped and jumped across 
several streets and you are only one street away from the Citadel when you come to the end of a row of 
rooftops.

The jump to the next row is much further than anything you have tried before, and your stomach begins 
to feel as if it were full of butterflies. Determined to reach the Citadel, you turn and take a long run-up 
to the jump. With blood pounding in your ears, you sprint to the edge of the roof and leap into space, 
your eyes fixed on the opposite rooftop.

Alright, roll that die. We're going for 3 or higher, here.

DIE ROLL: 6

GM: You land with such a crash on the opposite roof that the wind is knocked out of you and you lie 
flat on your back with your head in a spin. It takes a minute or so for you to realize that you've made it  
and are perfectly safe.

SW: *sigh of relief*

GM: Quickly you find a way across the roof and climb down a long drainpipe to the street below, 
landing in the square directly outside of the Citadel. You see the large iron doors of the palace open, 
and a wagon drawn by two large horses trying to leave. The horses are unaccustomed to and frightened 
by the noisy crowd and they both rear up, causing the wagon to smash a front wheel against the door. In 
the confusion, you see a chance to enter.

SW: I'll take it! I'll slip past in the confusion; although sneaking into the palace doesn’t seem the best 
plan, its better than waiting hours outside in the busy streets.

GM: The inner courtyard is a bustle of activity. Cavalry scouts are waiting beside their nervous horses 
for messages from their unit commanders, currently conferencing inside the Great Hall. These scouts 
take those messages with great speed to the defenders of the outer fieldworks. No sooner do they gallop 
off then other scouts return, many of them breathless and wounded.

You have taken less than a dozen steps across the courtyard when you hear a deep voice boom out. 
'Stop that man!'

SW: I stop, looking around, and wonder “what man could they possibly be talking about?” before it 
dawns on me that perhaps *I* am that man. I also begin to question my female qualities (tee hee)

GM: You are quickly approached by four men. Two have blades drawn and you instinctively reach for 
your own when you realize one of the unarmed men is the sergeant who accompanied you earlier.
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SW: "Nice to see you again, ser," I say with an edge to my voice.

GM: The fourth man is old and balding, with a wispy grey beard. He gives you a conspiratorial wink 
and announces in a voice that is surprisingly loud for his size, "You boy, come with me." The emphasis 
put on “boy” clues you in that he is totally aware you are a female. You suspect that this whole 
detainment is some charade the man is putting up, but you're not sure why. He beckons you to follow 
him into the Citadel. 

SW: I follow them, still not fully trusting what is 
going on.

The old man dismissed the sergeant and the two  
soldiers. Silent Wolf followed him with caution out  
of the courtyard and into a lavish hall lined with  
gold-framed artwork and beautifully woven  
tapestries. The man did not linger here, but  
instead ushered the Kai Lord into a small library  
off the main hall of the Citadel. Shelves lined the  
walls and books lined the shelves.  The old man  
pushed one of the books to the sound of a metallic  
click. One section of the bookcase slowly slid  
back to reveal a hidden passage.  The old man  
began to enter, but Silent Wolf hesitated.

"Pardon me, but I've had a rough day. Before I  
follow a stranger into another dark hallway, may  
I at least know your intent?"

The man put a finger to his lips and, as answer,  
beckoned her to enter the passage. "The walls  
have ears, boy," he said, with the same odd 
emphasis on the word.

Silent Wolf grit her teeth, took in another deep  
breath, and decided to follow the man.  Her hand  
she kept on the hilt of the sword.  Caution was a  
lesson she had just learned; another lesson that  
Storm Hawk had tried to instill in her, but he  
hadn't had the help of robbers and cut-throats.

However, regardless of how on guard she was,  
nothing could prepare her for what awaited at the end of the passage.

Sunlight played over the interior of a well furnished bed chamber. Her eyes passed over a huge marble  
bath (a rare pleasure) that took up one corner of the room, a soft bed, and a table stacked with fresh  
fruits, cheeses, and bread of different varieties.
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Silent Wolf looked longingly at the bath and food, not sure which was more shocking, or more  
appealing.

"Yours, my lady," the old man said. "Wash away the grime and feed the hunger of the road. I apologize  
for my abruptness before, but I think it best that as few people as possible know that the last of the Kai  
is here in the city."

"It is good for you that you ran into Sergeant Jared,” he continued. “He is a trusted man. There are  
few enough of those in the Citadel these days."

"I take it he was the escort that I lost at the inn?" Silent Wolf asked.

"You must forgive him for leaving you as he did. He rode to alert me. He was rather shocked and  
dismayed to find you missing when he returned."

"Pardon my impatience but I didn’t catch that he was leaving. My journey without him was most. . .  
interesting. I thought the Darklords were my only worry.”

"Every city has its thorns, they say. And the thorns grow thicker in times of darkness. There are those  
who would seek to do you harm out of fear of the Darklords, if they knew you were here, my Lady. I  
hope, though, that you will take me to be a friend. My name is Oggdyn, and I am one of the councilors  
to our King Ulnar IV."

“A pleasure, Oggdyn,” she said with a sigh, wearied by these plots and sub-plots.  She began to yearn,  
ironically, for the simplicity of the woods, where the correct path was the one that led away from a  
Giak's spear.  “This bath looks rather tempting,” she said after a moment.  “Is there anything that I am  
needed for immediately or do you mind....?"

“I shall leave you to attend to yourself. I shall also come to fetch you in about three hours time. The  
King is in deep council right now and it would not do to introduce you just yet."

"Right... three hours, then," she said, already planning those hours: one for bathing, one for eating,  
and one for passing out.

GM: Oggdyn leaves you be, to take care of whatever business you need to. You heal 10 + healing die 
due to some property of the bath water. It is herbed water, meant to quicken healing and relaxation. And 
a soft bed does wonders for your saddle sores and blistered feet.

SW: So roll healing or just the +10?

GM: Roll healing and add 10.

DIE ROLL: 16 with the +10; SW 20/25

GM: The hours pass by all too quickly as you relax and sleep, but eventually Oggdyn reappears and 
tells you that you are about to see the King. He will take you to the Chamber of State.
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SW: Was there clean clothing too, I hope?

GM: Yes! Oggdyn somehow managed to find another Kai tunic for you. He's ridiculously resourceful.

Thus it is that you enter the Chamber of State, a magnificent hall decorated lavishly in white and gold.  
The King and his closest advisers are studying a large map spread upon a marble plinth in the centre of 
the chamber. Their faces are lined with worry and concentration. A silence fills the hall as you enter.

SW: Well, in I go, trying my best to look confident - made much easier by the bath and food and sleep.

GM: These people are not entirely pleased to 
see you. After all, you represent perhaps the 
worst news of the war as of yet. The death of 
the Kai is perhaps the worst news of the last 
1000 years.

The King rises and beckons you approach the 
council table. The four others at the table- a 
surly looking man wearing the armour of a 
knight, a pretty girl with blonde hair and blue 
eyes wearing the regalities of court, an older 
man with a large white beard, and a burly man 
in exotic merchant's clothing- stand and watch 
you, waiting.

Not entirely sure what they expect of me, I tell 
them the news of the monastery’s fall, how I 
searched for survivors and found none, and 
then how I fled to Holmgard.

"But that is not all the bad news I bring."

Silent Wolf's words fell flat. The court had  
collectively shuddered as she finished her tale  
of the Monastery's fall.  The King turned to the  
council table where an unsheathed dagger lie.  
The dagger was a beautiful weapon. It shone  
with a white light under the torches of this  
grand hall, but Silent Wolf believed that it  
would shine even if every torch was put out.  
The King looked at it with a sour grimace.

"The Dagger of the Kai," he said, lifting it. “Given to our Capital long ago when the Kai were first  
formed. It served as a pact, that the Kai would forever come to our aid if the times were dark. But no  
man can come from beyond the grave." 
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"What news could you bring me that would possibly be worse than the death of the Kai?" the King  
asks, tossing the dagger back upon the table.

Silent Wolf coughed, clearly uncomfortable, suddenly aware of just how young she was to this  
audience.  She took out the Prince's sword and laid it on the table in front of the Kind. "I'm sorry to  
inform you,” she began.  “That, while we held the bridge of Alema, your son did not make it out alive.  
He died bravely while slaying the forces of the Darklord."

The hush over the Chamber of State grew even deeper, if possible. Silent Wolf felt her face lose its  
colour.  She felt oddly like she'd said something childish and were now being looked at as a fool. Even  
Oggdyn, next to her, had a strange look on his face. After a moment, she understood why.

From the back of the room, where stands another group of councilors, a familiar voice called out. 

"Here, who would say that the prince is dead when he stands here in the flesh?"

Smiling, prince Pelathar strode across the room to stand next to his father. He didn't wear his armour,  
but his bearded face and twinkling eyes were just as Silent Wolf had last seen them.

Except that when she last saw him, he was dead in the woods.

"What magic is this?” Silent Wolf growled, the hair on the back of her neck rising.  “I saw the Prince  
die. You are not him!"

The Prince looked affronted at her claim. "If I am not Prince Pelathar... then who am I, my lady? Here,  
you come among us claiming to have a Prince's sword and news of a destroyed monastery... I wonder if  
you are Kai at all, or just crazy.  Oggdyn, did you know this crazed lady was running about the castle?  
You should've told me at once, and not wasted the council's time with her blather."

“Or maybe,” he added.  “There is something more sinister to all of this.  An agent sent amongst us in  
the guise of a Kai to spread dissension and fear?  It is a trick worthy of the Darklords.”

Silent Wolf's lip twitched just slightly at the accusation. "Perhaps I am in error,” she said.  “But if you  
are truly the Prince, then I assume you have your sword? And pray tell, what did happen at the battle  
of Alema!"

"Of course I have my sword," the Prince said, drawing a weapon from his scabbard with a flourish.  
For a moment you feel your heart catch.  Indeed the weapon is an exact replica of your own... except  
that it is not a truly forged blade, but a cheap imitation.  To her weaponskill-trained eye, it looked as  
fragile as glass.  The real Prince's blade would shatter it in an instant.

"As for the battle of Alema, we won through,” the Prince continues.  “The bridge is ours. It was  
nowhere near as grand a fight as you claim.  One Gourgaz and a handful of Giaks.  Nothing the King's  
best couldn't handle."

Raising an eye brown Silent Wolf regarded the imposter cooly. "Care to test your claims?"
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The Prince stopped smiling suddenly. "Watch your tongue, girl," he hissed.

Silent Wolf turned away from him to address the King. "Your Majesty, I believe I can prove this man to  
be an imposter. I know you have suffered grievously, but let me prove to you this is not the man you  
think him to be and save you from further humiliation."

The King looked back and forth between his son and his councilors. Then he stared long at the  
shinning dagger on the table. His thoughts were his own and completely unreadable to Silent Wolf,  
though she thought he showed a glimmer of doubt when he turned to look at his son.

"I shall give you leave, woman. But should your claim prove false, you will be beheaded as a traitor to  
the crown. This is a grievous charge you bring forth."

"I understand, your majesty." Picking up the true Prince's sword, Silent Wolf walked towards the  
imposter. "I request a duel, my Prince," she said with audible venom.

Not a face in the room didn't turn white at that. "My lady!" the King stammered, rising to his feet. "You  
go too far! What do you mean to do by this?"

Prince Pelathar, however, held up a hand as his father replied.  "No father... she is right. A duel will  
decide this for sure."  He wore a strange smile as he said this which Silent Wolf felt was meant for only  
her eyes to decipher.  She felt liked she was missing something.  She was cold all over. "You wish to  
duel now, my Lady Kai?" the Prince asked.

"Indeed,” Silent Wolf said with a voice stronger than she felt. “If you may, please draw your sword."

"Done." The prince not only drew his blade, he leaped at Silent Wolf without warning. The other  
councilors scrambled back from his charge, crying out in fear. Oggdyn's voice could be heard: "There  
can be no blood shed in the chamber of state! Cease this!"

Silent Wolf planted her feet, ready to meet the charge. Those looking on saw it as a mistake: if she did  
not dodge the Prince's attack, his superior weight and speed would break through her defenses and  
claim her life.

DIE ROLL: 4 (she gets a bonus for weaponskill and for her true intention...)

Silent Wolf's blade flashed up to meet the Prince's downswing not in the middle, but at the base of the  
sword.  Her mastery of weaponskill had shown her that this was where the blade was weakest.  As the  
swords clashed there was a resounding sound of metal screeching in protest and the Prince's fake  
blade fell into two pieces, leaving him holding the hilt.

Before it can dawn on anyone what this means, the Prince was at his father's side... with a dagger  
pressed into the King's ribs.

"Lower your weapon, Kai," the prince said in a voice quite unlike the one Silent Wolf had heard at  
Alema bridge. This voice was deep and dark and terrible, every word a growl, every sentence  
punctuated with a hiss.
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Silent Wolf lowered her sword obediently, her look filled with the cold of ice.

The Prince laughed. "Now, someone run her through or I'll kill the King where he stands. Don't  
hesitate: without a ruler, your nation will tear itself apart. You've an army at the gate.  One Kai won't  
protect you. Kill her, and you can have me."

In answer, the knight who was next to the King when Silent Wolf entered strode forward, loosening his  
sword.

"If one Kai is so important to you," he began, drawing the blade and staring with hard eyes at Silent  
Wolf.  “...then we should protect her with our lives!"

With that, he spun and drove his blade expertly into the Prince's side.  However, the look of surprised  
pleasure on Silent Wolf's face turned to horror as the Prince laughed again and pulled free of the  
thrust. The Prince's face was changing: shifting, melting... the skin drawing into itself to reveal a mass  
of pulsating muscle and a mouth filled with fangs. Silent Wolf's fingers tingled with the strength of her  
fear. Of all the creatures and dangers she fought in the Forest, none of the minions of the Darklord  
were as deadly as this one... the dread Helghast.

The Helghast were living flesh powered with the soul of Naar. They were undead shape shifters, made  
all the more frightening for their ability to infiltrate societies undetected and work their evil from  
within. During the Helghast wars, it was said that entire kingdoms were taken over by these shape  
shifters. Though the Brotherhood of the Crystal Star in Toran developed methods for detecting them,  
people still whispered that some of the Southern cities are ruled by Helghast in disguise.

Now one had been masquerading as the Prince and, as the knight took a surprised step back, it slid its  
black dagger in between the King's ribs and tosses him aside.  The King crashed into the table and the  
Dagger of the Kai spun off its smooth surface and clattered to a halt at the feet of Silent Wolf.

The knight took another strike at the Helghast, but his weapon passed through the creature as if it  
weren't there.  Helghasts were immune to any weapon not containing the ancient magics that had long  
ago been forgotten by the world's forgeries.

DIE ROLL: 5

This was why the Helghast did not move to block Silent Wolf as the girl moved towards it, slashing with  
her sword.  Instead it grabbed her with clawed fingers, wrapping them around her neck. At their touch,  
which felt like heated irons, her skin began to crackle and burn. As the Helghast cackled its success,  
she lowered the sword and lifted the dagger, driving the shining knife into the Helghast's skull.

Even when confronted with magical weapons, a Helghast could handle many blows. However, the  
Dagger of Kai was one of the most ancient weapons of Sommerlund, forged by the original Kai Master  
Sun Eagle and imbued with all his sense of justice and good.

As the weapon plunged into the Helghast's ghastly skull, the dagger shone so bright that Silent Wolf  
had to close her eyes or be blinded. There was a rasping scream and the fingers on her neck slid away.  
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When she opened her eyes again, the Dagger and the Helghast were both gone, reduced to ash and  
burnt clothing.

"Lady Kai..."

The voice, weak and pleading, came from the floor where the King lay in a pool of blood, surrounded  
by his councilors, who were calling madly for the herbmasters. Silent Wolf kept one hand on her  
injured neck as she pushed through the crowd to gain his side.  The King pushed himself up on one  
elbow and the knight knelt down to support his head.  The King turned to Silent Wolf and forced  
himself to speak past his pain.

"Silent Wolf... you have selfless courage: the quality of a true Kai Lord. The spirit of your  
determination is like a beacon of hope to us all in this dark hour. You have brought great honor to the  
memory of your Masters, and for that we praise you."

"I did not want to believe about my son... I would have preferred you to be an illusion of the Darklords  
bringing false news to cool our spirits.  It is easier to believe in false hope than in true hope... for true  
hope is often more difficult to obtain."

"Now, our only hope lies within Durenor; with the power that defeated the Darklords an age ago. The  
Sommerswerd... the Sword of the Sun. Only with that gift of the gods may we crush this evil and save  
our land."

"Promise me... promise me that you will go to Durenor... do this for our world..."

"I promise you this," Silent Wolf answered, gripping the King's hand.

With a sigh, the King lay back. The pretty girl in the royal dress had been silent this whole time, but  
finally now she cried out, "Father!" and Silent Wolf realized that she was the princess and last  
remaining heir to the throne.

"He'll live, Princess," the knight said. "Thanks to our Kai," he added, though it was in a strangely  
angered tone that you don't comprehend. The knight, with the help of the arrived herbalist, lifted the  
King and carried him gently from the hall, the princess at their side. After a time, the rest of the  
councilors departed as well, until Silent Wolf was left alone with Oggdyn.

The councilor cast her a wry look. "Do the Kai choose their names, my Lady? Or are they given to  
them?"

"They are given."

"Then I think you were named incorrectly. You came here alone, you find yourself alone now, and I'm  
afraid that the future to come will bring you more loneliness. You are no Silent Wolf. You are the Lone  
Wolf."
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Aftermath

GM: As you might suspect, the next adventure of "Lone Wolf" will see you attempt to retrieve the only 
power in Magnamund that can break the siege of Holmgard. It is a weapon said to be forged by the Sun 
God himself, the weapon that overthrew the Dread Lord Vashna and pushed all his forces into the 
endless abyss of the Maakengorge. The path to the Sommerswerd is wrought with great peril, however. 
The agents of the Darklord will not want to see the weapon of their demise return to the light of day. 
Ahead of you lie sea journeys, the ghostly-death hulks of Vonotar the traitor, the doomed tunnels of 
Tarnalin, and assassins in every shadow.

The next adventure will start mere days after the end of this one. However, your experiences have 
brought out new powers in you. Let's make some quick changes to your action chart before we go to 
our beds. 

First of all, restore your end to full

SW: yeay! That's the first time its been full in forever.

GM: Erase the Prince's sword from your equipment. It is an heirloom of the kingdom and not meant for 
your keeping!

SW: But I promise to return it. . . maybe.

GM: Good news is, the Sommerswerd, if you get it, is an heirloom of the Kai, and therefore yours by 
right, though many politics surround the blade.

SW: Oh joy.

GM: Of course, if anyone wants to try and take a weapon of the gods from a Kai Lord... they are 
welcome to try!

SW: Get the blade to save the world then all these different kingdoms will tell me I cant use it because I  
haven’t filed the proper paperwork.

GM: Well, they can't really DO anything about it. The Sommerswerd can only be wielded by a Kai 
Lord. To others it weighs as heavy as a sheet of iron.

SW: Nice. Still, those pesky bureaucrats. They'll demand I file form 46-B or suffer court time.

GM: The only others that could use it would be creatures of extreme willpower, like the Darklords. But 
there's a fail-safe built into the blade. If someone does bend it to their will forcibly, it loses its powers 
forever.

SW: That could be equally dangerous.

GM: Of course, that makes it very bad if the Darklords get a hold of it. They wouldn't mind it losing its 
powers forever. It would damage them just to touch it, though. Like sticking your head inside an ant 
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hill and opening your mouth.

Back to the action chart... don't worry about the weapons... you'll be outfitted at the outset of the next 
adventure. But you can pick your new discipline now, if you'd like. And if you want more info on the 
disciplines, let me know.

The ones left are...

hunting
animal lore
Sixth sense
mindshield

… I feel like I'm forgetting one. Wait, did you have healing this adventure? Or did I sort've give that to 
you?

SW: I thought that was the natural stuff you mentioned before.

GM: Ah, no, that's a discipline!

SW: Oh... no i didn’t have healing. Should I be dead?

GM: Hard to say... would've changed some of the choices you made, probably. That's okay, though. We 
can just say you started at a higher level and skip this particular level up.

SW: It was healing what allowed me to regenerate while resting?

GM: yeah.

SW: I'd be so dead!

GM: Very good skill

SW: I think I'll have that one now, for real. I thought when I read it, that it was just for combat healing. 
Can I use it in combat?

GM: No, not in combat. Just as it's been used so far.

SW: Wow, how the heck are you supposed to heal without it, then?

GM: There are potions in the game that are quite good. You didn't manage to find any this time, which 
was mostly unlucky on your part. 

SW: Very much so; fortunately we had this little confusion over natural vs discipline healing. Sorry, I 
thought you'd said there was natural healing and that's what I thought I was using this whole time. Ah 
well, that's cleared up now.
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GM: Well, there IS natural healing.  But it's at a much lesser degree. But it makes a lot of sense this 
way I see it as your character having been at the brink of understanding that skill when this whole thing 
happened. And then that was the ability that naturally was gained by the end of the adventure. Now that 
she knows she has it, she can use it to more tactical purpose.

SW: Yar.

GM: What's the next ability you're thinking of getting?

SW: Animal Lore or Mind Shield.  Or...

GM: Cause actually that's kind've a cool way to things... have you pick your discipline now, and then 
have it level during the adventure. That means you'll have limited access to the ability during this next  
adventure, and full access for the adventure after that. It also means that, in keeping with that, I'll make 
healing somewhat better during this next adventure. Maybe more opportunities to heal, or add a base 
number to those die rolls you make for healing.

SW: Ok

GM: So, in that case... pick a "learning discipline," now. At the end of the next adventure it will be fully 
learned.

SW: *ponder* I'll go for Animal Lore.

GM: What was your choices again? Animal Lore or Mind Shield?

SW: yeah.

GM: And then Hunting or Sixth Sense?

SW: I'm a wolf! I better learn to talk to my kin! Yeah I think Sixth Sense will be a good one, then again 
so will Hunting.

GM: Hunting I should also explain a bit more, cause it's not self-explanatory to the degree that it should 
be.

SW: ok.

GM: Aside from giving you the opportunity to find food on your own, hunting is also a "survivalist" 
skill. It helps with things like climbing walls, jumping across ledges, and even sometimes in combat,  
like dodging arrows or getting out of ambushes and sneak attacks.

SW: That actually sounds really handy.

GM: They are all really handy.

SW: I think I'll aim for that to be my next skill, then.
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GM: I don't think there was any skill this game that couldn't have been used. Some examples...

Animal Lore: could've helped keep your horse over the barrows; talked to the crow and realized who it 
belonged to. Helped in the fight with the Doomwolves and Gourgaz, as well.

Hunting: Helped dodge those ambushes and sneak attacks (esp. in the herbalist's shop), helped with the 
swimming a ridiculous amount, helped you not starve when you needed to eat.

Sixth Sense: warned you of the danger of the herbalist's shop, told you which rooms to avoid in the 
tombs, told you whether or not the guy in the shack was honest or not, warned you about the Prince's 
concealed black dagger.

Mindshield: blocked the attacks of the Vordak and the Dead King. May not seem as useful as the 
others, but think about how much endurance you lost to those mental attacks.

So, I'd say they are all equally useful.  Either go with your gut or what you think the character would 
choose next. Or with whatever you really disliked NOT having this adventure.

SW: Well, then it would be Sixth Sense - I think shes starting to learn what signs to look for when 
danger is coming. Its time to hone that skill more. specially after the attack in the shop, shes learning to  
be more cautious of things and look for signs of danger.

GM: Okay, so you'll be learning that. It won't be fully developed, so it may not give as much 
information as it will later, or be available in situations that are more subtle. But it will be there.

Last thing... did you have any desire to keep the Giak scroll or to show it to anyone?

SW: I'll show it to Oddgyn, if he doesn’t know about it, then I'll hold onto it.

GM: Okay, I'll make note of that and next time we play, he'll have an answer for you.

GM's THOUGHTS: Had I realized that healing wasn't one of her skills, I would've changed  
some things in the adventure to give her more of a chance. I would've dropped potions in some  
of the locations, like in the pouch from the Burrowcrawler and also in the hut in Fogwood. I  
also would've steered her away from the battle with the Gourgaz, or forced her to retreat from  
the battle by leaping into the river and letting it carry her downstream.  I actually had an entire  
scenario written up for that, which would have brought her to less explored regions of the book,  
such as fighting that bear or exploring those Cener tunnels.  Maybe an encounter with the  
marsh viper. I also think her choices would have changed, mostly in the early part of the book.  
The biggest change would be I don't think she would've fought the Kraan and the Giaks at  
Fogwood nor the Doomwolf after the bridge.
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