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An Itzacon '09, D&D 3.5 scenario
 for 5 Undead Kings
By Paddy & Geebo
Introduction
Blurb:
1146 LR  in the year of calamity
"The prophecy tells us that only one of royal blood can reclaim the lost blade of Balas the Great? I cannot go myself and I cannot send my treacherous brother. NO, this requires something very different. It is a perilous task I understand?"
"Indeed your highness, without it the kingdom is undone and the work of all of your ancestors with it. But despair not, for I have struck upon a solution, extreme as it may be but we are left with no choice. Let us walk to the crypts of your Royal fathers while I explain the details..."
The Kingdom:
The Kingdom of Leonvar is no nation from the published D&D rulebooks or settings. It is a Kingdom that we (Tom and I) have both gamed in. As such there is no need to worry about particular Gods, special classes, abilities, alignments and races etc. Only what is presented here is relevant but feel free to use the regular pantheon that you favour and all the attendant rites and swear words. 
In the Kingdom (and surrounding countries) humans are the only major race. There are elves but they are so rare that they are near mythical and of course there are the hosts of regular nasties. 

Characters
Use any Undead template you feel like. The characters would ideally be Effective level 5 -7. We’ve provided back ground but not Character stats so you can have the players crunch the numbers any way they like (or you can do it yourself if you like), working around the personality. 
Brief History of Leonvar
It started much as they as they all do, when the first powerful War-chief established a dynasty. Then the Kings were little more than glorious Barbarians (nothing wrong with that). 

Eventually, this gave way to a more sophisticated method of ruling. For hundreds of years the Kings of Leonvar ruled (relatively) peacefully. Sure there were problems a plenty but mostly the kingdom grew prosperous. 

On occasion, there was near civil war, as various factions within the Royal house (house-Ilyan) vied for power. On one such occasion, these political maneuverings and threats actually boiled over into civil war and the King himself died by the poisoned blade of an assassin’s knife. 

As armies took to the field only emboldened by the King’s death, the young heir apparent pronounced himself King and took charge of his father’s army. Newly arrived back from a secret quest, he swore a great oath before his liege lords to slay all enemies of the Kingdom, both within and without. 
It was then for the first time, he unveiled the blade Percipience and led his forces to victory on the battle field. 

He treated his defeated enemies fairly and judged his father’s assassin at court where he also took that assassin’s head with Percipience. He set to righting the kingdom and set in motion a peace that would last 150 years, known as Pax Balas. He became known as Balas the great. He sent his blade away for a time was to come he declared when the Kingdom would need it one more time. 

Pax Balas, or more specifically the Ilyan dynasty’s rule, was ended suddenly and oddly, without much violence. 

Circumstances, facts and details are all sketchy on what exactly happened and when. Scholars are still debating it. What is clear is that at a great feast, a group of individuals seized the throne almost unopposed. This group had previously been guests of the Kingdom and had been living a life-style comparable to a rich duke. 
The leader – known as Alistar proclaimed himself Emperor and with his feared magus they swept the city in matter of days, killing all other mages, priests and political opponents in their very short lived resistance. Worse than their apparently, irresistible magics, was the fact that they had some how seized (magically it is assumed) all treasure from the Royal vaults. 

Re-naming himself – Arlemagne, he placed his companion Lianelli in charge of his armies. Together with the feared black-robed magus they defeated two neighboring countries. Arlemagne and a new consort – an elf- treated with other neighbours and their lords bent the knee quick enough. 
Their rule abruptly and mysteriously ended when the group vanished and the vaults were mostly restored. 

That was just over two moon’s turn ago and since then the sages have been being referring to the social and financial up-heaval as the “Time of Calamities”. 

Indeed the true heir has proclaimed himself King but seeing this as the ideal time to strike, other royals have decided to take to the field with their veteran armies (having being blooded in the wars of the Emperor) and indeed not just them but mercenary companies are roaming the countryside. The forged treaties have crumbled; neighboring lords are eyeing leonvar with vengeance in mind. 

The legend of Balas the Great’s blade has sprung to mind and so the players are sent to retrieve it. 

**The above information can be read to the players or just doled out in portions when it seems relevant or even used to include NPC’s who can tell the players these things as an interesting aside. 

Cast of Characters

King Asar – 

Known as- Asar blue eyes. He is actually the rightful King if one goes by the proper protocols for succession. Asar sees himself as the next Balas the Great but in reality he has none of the daring nor military prowess of Balas. He is however a fine politician and smart to boot. He can delegate like no man’s business. In only a short time he has the Bursars, the churches and the mage’s on his side once more. Not there are many of the last two mind you after the Black Magus wiped out most of them. 

High Theologian Merrick -  
Merrick is technically the first cousin of Asar but he was born a bastard so he ended up an acolyte. There is nursed his grievances which so nurtured in the poisonous environment of a church’s ranks,  they grew into bitter jealousy. With the slaughter of the upper echelons of the church, Merrick came to pre-eminence and in only a few short weeks rose in both secular and divine power. He is alas, one of the more powerful spellcasters around. 
He is, as would later be remarked, a man with a plan in every sense. 

Prince Dylan –

Ambitious, young, over confidant and stupid; a dangerous cocktail. Yet Dylan covets the throne for himself and through spying has learned of  his older brother’s plan. He has no idea how to go about retrieving it but he doesn’t need to. His brother’s servants, whoever they might be will lead him to it and all he has to do is let them clear the way, then he need only take it from them at the last minute. The beauty of the plan is it’s simplicity!

Mica Copperhand

Mica (12yrs old) is an apprentice Bursar, who also served as servant to the Elven Consort of Arlemagne during the Emperor’s wars. He is attached to the group in order to help them with the intricacies of ….ah… modern living. He is very good with money and indeed negotiating deals. He is also decent as a groom for horses.  

Plot
Scene 1 – The mission
Each character has a preface to scene one. It is written in a scattered manner. Their respective souls are snatched back from their Gods and in the first few moments of wakefulness they are scatter brained. 

The two voices are of course, Asar and Merrick. Merrick hands his King a glove, covered with black glass beads. This allows him to control the undead. They may speak but may not act against the wearer of the glove nor his allies nor speak if it is offensive spells. 

Asar explains who he is and invites them to join him in a secret study room. The room is lit only by braziers and there are no windows. Distantly there are the sounds of rats squeaking and dripping water. They might surmise that they underground. Asar acts humble towards them, being respectful but in no way, subservient. 

He shows them the map of the Kingdom today which is vastly different to that which any of them would be familiar with. The kingdom had being expanding until the calamity happened. Now it is on the verge of total collapse. A compass and red pencil lie on the map. Red lines mark the current boundaries, or at least those that have not yet fallen for sure. 

He explains their mission to them: They will retrieve the blade Percipience, which prophecy tells us is “a long blade of great power, bestowing supernatural awareness upon the bearer and with this, wisdom. The blade may only be wielded by one of true royal Leonvarian blood and only the wise may see the blade for what it is and not for what they think it should be. “ 
As the King points out where the secret temple is believed to be, Merrick crosses the small chamber and opens the door there, where in strides a young boy, pale of face and skinny, though dressed well. This of course is Mica. 

They are ordered to wear cloaks given to them by the king, which will help dampen their fear aura. 

They are then ordered to collect their mounts, which are specially tempered to withstand the presence of the undead. Not trusting to just this, they are also armoured with ‘Devonic barding’, a special barding the knights use to bolster the minds of their destriers against things they fear such as, fire blood and sorcery etc. They will need to make ride rolls only in times where additional reasons exist to frighten the horses. They cannot add their Cha modifier to their handle animal/ ride checks. They must exit the city in haste and secret (secretly is not dishonourable, normal people would be frightened by them). 
It is five days ride to the foothills of the mountains. This is a good opportunity for the players to bond or bitch or both. As long as everyone is enjoying themselves. 

Now is the time to ask for equipment. If they do not ask they do not have it. They get reasonable requests. 

Scene 2 – The red spears. 
Along the way they may stay in inns or they can camp out whatever they wish. 

If you wish you can vary where this scene happens or if it happens at day or night. Along the road they meet a mounted troop with a red spear upon their banner. There are 15 of them. Their leader is named Aberdeen and they are all 1st level fighters, Aberdeen is 3rd level. They are armed with javelins, spears and daggers. 
They challenge the players (but not attack) to investigate to whom they owe allegiance. They themselves are sworn to Anard Ilyan, a cousin of the King’s but they wish to see Anard on the throne. They will demand that the players swear allegiance to the true king and help depose the weak minded Asar. 

No doubt trouble will follow. If it does not come up make them roll a ‘D’uh’ check. They are very remarkable. Any one tracking them who bothers to ask any Red spear they leave living, will easily point them on their trail, indeed may even join them seeking vengeance. 

They may take any amount to ‘dilly dally’ they wish, with NPCS. In the Play test, these guys dies really easily so you may view their stats then buff them up a little. 
Scene 3 – The mountain pass

The journey into the mountains would be trying to say the least for mere mortals. The temperature plummets (it is still Spring) and snow still clings to the forest trees. 

Those with the relevant skills can detect if they are being tracked. Their mounts are hard pressed by the treacherous terrain - hidden holes and dips, covered up by blankets of snow. 

Suddenly lurching from the nearby pine stands, as if it just stepped from a shadow, a massive, foul smelling creature assails them. 
Ask for a listen check DC [-]. A success informs the players that some one further down the trail  shouts “that oughta hold them, ha ha”. 

The creature is some sort of summoning perhaps? Either way, it stands between them and their goal. 

These men are ones who captured one of Prince Dylan’s men and tortured him. He revealed the reason they were in the mountains. They themselves are mountain men and hardy. They are seeking the blade for their own ends. They know too that the Prince’s men are some where nearby as well as the players. 

They are not of Leonvar and so if they get the blade they will try to exit the kingdom through the mountains. 

Scene 4 – The Temple of Percipience. 

If the players don’t engage the Mountain warriors further down the trail they encounter them now. In order to buy time, four of them turn around to face the players. 1 mage, 1 shaman (Druid) and barbarian. 
The others head to the temple direct. They are both found dead in the corridor, the good news is that both the runes of warding and the traps have now been deactivated! Blasted corpses lie strewn in staggered succession along the corridor, chewed by powerful blasts of energy. 
Beyond the corridor is a pair of stout double doors. Once they enter they are in a sizeable chamber. As they step in, five paces from the door, there is a magical wall spanning the room blocking the interloper from going any further. It is vaguely transparent. A bestial guardian [minotaur?] stands behind it. 
Past the guardian they can see a raised dais which is bare but well behind it, at the back of the chamber, crossed decoratively on the wall - are two swords. One is a plain long sword, (left hand side) the other is an incredibly ornate blade (right hand side), which is intricately decorated though the specifics are hard to make out from this point. 

Behind each blade are paintings which again are some what obscured by the magical barrier and the hulking guardian. The guardian is impressive in heavy armour and an amulet hangs around it’s neck. 
The guardian explains that they may pass if they agree to meet him in honourable hand to hand combat, either singly or as a group, he(?) informs them that no treachery may be used for the wielder for that which they seek will not tolerate such. Should they choose one person the guardian asks them to step  through the barrier. 
If they opt to go as a group, then he touches his amulet and summons another 4 guardians. This is the only effect this amulet has. *(Note Mica does not step into the room with them, he is not insane). 
When they step through, the details of the room become clearer. The dais has  different types of weapons on and around it; 2 great axes, two war hammers, two long swords, two spears, two halberds, two shields and two flails. 
He uses his own heavy war axe (which is enchanted) if they fight as a group, leaving them their own weapons. 

The walls of the small chamber are lined with alabaster statues, roughly 7ft tall. They are obviously of some heroes, possibly knights or even their own descendants. 

Honourable combat is explained to them – they cannot use magical weapons. Armour and jewelry are permitted. This fight will require skill and valour only. Should they feel they are about to be undone they should cry yield and they will be spared on condition that they then leave never to return. 
He in return will yield if he feels he will be undone and allow them to pass unmolested. If they choose to fight as a group, then all the other guardians behave in the same way, yielding when they reach under 5 hit points. 

They may pick from the weapons upon the table. The guardian will use the same type of weapon they choose. In this they have the advantage for the Minotaur will very likely not excel in the use of the weapon they pick. 
If in a group they may pick any variety of weapons and the guardian(s) will use his favoured weapon – a huge axe. 

Of course it is likely that they will just try to jump the guardian(s). In this case the statues animate and attack. They only do so if under handed tactics are used. 

Once they defeat the guardian (s) they may approach the far wall. 
The sword upon the left is a fine sword, of excellent craftsmanship, but plain as mentioned. The one on the right is a slender blade that gleams in the light, ornate gold work inlaid along the hilt and the most supple black leather on the grip. The pommel is a solid carved ruby. 

The pair of swords are imposed upon a fresco in the wall. Beneath each weapon there is an image. 

Beneath the plainer sword there is the image of a figure in full battle regalia charging gloriously into battle. 

Beneath the more ornate sword there is but a plain image, which seems to be very basic colours of the House Ilyan. 

The Guardian calls out in a booming voice, “Choose wisely for you may only take one weapon with you. Only one weapon may you leave with, the other brings only great pain..”
Of course the right choice is plain weapon on the left. The other weapon is a normal poor quality iron weapon, with a glamour placed upon it to deceive. 

Detect magic of course reveals the glamour and also reveals that there is a greater glyph of warding upon the weapon, which will no doubt explode upon contact. A high will save will also allow the player to pierce the glamour. 

Scene 5 – Heading home

Assuming they make the right choice or indeed the wrong one but survive the inferno that erupts in the room, they make their way home 
As they make their way back down the mountain trail, call for Listen Checks DC 15. Successful rolls reveal the crunching of feet, panting and whinnying of horses further down the trail. It is Prince Dylan’s men arriving far too late. They can choose to edge their mounts off the trail or stand and fight them. 

There are five of them and one is wizard. They are one and all exhausted and suffering from the cold. It would be a quick fight. 

Scene 6 – Presenting Percipience 
Upon arrival into the city once more (hopefully stealthily or at night), the high Theologian Merrick (with an escort of his personal bodyguard of 8), meets them and guides them to the King. The king awaits in a small ante chamber, drapes on all side. He paces up and down and four of his men look nervous but professional. Merrick tells his men to wait just outside the room while he and their royal highnesses enter. This is clearly to be a secret meeting not to be witnessed than more than is necessary. 
“You have returned my fore -fathers. All of Leonvar thank you and are further in your debt thanks to your valour, skill and honour. “

As they are about to give the King the famed blade, quarrels strike his body, having been fire straight through the curtains into his body. He topples to the ground. 

Initiative rolls from all, as the high Theologian’s men rush out, weapons drawn, in full armour and one of their members is clearly a priest, calling upon his God’s power. 
The King’s men however also engage them. They are all 4th level characters, fighters unless mentioned. 

It is quickly obvious what is happening and the high Theologian makes a Bee line to the King in an attempt to wrest the black glove from his hand, he cackles loudly, “Oh you fool, only I shall wield the power of the sword and the undead Kings of yore both. I shall never release them from the ritual and they shall serve me in death as humble slaves. “
The King is not yet dead and struggles with the Priest. His four men engage four of theirs. 

The remaining four Hench men impose themselves between the players and the High Theologian. 

It is a fight to the death this time with no yielding for it is a matter of honour and answering betrayal!!

In the end if the sword is placed in the King’s hands, it gleams anew, as if with a light forged into the core of the steel. The blade seems to sing as it slices the air, for this is indeed no ordinary blade. It appears a simple yet elegant and superbly crafted long sword with a clear crystal in the hilt. As the sword is wielded, it draws the blood of the wielder in the crystal (assuming the Blood is that of the True Ilyan dynasty – which actually would include the treacherous Merrick but not the players as they are dead). Now the abilities of the sword are theirs to command. 
In the end hopefully the players emerge victorious, King Asar goes forth with the blade to put down the emerging civil war and then squash the forces building up on his forces. 

Percipience – Stats
Insert detect X and divination spells here to represent oracular type abilities*

The sword increase the bearer’s wisdom score to the next level that brings a positive bonus (so no more than 2). 

At first it seems like just a master craftsmanship weapon, which it is. Any none Ilyan person to touch it takes 1d6 Con drain per round. Of course undead are immune to this. 

But once wielded by one of the living blood (not the players as they are dead), it becomes a +1 keen sword. Only the true heir to Balor may wield it’s abilities. 

Add some leadership qualities/enchantments here to suit your tastes* e.g. Bonuses to Diplomacy and Expert skill: Warcraft or Strategy or both. 
Enemies
Scene 2 – The Red Spears. 
Aberdeen 3rd level fighter

Str 16 Dex 14 Con 14 Int 10 Wis 8 Cha 12; Attack: Spear +7; dmg d8+3: AC 16 (Dex +2 chainshirt); HP 27

Feats: 1)Weapon Focus: Spear 2)Dodge 3)Mobility 4)Spring Attack: Saves, Fort+5; Ref+3; Will+0; Init+2.

Aberdeen's Men all 15 1st level fighters

Str 16 Dex 14 Con 14 Int 10 Wis 8 Cha 10; Attack: Spear +4; dmg d8+3: AC 15 (Dex +2 studded leather); HP 12

Feats: 1)Weapon Focus: Spear; Saves, Fort+4; Ref+2; Will-1; Init+2.

Scene 3 – The Mountain Pass
Vrock
Str 23 Dex 15 Con 25 Int 14 Wis 16 Cha 16; Attack: 2 claws +15, bite+13; dmg claw 2d6+6, bite 1d8+3: AC 22 (-1 size, Dex +2, +11 natural armour); HP 115

Feats: 1)Power Attack 2)Cleave 3)Combat Reflexes 4)Multi-attack: Saves, Fort+14; Ref+9; Will+10; Init+2.

Spell like ability
At will, Mirror Image; Telekinesis(DC18), Greater Teleport. 1/day Heroism (caster level 12).

Due to the Undead nature of the party, the other special abilities the Vrock has are nullified. Also due to the fact that the Vrock has been captured it wings are chained and it can’t use its talons to fight, so it only has 3 of its 5 attacks.

Scene 4 – The Temple of Percipience. Outside
Just before the entrance to the temple, there are four figures, 2 with weapons out, with 2 spell casters behind them.

5th Barbarian x2
Str 16/20* Dex 15 Con 14/18* Int 8 Wis 16 Cha 12; Attack: Heavy Flail+10/+12*; dmg d10+4/8*: AC 18/16* (Dex +2, +6 from +1 breastplate); HP 48/58*

Feats: 1)Power Attack 2)Cleave 3) Weapon Focus: Heavy Flail : Saves, Fort+6/8*; Ref+3; Will+4/6*; Init+2.

*The second number is used when the Red Barbarian is raging.

Equiment: +1 Heavy Flail; +1 Brestplate
5th Wizard
Str 10 Dex 16 Con 14 Int 18 Wis 12 Cha 10; Attack: Dagger +3; dmg d4+1: AC 21 (Dex +3, +4 Mage Amour Spell, +4 Shield spell); HP 24; Init+7.

Feats: 1)Combat Casting 2) Spell Focus: Evocation 3) Combat Expertise 4) Improved Initiative; Saves, Fort+3; Ref+4; Will+5

Spells 0th Disrupt Undead x4; 1st Magic Missile x2, Mage Armour (already cast and factored into his AC), Shield (already cast and factored into his AC). 2nd Scorching Ray x3, 3rd Fireball x2; DC save 14+spell level; 15+ for Evocation spells

Equiment: +1 Dagger;
5th Druid
Str 14 Dex 14 Con 14 Int 10 Wis 18 Cha 10; Attack: Scimitar +6; dmg d6+3: AC 22 (Dex +2, +1 Ironwood Breastplate, +2 large wooden shield); HP 24; Init+2.

Feats: 1) Weapon Focus: Scimitar 2) Combat Casting 3) Improved Initiative: Saves, Fort+6; Ref+3; Will+8

Spells 0th Detect Magic x2, Light, Guidance x2; 1st Entangle x2, Cure Light Wounds x2. 2nd Barkskin Cure Moderate Wounds x2, 3rd Call Lightening x2; DC save 14+spell level

Equiment: +1 Scimitar; +1 Ironwood Brestplate, +2 large wooden shield
Scene 4 – The Temple of Percipience. Inside
The Minotaur Guardian 5th Fighter
Str 26 Dex 12 Con 20 Int 10 Wis 10 Cha 8; Attack: Great Axe +14; dmg d12+12: AC 23 (-1 size; +1 Dex; +8 Full Plate; +5 natural armour); HP 53; Init+5.

Feats: 1) Weapon Focus: Great Axe; 2) Weapon Specialisation: Great Axe; 3) Power Attack; 4) Improved Initiative; 5) Improved Overrun; Saves, Fort+6; Ref+3; Will+8

Scene 6 – Presenting Percipience 
High Theologian Merrick of Tyr
7th Level Cleric
Str 12 Dex 12 Con 12 Int 10 Wis 22* Cha 16; Attack: Longsword +8; dmg d8+2(+2d6 against Undead) : AC 22 (+1 Dex, +1 Fullplate, +2 shield); HP 42; Init+6. Domains: Renewal^ and War**.

Feats: 1) Spell Casting Prodigy 2) Improved Turning 3) Combat Casting 4) Improved Initiative; Bonus Feats; Martial Weapon Proficiency: Longsword**; Weapon Focus: Longsword**. Saves, Fort+6; Ref+3; Will+11.

Special Ability: Turn Undead; Turn Undead check d20+3; 2d6 +11.

Once per day if the character is bought below 0 hit points, the target gains 1d8 + Charisma modifier.

Spells 0th Disrupt Undead x6; 1st Divine Favour x2, Hide From Undead, Shield of Faith, Obscuring Mist, Entropic Shield. 2nd Consecrate, Bull's Strength, Resist Energy x2 (cold and fire), Shatter, 3rd Searing Light x3, 4th Dimensional Anchor, Freedom of Movement; DC save 17+spell level.

Has Shield of Faith, Bull's Strength, both Resist Energy (Cold and Fire) and Entropic Shield cast on him, then Hide from Undead, followed by Divine Power and goes towards the King. Before this all happened, Merrick has cast Consecrate on the area along with Dimensional Anchor to stop any one from teleporting in and past his guards.

These precautions are long and involved but that is how the High Theologian Merrick of Tyr's thinks, he leaves nothing to chance

Equiment: *Periapt of Wisdom +2; +1 Full Plate; +1 Undead Bane Longsword;
High Theologian Merrick Personal Guard 4th Level Fighters 8
Str 16 Dex 12 Con 16 Int 10 Wis 14 Cha 10; Attack: Longsword +9; dmg d8+6 (+2d6 against Undead): AC 22 (+1 Dex, +1 Fullplate, +2 shield); HP 42; Init+5.

Feats: 1) Weapon Focus: Longsword 2) Weapon Specialisation: Longsword, 3) Improved Initiative, 4) Quick Draw, 5) Improved Bull Rush; Saves, Fort+7; Ref+2; Will+3.

Unric Shield-breaker
Styled: The first, Shield-breaker, the unstoppable. 

Died: LR 34

It was you who first united the tribes, killing Vars the quick in a glorious duel to the death. It was you who gave the first capitol it’s name; Leonvar – “Place of glory”. 
Bedder of Women, drinker of ale and slayer or 10,000 Orcs. Yours was a glorious reign, filled with merriment and others bending their knee to your will. Your fellow brother -warriors carved a bloody path right into the annals of history. 

Slay your enemy, take his women, drink his drink. Is there more to life?

Pretext to scenario: 
A flutter of …what? Recognition? Perhaps. Ah yes, consciousness. It is dark. Is that relevant? Possibly. Ye it is. For it seems that darkness is the embodiment of what you think you have endured, namely oblivion. Wait. does that make sense But what is that? Ah yes the sound of betrayal. Your first born challenging you to the right to lead the tribes, the kingdom. Ai! The metallic sliver of a sword scraping free of a scabbard. 

Then he slew you in mortal combat and you remember dying. You remember that sensation as all warmth left your body – Happiness. Yes, your son killed you for the right to lead the tribes. So they were in good hands, all was as it should be, the son was strong and the father dies in combat. What more could a man ask for?

But why had you not gone to the halls of your fore fathers? Surely they built a pyre and set your corpse upon it, the flames freeing your soul. 

And there… two voices approach one reedy (oh how you despise reedy voices), the other deep, pleasant. Vaguely you become aware of  the luminescent patter of dust caught in rays of light. A slight grime covers the wall behind you and the throne you are upon. Something solid is in your eternal grip. Are you made of stone?

The voices grow nearer. “Hmm these ones here perhaps. The eldest amongst them, the ones few will recognize I think, highness. Great champions of yore”. 
“Aye, I see they have awakened already that is good, release the end of the spell and free them. The ritual will not go awry, I trust?”

“No cousin, you will have complete control, put this on. It is old and I have adjusted the spell’s wording to suit the ritual. Old magic, powerful”. 

With that there is a snap in your mind, as if you were cast in stone but now you are suddenly freed!!

King Dalgrid

Died – LR 112
Styled -  Dalgrid the just, the law-maker. Father of modern Leonvar. 
Your fore fathers were glorious indeed. Ever since Unric died on the blade of his son, (whose reign was bloody indeed), there was constant war and the utter lack of a codex of law meant that all subjects and persons were at the mercy of the King’s whim.Not alone that but the succession of Kings was nightmarish at best, in order to stop each son attempting to murder his father in bloody coups, a protocol had to be set in place, that meant rites such as the coronation ceremony and inclusion of the churches, whose priests communed with the Gods.  Indeed the creation of such a codex was your master piece, your legacy. So what a few errant, questioning elders dies with their rantings of “the old ways”. Law is it’s own reward, for without it there would only be chaos. 
Pretext to scenario: 

A flutter of …what? Recognition? Perhaps. Ah yes, consciousness. It is dark. Is that relevant? Possibly. Yes, wait, yes it is. For it seems that darkness is the embodiment of what you think you have endured, namely oblivion. Wait, does that make sense? But what is that? Do you have a terrible cold? Your head feels awful. Fleeting, scattered memories arrive. The smell of parchment and ink! Glory is attained with the quill dear servant. Hmm that’s odd, you remember the face but not the name. Like a burning flame erupting in the night, blessed recollection sweeps through your mind once again! King! You were king!
In front of you rows of other stately persons, ah yes you are in the crypt of Kings, hmm now that is odd. Surely you should be with your God?

And there… two voices approach one reedy , the other deep, pleasant. Vaguely you become aware of of the luminescent patter of dust caught in rays of light. A slight grime covers the wall behind you and the throne you are upon. Something solid is in your eternal grip. Are you made of stone?

The voices grow nearer. “Hmm these ones here perhaps. The eldest amongst them, the ones few will recognize I think, highness. Great champions of yore”. 

“Aye, I see they have awakened already that is good, release the end of the spell and free them. The ritual will not go awry, I trust?”

“No cousin, you will have complete control, put this on. It is old and I have adjusted the spell’s wording to suit the ritual. Old magic, powerful”. 

With that there is a snap in your mind, as if you were cast in stone but now you are suddenly freed!!

Queen Serena
Died – LR 146
Styled - The witch Queen, The Sorcerous Queen, Serena the fair. 
After your father – Dalgrid - had solidified the Codex Totus, he set about the unenviable task of enforcing it and modifying it, so that it was in every way the perfect code system. A code that could be ratified by council vote, could be amended when the need arose. He was in all ways a true leader. When you rose to the throne, it was through the first coronation the land had seen and it was breath taking. A true statement of Leonvar’s might. There were those who questioned a woman’s capacity to lead and to that you answered with sorcery.  A wave of white fire met those first two fools to bare their steel against you and their own cooked flesh filled their nostrils. Under your rule, leonvar- sorcery prospered and so too the people. Sorcery and law combined within your heart and your rule helping you to defeat the barbarian hordes of Orcs in the first decisive defeat against them since Unric shield-breaker. 

Pretext to scenario: 

A flutter of …what? Recognition? Perhaps. Ah yes, consciousness. It is dark. Is that relevant? Possibly. Yes, wait, yes it is. For it seems that darkness is the embodiment of what you think you have endured, namely oblivion. Wait, does that make sense? But what is that? Do you have a terrible cold? Your head feels awful. Fleeting, scattered memories arrive erupting in the night, blessed recollection sweeps through your mind once again! 
Not just memories but also power, filling up every fibre of your being once more. It feels…odd, not like it was before more pure but different none the less. 

In front of you - rows of other stately persons, ah yes you are in the crypt of Kings, hmm now that is odd. Surely you should be with your God?

And there… two voices approach one reedy , the other deep, pleasant. Vaguely you become aware of the luminescent patter of dust caught in rays of light. A slight grime covers the wall behind you and the throne you are upon. Something solid is in your eternal grip. Are you made of stone?

The voices grow nearer. “Hmm these ones here perhaps. The eldest amongst them, the ones few will recognize I think, highness. Great champions of yore”. 

“Aye, I see they have awakened already that is good, release the end of the spell and free them. The ritual will not go awry, I trust?”

“No cousin, you will have complete control, put this on. It is old and I have adjusted the spell’s wording to suit the ritual. Old magic, powerful”. 

With that there is a snap in your mind, as if you were cast in stone but now you are suddenly freed!!

King Devlin
Died –LR 206
Styled –  Apple-shearer, Devlin the Gaunt. 

Founder of the Devonic knights, yours was a glorious reign. Nights were filled with the sounds of bards and harps playing and days were filled with sword play and hunting. The King’s justice was meted out daily and the kingdom prospered. As a young knight and prince you spent your days practicing with apples; tossing them into the air and shearing them in half with a sword before they hit the ground, a skill you could do with even a mundane iron blade and no sorcery. Indeed you disdained sorcery in combat for where was the honour in that, perhaps against an honour-less foe that is acceptable. Adopting the name of the first son of Unric to build a settled abode, of stone as your house name you brought about the modern house system. 

Honour and skill became the words of the royal house – House Ilyan. 
Pretext to scenario:

A flutter of …what? Recognition? Perhaps. Ah yes, consciousness. It is dark. Is that relevant? Possibly. Yes, wait, yes it is. For it seems that darkness is the embodiment of what you think you have endured, namely oblivion. Wait, does that make sense? But what is that? Do you have a terrible cold? Your head feels like you have a terrible hangover. Fleeting, scattered memories arrive erupting in the night, blessed recollection sweeps through your mind once again! 

In front of you - rows of other stately persons, ah yes you are in the crypt of Kings, hmm now that is odd. Surely you should be with your God?

And there… two voices approach one reedy , the other deep, pleasant. Vaguely you become aware of the luminescent patter of dust caught in rays of light. A slight grime covers the wall behind you and the throne you are upon. Something solid is in your eternal grip. Are you made of stone?

The voices grow nearer. “Hmm these ones here perhaps. The eldest amongst them, the ones few will recognize I think, highness. Great champions of yore”. 

“Aye, I see they have awakened already that is good, release the end of the spell and free them. The ritual will not go awry, I trust?”

“No cousin, you will have complete control, put this on. It is old and I have adjusted the spell’s wording to suit the ritual. Old magic, powerful”. 

With that there is a snap in your mind, as if you were cast in stone but now you are suddenly freed!!

King Friedas
Died –  LR 789

Styled – The Tyrant King, The Pious, The cruel. 

Decades of strife and monarchs not worth pissing on. Trade guilds up in arms and the church running riot all over the Kingdom’s affairs, taking a slice of the pie here and there and getting far too greedy. Oh yes indeed, something needed to be done, especially after that sorcerous debacle that ended in a loosed demon destroying half the beloved ancestral fathers in the crypts of the Kings. Oh and the gloved fist of the King’s will had to be whipped into shape and reminded what they were for. The Devonic knights were shamed into action once more, crushing riots before they happened. As for the church, why that was simple, you summoned a priest, ordered him to conduct the rites of initiation upon you. Once you could wield divine power, why who could then argue the divine rights of Kings? Well of course Simon of Therme did, but then after you cut his head from his shoulders, he was known as Simon the headless wasn’t he? Ha! With a sword in one hand and scripture in the other, order was soon restored, just as it should be. One land, one people, one king….one Church…
Pretext to scenario:

A flutter of …what? Recognition? Perhaps. Ah yes, consciousness. It is dark. Is that relevant? Possibly. Yes, wait, yes it is. For it seems that darkness is the embodiment of what you think you have endured, namely oblivion. Wait, does that make sense? But what is that? Do you have a terrible cold? Your head feels awful. Fleeting, scattered memories arrive erupting in the night, blessed recollection sweeps through your mind once again! Ok so you might have gone too far with the one church bit! Was that any reason for you to be assassinated in your sleep? Treacherous bastards! At least you did what had to be done. Ye Gods but you feel terrible, creaky like that old stable door. Were you just talking to Simon the headless?

In front of you - rows of other stately persons, ah yes you are in the crypt of Kings, hmm now that is odd. Surely you should be with your God?

And there… two voices approach one reedy , the other deep, pleasant. Vaguely you become aware of the luminescent patter of dust caught in rays of light. A slight grime covers the wall behind you and the throne you are upon. Something solid is in your eternal grip. Are you made of stone?

The voices grow nearer. “Hmm these ones here perhaps. The eldest amongst them, the ones few will recognize I think, highness. Great champions of yore”. 

“Aye, I see they have awakened already that is good, release the end of the spell and free them. The ritual will not go awry, I trust?”

“No cousin, you will have complete control, put this on. It is old and I have adjusted the spell’s wording to suit the ritual. Old magic, powerful”. 

With that there is a snap in your mind, as if you were cast in stone but now you are suddenly freed!!
