


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What you have in your hands, so to speak, is the teaser for the forthcoming RPG scenario Avalanche, thank you for taking 

the time to read it! It’s with a sense of great exhilaration, and more than a little dread, that I am finally releasing a playable 
extract from the project I have spent the last four years working on. Avalanche has undergone many changes over the course 
of those years. It has evolved, but most importantly I think, it has had time to mature. As a result, Avalanche has never really 
strayed from its original objective, and has acquired added depth and new dimensions as it progressively took shape. I 
worked alone in the initial stages but have been joined lately by a whole team including authors, illustrators and webmasters. 
So it’s in their names also and on behalf of the hard work and dedication they have brought to this project that I speak today. 
Work continues on Avalanche, and we hope to make the final product available in the fall of 2006. In the meantime, this 
teaser should provide you with enough of a glimpse to grasp the nature of our project, and hopefully entice you to see more 
of it! 
 

I’ve been role-playing for almost twenty years and have always thought of it as a great hobby. Living in Paris, far away 
from my friends and native Montreal, I found the time and need to write for role-playing instead of simply playing it. As time 
went by, I met new people who shared my interest and I now play on a regular basis once again. However, those years spent 
thinking and writing left me with some intriguing ideas I wanted to explore, and I think they have proved quite fruitful. I’ve 
always been interested in the content aspect of role-playing: the plot, setting and many twists and patterns that can emerge in 
the context of a game. That may not be much of a coincidence after all since I have a philosophical background, especially in 
the fields relating to the theory of language and action. And my heart lies with the existentialists. So, if you ever catch a 
glimpse of Sartre, Heidegger, Habermas or Rorty in Avalanche, you’re probably right; they’re in there somewhere, in some 
form or another! My interest in current affairs might also transpire too. Oh, and one last thing I’d like to mention as it might 
have its importance, I’m a native French speaker (And quite proud of it! That’s part of my Quebecer culture which I cannot 
escape from), so what you have in your hands is in fact a translation of my original text which, though a fluent English 
speaker, I did not feel confident enough to present to you directly. 

 
 
 

I began role-playing as a teenager and over time I came to buy a great many prewritten scenarios. After a couple of years, I 
grew increasingly dissatisfied with them, finding this type of format linear, generally dull to read and the information 
presented to be often both overwhelming and poorly organised. To put it simply, I felt these scenarios no longer fitted my 
needs as a player, so I began writing my own homebrew campaigns. I remember that back then I used to work one session 
out at a time. But at the end of the day, I wasn’t entirely happy with the result either. There were glaring limits to the way I 
was working: when different plots overlapped they would need to be readjusted a posteriori and gaps or incoherencies would 
inevitably appear in the fabric of my story. Once I got access to the internet, I set out to find a campaign that would suit my 
needs as a DM. I wasn’t looking for a particular setting, but rather for plots, for immediate stakes. I was looking for 
something that would be fun to read, for stories that I’d feel drawn to use for my own purposes. Something that would 
provide me with ideas and tools that I could use to develop my own vision of what the experience of role-playing should be. I 
guess I never found it. 
 

With time on my hands, I decided to work on something like my dream campaign. Avalanche therefore started as 
something quite small in scale: a map, a couple of characters, a plot in which some adventurers were hired… And in the 
process of assembling and disassembling the various elements I intended to build my campaign on, Avalanche started to take 
shape but also to flesh out. Soon enough, it had taken on the form of a multi-plot scenario. How could I manage numerous 
plots developing at the same time within the framework of a chapter-based scenario? That’s when I settled on the idea of a 
calendar based approach to story-telling. If the events were to occur simultaneously, I needed to know what had happened 
when with respect to all of the elements relevant to my story. And as I progressed, new problems cropped up. If this was to 
be a multi-plot adventure, how should I write in the PCs? They might choose to take part in one story and not the other, or 
elect to move from one to the other… So how could I possibly leave a predefined hole in the plot for their action? I decided 
to remove the PCs from the writing process altogether. Moreover, I’d started out with a single plot, but very soon I’d ended 
up with two, and then five, separate storylines. Managing the mass of information became a critical issue in its own right. 
Just how much was too much, and how much was too little? I decided to keep the presentation of my five storylines relatively 
light and sleek. What’s happening when, where, involving whom… Straight to the point. I wasn’t going to overload the 
scenario with any excess detail. As a result, it started to look more and more like a storyboard, a big box of ideas.  
 

By then, Avalanche had really developed a shape and a design of its own, following the uses I had put it to and the 
directions I had pushed it in. Settling on a modular style of writing was a natural step, it suited my purpose best. I’d always 
meant Avalanche to be supported by extensive illustration and my design model seemed to reflect that too. The last question 
left to address was how was I going to present all of this? Many of my friends were setting up small websites at the time, so I 
gave it a try with Avalanche. In the end, it proved too complicated to execute: too many links, too much information to 
provide. I’d hit a snag, but an obvious solution soon dawned on me. The scenario’s design model would fit a database 
perfectly. The website would have to be complex and it would take a long time to build, but the structure was already there in 
the writing itself and the organisation of the information. I could see it, and the more I worked on the design, the more 
functions I could think of adapting. The possibilities just grew and grew.  

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
So here we are, more than four years down the road. There is still a lot of work ahead of us but we know what we are aiming for. 
If you find the typical RPG setting too heavy, the typical scenario too linear and restrictive, if you think that producing your own 
homebrew campaign requires too much of an investment but are nevertheless looking for something to which you can add your 
own vision, then your search may have come to an end because I believe that Avalanche is just the thing which will appeal to you. 
 
 

 
Avalanche is something new and quite unique, a novel way to design and provide content for role-playing. It isn’t a setting, nor 

is it a stand-alone story or module describing a single linear plot. Avalanche presents a setting for a plot, something to be taken up 
and played. The stories and the adventure in itself cannot be separated from the setting. But unlike any other setting, there is place 
for your own plots in Avalanche. 

 
Avalanche is a multi-plot scenario, divided into five main strands occurring simultaneously on the Lands of Exile. These plots 

are very different in nature: political intrigue, high adventure, fierce battles and guilty secrets lie in store. This teaser presents a 
subplot from one of the main stories. Avalanche describes the events taking place according to a calendar, rather than chapter, 
based process. You have to keep day-to-day record of your group’s activities. In Avalanche, time plays an essential part in your 
story. You will always need to know what lies in the past, what in the future and what constitutes the time being.  

 
Avalanche is not about the PCs. It relates the events that occur on the Lands of Exile outside the PCs’ scope. There is no-one 

waiting for your players. There is no predefined plot standing ready for them. They will have to build their own story. Avalanche 
is not about the PCs, so that your game can really be about them. Being calendar-based and multi-plot, the « existence » forms a 
web of events. In that respect, Avalanche is essentially non-linear. Your players might jump from one story to another as they 
travel through the web of events according to their preference. Avalanche is not a stand-alone, but really a campaign in the purest 
sense of the term. 

 
Avalanche is not about rules either. There are no character sheets provided in this teaser. It was not written for a specific 

mechanic; in that respect it is agnostic, more or less any one can be used to reflect your style of play. When launched, Avalanche 
will provide statistics for characters under a number of systems, including d20. You are strongly encouraged to use a system that 
suits the issues you want to address. Are you planning to play black orcs dealing with guilt, compassion and dissociation from 
your peers? In that case, you should use a system which you feel will help you play out those concerns. 

Avalanche is there to support your game experience, not to provide a plot that comes in its way. This scenario only offers the 
backbone of a story that you will need to flesh out. Create your own secondary characters and locations. Wasn’t there some long 
forgotten stronghold at the Crest of the World? Maybe. Just add it. Avalanche doesn’t tell you how to play and is not 
incompatible with kickers and bangs, if you want to make use of those techniques. 

 
 
 
You won’t be playing Avalanche like a typical module. A lot of things happen in the course of this scenario, and they happen at 

the same time. Your players will have to make defining choices, as they won’t be able to do everything. Do they want to go and 
hunt dragons at the Crest of the World as the opportunity is given in this teaser, will they prefer to head north towards Bedorah or 
to play a political game in Carcandas to the south? Let them lead you through the web of events through their choices. Let them 
change plots as they want to. Avalanche is not about a single linear adventure, it is about making decisions, taking sides, finding 
your place in the world around you. 

 
Your players can take many paths through Avalanche. They might become knights, dragon hunters, typical swords-for-hire, and 

why not bad guys, even black orcs? Play it as you want to, there are no set limits. You can even replay Avalanche with the same 
group of players, using different characters or travelling another strand of the web of events, thus casting an entirely different 
perspective on the scenario. You can play this teaser as a stand-alone story, taking on the role of ordinary dragon hunters, main 
characters such as Athnar or simple outsiders. What will your game be about? The quest for power or the burdens of loyalty, 
finding out your true nature or consummating your passions? It will depend on how you choose to play. But then again, once 
Avalanche is released, you’ll be able to replay these events, giving your characters a different starting-point, a new perspective on 
the story or simply by allowing them the opportunity to make different choices. 

 
Since no-one is waiting for the PCs, their presence does not automatically trigger any part of the story. The plots go on, even in 

their absence. That is why it is very important to keep track of time, to play the game on a day-to-day basis. Do your players come 
to the Crest of the World during the first or the third week of May? Depending on the date, the events developing in that region 
will not be at the same point. In a typical scenario, if your players spend one week or a whole month on a specific activity, it 
doesn’t really change a single thing from the standpoint of the story. In Avalanche, as I’ve said, time does matter. 

 
Preparing a session for Avalanche will be a little different to your usual fare. You don’t have to prepare the game specifically 

for your players, nor do you need to know everything about the world at any given time. You just need to prepare what is 
happening around your players’ location at the present time. The way Avalanche has been written allows for rapid preparation. 
Don’t try to guess what your group will do, you’re best off knowing what is happening around them and what are the events you 
can throw at them



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
As you shall see, Avalanche does not rely on the chapter-based structure typical of prewritten scenarios. Instead 

it has been devised around a modular style of writing which I feel best translates the kind of gaming experience I 
am aiming for, while at the same time keeping the material flexible and easy to use. Every element of information 
has to fit neatly into a given subsection. Although this mode of presentation might seem unfamiliar and odd at 
first, you’ll soon discover the benefits to be drawn from it: easier preparation for DMs, rapid access to the relevant 
information, an efficient tool for pinpointing the influence of your players on the story…  

 
Just like a storyboard for a movie, comic-book or manga, Avalanche acts as an unfinished silhouette that helps to outline a 

plot. The final ingredient required in order to bring it to life is your actual game experience, the concrete act of playing. 
Avalanche does not force the DM’s hand. The details of your game must be filled in, created.  

 
Avalanche won’t be sold as a pdf, nor as a paper-based product, but will be made available through a website. Taking 

advantage of this scenario’s unique design, the website will offer an effective interface and powerful tools to manage your 
campaign. Use it to communicate with your players, add your own subplots, dungeons, maps, characters… Keep records of 
all your notes and of the specifics of your own game. Manage the impact of your players on the world. And further still, share 
ideas and alternate scenarios or take part in online games with players at any point of the globe. Forget about the paper sheets 
and take the next step in role-playing. 

 
Avalanche covers a full calendar-year of events supported by over one hundred elements of « essence ». Fully illustrated, 

this scenario is not a stand-alone and must be played out over a long period of time. As it stands, Avalanche might take more 
than fifty sessions to complete. And yet, it is only the first scenario in an epic campaign which will bring you to Ethernya 
through the most important moments of its recent history. Prepare yourselves for years of adventuring! 

 
 
 
Avalanche makes use of a number of metaphorical terms I have coined to reflect my ideas. Their meaning is quite easy to 

grasp, as you’ll see. 
 
Essence:  
These are the essential cogs and pieces that will enter into your game: main protagonists, locations and legendary 

artifacts…  Each element of essence is detailed according to its nature and personal history and comes with a full colour 
illustration. Will they be allies or foes? Will you even come across them and use them? You will not know until you’ve 
begun to play. When your game starts, the PCs become the centrepiece of the story. 

 
Existence: 
Now that you have your pieces, throw them up in the air and see how they fall. As you play it, the story will go beyond the 

fixed boundaries of « essence » and take on something of the flux and uncertainty of « existence ». You will rely mainly on 
this section to prepare and play your game as well as follow the course of events. As your group won’t be able to take part in 
everything going on, you’ll probably only use about 20-30% of the storyline, but here lies one of Avalanche’s strengths. The 
events constituting the story’s « existence » are also illustrated, mainly in black and white. When your group interacts with 
the world around it, their actions and involvement become an integral part of this « existence ».      

 
Snapshots: 
Extensions to various elements of « essence », snapshots provide extra information and offer possible directions in which 

to flesh them out. They can be of many kinds: characters, cultural traits, locations, objects… Every secondary protagonist or 
inn you create can be stored in this fashion. 

 
The Cycle:    
Elements that « cycle » are recurrent by nature and will reappear in future scenarios. These special elements are mainly 

characters representing the reincarnation of gods or great heroic figures throughout Ethernya’s history. As archetypes, they 
have no personal history. But beyond that, there are no restrictions on the way you can use them. You may play them or let 
them die. In the latter case, they’ll reappear in future scenarios nonetheless. Characters such as Dramnard are intimately 
linked to the very nature of Ethernya. If you happen to fancy the idea of taking centre-stage and actually playing these 
legendary figures, you’re more than welcome to do so. But in this case, your players will awaken on Ethernya with no 
previous knowledge of the world. However, on their travels they will surely come across ancient temples dedicated to long 
forgotten idols who bear their names. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Some four hundred years ago, when Hoperya, the alabaster city of concord, fell, the very survival of humankind was 

left in peril. The few who had survived the battle, as well as the legions of those who had refused to stand by them in 
humankind’s hour of need, found refuge on the Lands of Exile, the last free human realm on Ethernya, forever changing 
the region’s complexion. Today, as the north stands against the white orcs, defending the last human frontier against 
those shifting, shapeless wraiths, the powers in the south reach out to extend their grip over the rest of the Lands of 
Exile. Internecine tensions are growing, but for how long will men have the luxury of opposing each other while 
common threats grow stronger around them? 
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Last heroes of humankind, the inhabitants of Raijuvak fend off the white orcish onslaught every winter season. As springtime 

comes to the battle-weary city, the various forces involved in its defence can return to their own preoccupations and homelands 
for the warm season. But as they prepare to leave the city for a short but welcome respite, an old foe suddenly returns to the Lands 
of Exile, a long lost city is freed from the ices and a strange ambassador appears before the city’s council with an unexpected and 
explosive request. These events are sure to disturb the balance of power in the northern capital. And as dark secrets stand revealed 
and battlelines are drawn, what course will the last men take and what fate shall they embrace? 

 
As all eyes turn towards the city of Raijuvak, its most illustrious defenders, the dragon hunters, have set off on their summer 

pilgrimage to the Crest of the World, the highest mountain range in Ethernya, following the greatest game of all, the white 
dragons. But this year, the hunt will be like none other before it. Relics of a distant past will surface once again and a strange 
figure will appear in the Crest’s skies. This teaser focuses on their story



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
History  
0 : For millennia, the dragons peacefully watched over the crest of the 
world, the highest mountain range in Ethernya. The council of twelve, 
oldest among the living dragons, sleep in their cave located at the 
highest pinnacle. A mirror has appeared in their lair. It has not been 
secured and the council does not worry about it. 
 
430 : Dragün defeats humankind at Bedorah and extends his dominion 
over all the lands of Badowin, up to the very threshold of the crest of 
the world. The first white orcish onslaughts against the white dragons 
begin. The peace this region enjoyed has been shattered.  
 
547 : the dragon hunters from Raijuvak hold their first summer hunt. 
 
1315 : dragonites make their first flights in the region. 
 
1350 : Ariadne BaneHeart disappears in the mountains of the crest of 
the world at the end of autumn. She swears allegiance to the white 
dragons and becomes a dragonrider. The legend of the BaneHeart is 
fulfilled, after having been lost in the mists of time. 
 
1351 : as the dragon hunters head once again to the crest of the world 
for the yearly hunt, a strange figure riding a white dragon is sighted. 
Now, after thousands of years have passed, shall the crest of the world 
return to the ancient ways that existed between dragon and man? 

Presentation 
A land of perpetual snow reaching heights where only dragons 
may live, the crest of the world is home to the lairs of the white 
dragons, including the council of twelve which nests at its 
pinnacle. Located at the confines of the realm of silence, the 
crest of the world is stage to the conflict between its winged 
denizens and the armies of Dragün. Come the summer season, 
this vast preserve of dragonkind becomes a favoured ground for 
hunters led by the BaneHeart, of whom legend has that they are 
descended from the dragonriders of old.  
 

Description 
The crest of the world is the highest recorded mountain range in 
Ethernya. Its highest peaks culminate beyond twelve thousand 
metres in altitude. Though the climate is extremely severe and 
snow ever present, the ambient temperature does allow for life. 
At very low altitude, vegetation can be found and mountain 
passes have been charted and used by the white dragon hunters. 
These humans even set up hunting bases on some of the 
plateaus. At high altitude though, only the dragons remain. They 
live in cave-like lairs. During wintertime, the crest of the world 
abuts on the realm of silence, the lifeless lands of the white orc. 
 

Population 
In the winter, only the white dragons and the immaterial troops 
of Dragün dare to venture into the crest of the world. When 
summer comes, the white orcish threat subsides, only to be 
replaced by that of the dragon hunters. The white dragon 
population is settled on the peaks according to age. Thus, the 
older the dragons are, the higher they dwell, jealously defending 
their holds. It therefore befalls the youngest dragons to fight 
both the white orcs and the human hunters according to the 
season. These younger dragons are also the ones who must 
suffer the theft of their eggs and the transformation of their 
progeny into dragonites, creatures under human thrall. 
 

Miscellaneous information 
The configuration of land at low altitude is ideally suited for 
dragon hunting. Setting up camp on the high plateaus, the 
hunters send scouts to locate the dragon lairs. When that is 
done, the dragonites are sent alongside climbers to bait and 
draw out the dragons. The humans, guided by the BaneHeart, 
then try to bring the winged creatures onto troops wielding long 
spears. While the dragons are busy fighting these enemies, elite 
soldiers enter their lairs to steal the eggs within. Though they try 
to kill the white dragons, the hunters are sometimes satisfied 
with the theft of their progeny. The hunters never venture to the 
higher altitudes though, where they would be forced to fight 
much fiercer dragons. But this summer season, the hunters shall 
bear witness to the appearance of a strange figure riding with 
the dragons and fighting by their side. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
History (and population) 
112 : construction of a refuge in the trees by druids. (0). 
 
215 : the existing structure is developed. Some druids now remain 
there on a permanent basis. (10)  
 
310 : a number of travellers heading for the lands of Badowin decide 
to settle in Raijuvak instead. (500) 
 
350 : Raijuvak is a busy transit point. Forges, inns and furrieries can 
be found. Druids assemble in Raijuvak.  The local population is 
diverse: dwarves, half-elves, half-orcs, humans. The city starts to 
develop upwards.  (2500) 
 
430 : defeat of Trevor at Bedorah. Arrival of the scarce   survivors. 
(3000) 
 
547 : first attacks by Dragün on the city. A council is established. The 
druids are given pride of place within it. (3800) 
 
700 : the attacks by Dragün increase in frequency. First evacuations 
of inhabitants to Caennyas and Carcandas during the season of 
battles. (4800) 
 
930 : is now the  last line of defence against the white orcs. All 
civilian population has to be evacuated during wintertime. 
(6000/2000) 
 
980 : starts producing goods for the new regime in Carcandas. The 
latter offers much in return. 
 
1180 : the forges produce the first cannons for Carcandas. Prosperity. 
 
1302 : the shamans take part in the defence of the city for the first 
time. 
 
1305 : most druids have left the summer capital. The shamans enter 
the council. 
 
1328 : Grisam Loyrfem, then master of the council, dies in the 
defence of the city. Löther takes over from him. 
 
1351 : resists Dragün’s onslaught. Many events will bring  Raijuvak’s 
citizens to ponder their position. (12000/5000)�

Presentation 
Founded long ago by nomads as a supply point, Raijuvak has 
become the last bulwark of humankind against the white orcs. It 
is a sylvan city, partly built high up in the middle of a wood. 
Herding and agriculture are non-existent and the population lives 
mainly from hunting. Summer capital of the lands of exile, 
Raijuvak is a perpetual battleground, evacuated by all civilian 
population during wintertime. 
 

Population and power structure 
The summer capital is home to a population composed mainly of 
nomads, hunters and barbarians. The humans there are blue-
eyed, long-haired and rough-hewn warrior-types. In wintertime, 
only remain humans, dwarves, half-orcs and half-elves who live 
by the sword and are proud of it. Its inhabitants are hearty and 
hard-working. They are bond by a sense of solidarity, the kind 
that comes with shared adversity and the solitude of isolation. 
The city is governed by a council of proven warriors and wise 
men. Come summer and the end of the fighting, the civilian 
population returns to Raijuvak to celebrate victory in the 
confines of the now peaceful city. Many warriors leave the city 
during summertime however, roaming the countryside in pursuit 
of adventure or returning home to the south. 
 

Common knowledge 
Raijuvak is filled with armouries and numerous stalls. Beer is 
brewed there, pottery crafted and superb weaponry forged, 
simple but delicious food is also prepared. Many houses are built 
in the trees, the highest being the druids’ sanctuary, now taken 
over by the shamanic caste. High towers have also been erected 
for archers to shower the troops of Dragün with fire arrows from. 
The forge district is home to the best dwarven smiths in the 
whole region. This is where the cannons are built for Carcandas. 
Many of the streets and alleyways are made of powdered clay. 
And in summer, they echo with the mock battles of children 
playing out the stories of glory and loss that are the reality of 
their elders, and will soon become their own. Houses aren’t only 
made of stone, but also of earth and wood. The council resides in 
a huge building, at ground level where the weapons and armour 
of those who fell in combat are displayed. 
 

Statistics and miscellaneous information 
Raijuvak has two faces. That of winter battles and that of 
summer joys. During the cold season, the city takes on the guise 
of a fortified camp, with most buildings requisitioned by 
fighters. With the return of the warm weather and the departure 
of its defenders, the city comes alive and welcomes its civilian 
population back. Many barracks are dismantled and the 
buildings revert to their original purpose. The powers in 
Raijuvak maintain trade links with Carcandas, but these are done 
solely on the basis of barter. In exchange for weapons and 
armour, the southern capital supplies Raijuvak in essential 
commodities. Thus, even though money is in free use in the 
northern capital, it is quite possible to subsist in Raijuvak 
without ever handling a coin, as the old rangers do when they 
return there for the summer. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
History 
0 : from the heights of the crest of the world, the white dragons watch 
over Ethernya. The council of twelve, the oldest living dragons, 
slumber in their hold located on the highest mountaintop. 
 
430 : Dragün extends his dominion over all the lands of Badowin, up 
to the confines of the crest of the world, that he seeks to conquer. For 
the first time, the dragons come up against the troops of the lord of 
silence. They repel them with relative ease. 
 
547 : the dragon hunters of Raijuvak start their summer hunts. The first 
dragons die at their hands. 
 
1315 : the shamans succeed in transforming white dragon eggs into 
dragonites. The hunters, riding their new mounts, now focus more on 
stealing eggs than on killing dragons. The dragons suffer to see their 
progeny enslaved by men. 
 
1350 : Ariadne BaneHeart disappears in the mountains of the crest of 
the world during autumn. Considered dead by her people, she swears 
allegiance to the white dragons and becomes a dragonrider. For the 
first time in millennia, the BaneHeart return to the dragons’ side and 
renew with their destiny. 
 
1351 : the dragon hunters of Raijuvak set off on their summer 
campaign again, but a strange figure now flies with the dragons. As the 
humans head for Bedorah and the stone of insanity falls into Dragün’s 
grasp, will the dragons take a part in the course of the world once 
again? Will they accept to come to the aid of those who have hunted 
them for so long? 

Presentation 
An ancient race, believed by some to have created this world, 
the white dragons rule the highest of all known mountain 
ranges. When Ethernya was still but a sphere of ice and snow, 
legend has it that already the dragons watched over it. The white 
dragons appear in many myths, even though they have only 
rarely interfered with the course of the world. Their sight is 
mainly cast towards the lands of exile and they greatly 
influenced its fate by giving the stones of life and death to the 
Luciomes, thus restoring balance to nature and allowing 
humankind to live on these territories once again. 
 

Arts, culture and the status of women 
Hierarchy and status are determined not so much by gender in 
the case of dragons as by age. While the council made up of the 
12 most ancient dragons dwells on the highest pinnacle, the 
younger dragons occupy the lower ranges. Thus it falls to them 
to fight off the assaults of Dragün during wintertime and the 
incursions of the dragon hunters in the summer season. They are 
therefore also the ones left to mourn the theft of their progeny 
and gaze sadly on what the humans then turn them into. The 
older dragons are, the higher up they retire into the mountains, 
far away from the preoccupations and suffering of their own 
kind. Each dragon will jealously defend its lair, and as long as 
they cannot contend with the strength of their elders, they must 
remain at the feet of the great mountains. 
 

Politics 
The white dragons are ruled by the council of 12, the oldest of 
known dragons. These sleep peacefully in their hold, located 
high above the mountain range. The council looks over the 
world but doesn’t interfere with it, even in the case of events 
affecting its own kind. These venerable dragons aspire only to 
peace. They regret the fact that humans now hunt their progeny, 
and so, when Ariadne BaneHeart appears before the council 
seeking to pledge her life in the service of the white dragons, an 
old tradition is born anew and a long period of isolation is 
coming to an end. At last, the dragons have found a voice. 
 

Trade and relations with other races 
The dragons are overseers, a consciousness outside time which 
contemplates the order of things but does not interfere with it. It 
is said that in times long since forgotten, they were the ones 
who brought the Luciomes to life and bestowed upon them the 
care of the stones of life and death, so that nature may find 
harmony and the dark forces running through it be pacified. 
The dragons have a special bond linking them to humankind 
too. Indeed, at the dawn of the world, the council of twelve 
offered refuge to the humans fleeing the hostile nature of the 
lands of exile. These men became the dragonriders of ancient 
lore. Once nature had been appeased, some among them asked 
to return to the land. And soon after that, the riders left the 
dragons once again to their solitary existence. Now, humans 
have returned to the crest of the world, to hunt the dragons and 
steal their eggs. The orcs are at their gates, seeking to expand 
their territory. As for the Luciomes, their powers are declining. 
Can the white dragons remain detached from the world much 
longer? 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lifeline 
 

Presentation 
Borne of the dark arts of the shamans and their use of the stone 
of insanity, dragonites are spawned from the white dragon eggs 
stolen by the hunters of the summer capital. These winged 
creatures are the steeds of choice of the BaneHeart. A number 
of dragonites have been sold off to various prominent 
individuals and can therefore be encountered from time to time 
in Caennyas or Carcandas. The presence of dragonites on the 
lands of exile is very recent and their life expectancy is thought 
to span a hundred or so years. 

 
Behaviour 
Despite being fully autonomous, dragonites display only low 
intelligence. As a result, they make excellent steeds, but little 
more. It is best for a dragonite if it is committed to only one 
rider. A special bond between master and mount can then 
develop.  

 
Evolution 
Dragonites grow older, but they do not evolve much. As soon 
as they reach maturity, they already dispose of their full power. 
With experience gained, they become more agile and keener in 
battle, but there again the change is only marginal. They also 
develop a better understanding with their rider. Around sixty 
centimetres at birth, their body can grow to reach a wingspan of 
two and a half metres.  

 
Special traits 
Dragonites fight with claw and tooth, but are rarely forced to 
make use of them, mainly acting as mounts. They have no 
breath weapon but are naturally resistant to cold. 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lifeline 
1351 : inseparable ally of Dramnard, Drizoney accompanies him 
throughout the adventure. Fending off the black orcs in springtime 
when the flesh-eaters reach the gates of Murdighar, Drizoney 
shares Dramnard’s concern and follows him when he sets off to 
warn the humans of the impending threat. Faced with the difficult 
decisions looming ahead of them, Drizoney will always stand by 
the dwarven hero’s side. 

Presentation 
Drizoney is a character journeying through the cycle. A female 
bronze dragon, Drizoney is Dramnard’s steed, a faithful 
companion ever present by his side. Graced with a sometimes 
exuberant sense of humour, Drizoney likes to toy with her prey 
and only rarely makes use of her full power in battle. 
Legendary character of the Cycle, she is known as an ally of 
Theobald. Even though she is a bronze dragon, the fate of the 
dwarven folk is of higher import to her than that of her own 
species. Just like her companion, she bears a deep-seated 
grudge against the black orcs. 

 
Character and motivation 
Facetious and playful, Drizoney likes to have fun, especially at 
the expense of others. But more often than not, she is alone in 
finding her behaviour and attitude amusing. Many of her jokes 
are made in poor taste. Very young for a dragon, she hasn’t yet 
felt the bitter taste of defeat and therefore tends to overestimate 
her own strength or dismiss that of her opponents. Her bravado 
can easily be mistaken for flippancy. Faithful companion of 
Dramnard, she fights by his side and shares his goals. Raised 
by dwarves far from her own kind, the fate of Dramnard’s 
people deeply concerns her. Despite the sense of understanding 
and complicity that binds them, Dramnard sometimes finds her 
exasperating. She has also fought alongside Theobald and sees 
humans as valuable allies. If Dramnard were ever to be in need, 
Drizoney would be the first to rush to his aid. 

 
Resources 
Drizoney is always by Dramnard’s side and can count on his 
support and advice. Considered inseparable, both characters 
often speak as one and Drizoney enjoys the same respect 
among the dwarven folk as the heir to Gordof would. Should 
she be faced with a difficult or unfamiliar situation, Drizoney 
may well end up having to rely on her own resources though. 
Her young age notwithstanding, she remains a very powerful 
dragon. Her very nature means that her presence alone can 
easily impress potential allies and win them over to her cause.  

 
Special traits 
In this scenario, Drizoney is still relatively young and therefore 
cannot call on all the powers that have made her glory and 
reputation. She is linked to Dramnard by a special bond. 
Indeed, on the day Dramnard’s mother’s pregnancy was 
announced, a dragon’s egg was found in the caves surrounding 
Murdighar. Drizoney was also born on the same day as 
Dramnard and this coincidence was taken by the rulers of the 
dwarven citadel as a sign from the gods. Raised together, the 
pair has remained inseparable ever since. 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lifeline 
1351 : Dramnard plays his part in hunting down the black orcs 
when they appear at the gates of Murdighar. Worried by their 
presence, he convinces his father, Gordof, to warn the humans in 
Raijuvak. Riding towards the summer capital on his bronze 
dragon, he learns that the black orcs have also been spotted there. 
While he is off harrying them as far as the realm of silence, 
Grymouch will probably be murdered. On his return, he will take it 
upon himself to avenge Grymouch’s death and uncover those who 
committed it. To what lengths will this new hunt lead him? 

Presentation 
Dramnard is a character journeying through the Cycle. A 
dwarven warrior and a faithful companion of Theobald, 
Dramnard is considered a god by his people. Never to be found 
without his bronze dragon, the dwarf Dramnard has always 
taken pitch on the same battlefields as the god of reconciliation. 
Within the context of this scenario, he is a son to Gordof and 
heir to the dwarven throne. Dramnard crystallises the hope of 
his people, that of reconquering its past glory from under the 
cold embrace of black orcish steel. He aspires to a happy and 
peaceful future for his people and sees no other way of 
achieving this goal than by casting the dwarven lot in with that 
of humankind. He firmly believes in this alliance as an answer 
to the orcish might. 

 
Character and motivation 
Dramnard is the legitimate heir to Gordof on the throne of 
Murdighar and he takes great pride in belonging to the dwarven 
folk. Instilled from childhood with a sense of duty and 
commitment to the role he will come to fulfill at the death of 
his father, Dramnard has many talents and always displays the 
same tenacious persistence in any endeavour he takes on. He 
carries an undying hatred for the orcs, whom he holds 
responsible for the annihilation of his people. From a young 
age, he has learnt to hunt them down. Even though he isn’t 
invested with the powers of a god during this scenario, he does 
however feel that he has been singled out for an extraordinary 
destiny. Determined and highly intelligent, he has one 
overriding concern: the future of his people. He despises the 
established powers in Carcandas, but respects the men from the 
summer capital for the courage they display against the white 
orc legions of Dragün. 

 
Resources 
As heir to the throne of Murdighar, Dramnard has the trust and 
support of the dwarven people, but also of the men of Raijuvak, 
who see him as a powerful ally. He will certainly find a way to 
make his voice heard by the Council of that city. Dramnard is 
always accompanied by Drizoney, his inseparable steed. 
Despite her young age, this bronze dragon is nonetheless a 
potent ally, a faithful companion that will always be at his side. 
If Grymouch were to be murdered, Dramnard would seek to 
uncover the real perpetrators, even if it meant pursuing this task 
alone and unable to trust anyone around him. 

 
Special traits 
For the longest time, Gordof believed that he would not be 
blessed with an heir of his own blood. Sadly, that was his fate 
in reality. However, in the context of the space-time distortion, 
Dramnard’s existence took body as his long expected legitimate 
son. Incidentally, Dramnard is the only character of the cycle 
who has an essence as such. Drizoney and Dramnard are bound 
together by a very specific link. Indeed, on the day his mother’s 
pregnancy was announced, a dragon’s egg was found in the 
caves surrounding Murdighar, and it hatched on the same day 
that Dramnard was born. This was seen as a sign from the gods, 
and as a result the dwarf and the dragon were raised together. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lifeline 
1293 : birth in Raijuvak under the name of Ariadne Athnar. Her family 
takes part in the defence of Raijuvak, but has no special link to the 
dragon hunters. Nothing seems to mark her out for an exceptional 
destiny. 
 
1312 : fights and slays white orcs for the first time. 
 
1314 : as an adolescent, Ariadne joins in the defence of Raijuvak. She 
is one of the youngest of the city’s defenders. 
 
1317 : strikes bonds of friendship with many dragon hunters of her 
age. But doesn’t accompany them for the summer hunt. 
 
1319 : falls in love with Athnar BaneHeart. Accepts to join her life to 
his despite the opposition of the head of the dragon hunters’ clan, 
Athnar’s father Gorand BaneHeart. 
 
1320 : birth of her eldest son : Asakar BaneHeart. Many pregnancies 
follow. 
 
1328 : death of Gorand BaneHeart. Ariadne takes his seat on the city’s 
council. 
 
1337 : birth of her last child. Represents the soul of the family and 
wields considerable influence within the city’s council. For a long time 
now, she is held to be the real heroine of the clan, a much more 
charismatic figure than her husband. 
 
1350 : at the end of the autumn season, as the hunters prepare to head 
back to Raijuvak, Ariadne mysteriously disappears. She falls into the 
claws of the white dragons, who wish to make her a white dragonrider. 
Ariadne willingly submits to the dragons as they argue over her fate. 
An ordeal is imposed to test her, which she successfully passes. 
 
1351 : now a white dragonrider, she defends the white dragons against 
the incursions of the Raijuvak dragon hunters. The humans and half-
orcs who set eyes upon her are filled with awe. Rumours of a 
mysterious knight abound. It may be that she meets Theobald in the 
name of the white dragons 

Presentation 
Legendary heroine and scion of the renowned Baneheart 
bloodline, Ariadne led her troops as well as her own family, 
both in the struggle against the white orcs and in the dragon 
hunts. But no more. She is missing since last autumn and has 
been declared dead. The seat she held on the Raijuvak council is 
now filled by her eldest son. But what the humans are about to 
discover is that the erstwhile white dragon hunter has now 
joined the winged creatures. As a dragonrider, a soulless puppet 
fighting by her masters’ side, Ariadne is fulfilling her destiny. 
 

Character and motivation 
Wife of Athnar, a position from which she derives her 
legitimacy as leader of the BaneHeart clan, Ariadne is a warrior 
whose high deeds echo throughout the lands of exile. Legend 
has it that she continued fighting the white orcs during each of 
her eighteen pregnancies, stopping only to give birth. More than 
just a matriarchal figure for the clan, Ariadne has always been 
the true soul of the dragon hunters, their real source of 
inspiration. Throughout her life, she has shown an unconditional 
love for her husband and family, and this even on the white 
dragons’ day of judgement. It is driven by that same love for 
them that Ariadne willingly surrendered herself to the dragons, 
so as to give life to the old legend, that in which the BaneHeart 
no longer smote the white dragons down but fought by their 
side. Under the white dragons’ thrall, Ariadne has given up all 
consciousness of herself. 
 

Resources 
As a dragonrider, Ariadne has the privilege of assisting a 
powerful dragon, whose faithful rider she is. Moreover, she now 
leads the white dragons in their struggle against the hunters of 
Raijuvak. A formidable foe, made even stronger by her 
newfound status as a dragonrider, her weapon is pledged to 
defending her masters. Leading the dragons into battle, she can 
count on their unfailing support in case of need. In addition, she 
still has the use of the weapons and armour she carried over 
from her past as a dragon hunter. 
 

Special traits 
As a white dragonrider, Ariadne has acquired new skills, and 
valuables ones at that. Immune to the breath of white dragons, 
as well as to some elements including cold, she also has a 
mental link to those she now represents. Obviously, she masters 
the art of riding these creatures perfectly. Her appearance is 
unchanged from her previous life, except for the expression of 
her eyes, which are now cold and unchanging, of a pale grey, 
almost white, hue. She still retains the memory of her life past, 
hidden somewhere deep in the recesses of her consciousness, 
but by now those old values have no meaning for her. Her 
personality has also been heavily altered and she remains 
largely indifferent to the world around her. She still carries her 
superb suit of arnour made of noyrme and dragon’s scales, and 
her longsword will prove as deadly as ever for those who 
would now stand in her way. 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lifeline 
1291 : birth in Raijuvak. Eldest son of the revered BaneHeart family. 
 
1316 : raised as a warrior, already starts playing a role in the defence  
of the capital. A brilliant future seemingly lies ahead of him. 
 
1319 : falls in love with Ariadne. Athnar joins his fate to hers despite 
his father’s disapproval. 
 
1320 : father for the first time. 
 
1325 : ascends to a seat on the council of Raijuvak after the death of 
his uncle. 
 
1328 : Athnar’s father, Gorand BaneHeart, dies without having made 
peace with his son. Ariadne takes his place on the council. 
 
1329 : receives his weapons and armour: crowned champion. 
 
1337 : birth of his youngest son. 
 
1350 : at the end of the autumn, during the hunting days, Ariadne 
disappears. Athnar vainly tries to find her. Their eldest son takes her 
place on the council. Athnar never truly recovers from this. 
 
1351 : takes part in the defence of Raijuvak with the other hunters. 
Springtime come, leaves for the white dragon hunt. A momentous 
surprise awaits him there, as well as difficult choices. 

Presentation 
Heir to a line of ancestry that reaches back well beyond the 
memory of man, Athnar BaneHeart is the leader of the white 
dragon hunters, the one towards whom all will turn in times of 
need. Sitting on the council of Raijuvak, alongside his eldest son 
Asakar, he takes part in the defence of the summer capital. Still 
faithful to the woman around whom he has anchored his life, 
Athnar has been afflicted by a terrible sense of solitude ever 
since her disappearance. 
 

Character and motivation 
Athnar was brought up in the spirit of his clan, that of the 
BaneHeart, whose legends are many and handed down from 
generation to generation. Married to Ariadne, in spite of a father 
who never forgave him this act of exogamy, Athnar has always 
hid behind his beloved, the true leader of the clan of dragon 
hunters. But today, with Ariadne gone, it falls on him alone to 
lead his warriors. Athnar dispatches with this duty, but his heart 
is not in it anymore. To those who have long known him, Athnar 
is a changed man. Walled within a boundless sense of sadness 
and loss, he seems to regret that he did not find death with the 
one who gave meaning to his life, Ariadne. Nevertheless, he 
remains a staunch custodian of the traditions and legends of his 
clan, a member of the old guard that watches over Raijuvak. 
 

Ressources 
As a member of the council of Raijuvak, Athnar wields influence 
over its decisions. And despite the fact that he doesn’t command 
the same personal reverence as Ariadne did, he can easily 
summon many warriors at very short call. As patriarch of the 
BaneHeart family, he can count on the absolute loyalty and 
esteem of over a thousand men, fifty or so of whom ride 
dragonites. Athnar himself personally owns such a steed. 
Although Ariadne’s reputation outstrips his own, Athnar is 
nonetheless known throughout the lands of exile. Moreover, he 
also enjoys a special relationship with the shamanic caste, to 
which he is linked through a tacit bond of mutual support. 
 

Special traits 
Athnar is a fearsome warrior who prefers battle at high altitude, 
which showcases his skill at riding his dragonite. He has an 
excellent suit of armour and shield, all hewn from the scales of 
a white dragon and welded with noyrme. His helmet has been 
crafted out of the skull of a young white dragon. Such 
equipment gives him special protection against dragon breath 
as well as cold, whether natural or of the magical kind used by 
Dragün. He also wields a legendary sword, whose long blade of 
steel, noyrme and ice would seemingly have been joined 
through the breath of a dragonite, and whose handle would 
have been cut out of a dragon’s bone, making it exceptionally 
light. This equipment is the product of the hard labour 
contributed by the blacksmiths of Raijuvak. Nostalgia and 
sadness borne out of the loss of Ariadne are the key elements to 
understanding Athnar’s personality. To be with her, he went 
against the tradition of his clan and had to sacrifice much. 
However, it is this sacrifice, made for the sake of one brave 
woman who took the head of the clan before embracing a tragic 
fate yet unknown to Athnar, which might still enable the white 
dragon hunters and their patriarch to rediscover their true 
nature, that of the lost history of men. 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
History 
0 : it is said that the BaneHeart wander the lands of exile, the family 
torn apart. 
 
310 : some BaneHearts would have settled in Bedorah and Raijuvak. 
 
547 : the BaneHearts are in Raijuvak and take part in defending the 
city against the white orcs. The first dragon hunts take place. 
 
700 : dragon hunting is now a yearly activity. 
 
1305 : shamans join in the defence of Raijuvak. 
 
1315 : for the first time, the shamans transform dragons’ eggs into  
dragonites. 
 
1319 : Athnar weds Ariadne against the will of Gorand BaneHeart. 
Father and son are no longer on speaking terms. 
 
1325 : Athnar enters the Raijuvak council alongside his father. 
 
1328 : death of Gorand BaneHeart and end of the tensions within the 
clan. Ariadne enters the Raijuvak council. The clan turns towards her. 
 
1350 : at the end of autumn, Ariadne disappears whilst taking part in 
the white dragon hunt. She is declared dead by the defenders of the 
summer capital. One of her sons, Asakar BaneHeart takes her place on 
the council. 
 
1351 : defend the summer capital against the white orcs during the 
winter season. The loss of their leader, Ariadne, is cruelly felt by the 
defending force. Springtime come, the hunters head once again 
towards the crest of the world. And as some hunters disappear without 
trace in the mountains, rumour spreads about a mysterious knight 
riding a white dragon. 

Presentation 
Legendary defenders of Raijuvak, the white dragon hunters take 
their name from their summertime activity: the hunt for white 
dragons and the capture of their eggs. These are later 
transformed into dragonites by the shamans. Long ago, in an 
immemorial time past when the clan was still nomadic, the 
BaneHeart rode the dragons instead of fighting them. But those 
days are long gone and lost, forgotten by all. The dragon hunters 
constitute a force of over seven hundred men complemented by 
fifty or so dragonites. 
 

Social structure and power 
The dragon hunters are first and foremost a clan, bound by ties of 
blood, the blood of the BaneHeart. Their contribution to the 
safety of Raijuvak is of such importance that the council has 
granted them two seats. These two council members form the 
very heart of the clan. Until most recently, Ariadne and Athnar 
held this position, though in reality Ariadne was the clan’s true 
voice. Unfortunately, she disappeared last year, left for dead and 
replaced by her eldest son. The dragon hunters are closely linked 
to the blacksmiths and the shamanic caste. 
 

Membership and recruitment 
Recruitment is done primarily on the basis of lineage. First come 
the children of Ariadne and Athnar BaneHeart. Then all of the 
nephews and distant relations of this large clan which has lived 
on the lands of exile for as far back as the memory of man can 
recall. Beyond this large and prestigious clan, many are those 
who dream of a life of adventure and glory spent tracking white 
dragons, riding on the back of clan BaneHeart’s dragonites. 
These outsiders are welcomed within the group, but their dreams 
of glory may well never come to pass: stable boys to take care of 
the dragonites, lancers to assist the real hunters or else mere 
kitchen hands and camp builders… Only a select few will get to 
walk the path they dreamed of, and often only through a 
fortuitous marriage into the clan. 
 

Activities 
The group led by clan BaneHeart can boast of the proud service 
it renders Raijuvak during the winter season. And its role in 
repelling the onslaughts of Dragün and his horde of white orcs is 
no slight one. Riding their dragonites and clad in armour, the 
hunters are proud warriors. During the warm season, the dragon 
hunters move towards the high mountain range to the east of 
Raijuvak, the crest of the world. There they hunt the white 
dragon to steal their eggs and offer them to the shamans, that 
they may be transformed into dragonites, faithful slaves to their 
masters. They rarely venture beyond the feet of the mountains 
however. The hunters are assisted by shamans during these 
expeditions. In addition, the bodies of the vanquished white 
dragons are put to many uses. Their scales make excellent 
armour and shields once welded in the dwarven forges. As for 
the bones, they provide building material for city defences. Their 
flesh, salted for preservation, ensures the hunters’ survival during 
the winter season. The hunters play a crucial part in the defence 
of the city, but always in close link with other groups: the 
shamans and blacksmiths, amongst others. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
   

 
Character : Asakar BaneHeart 
Eldest son of Ariadne and Athnar, Asakar was the one chosen to 
take over from his mother after her disappearance. Newly 
introduced into the council of the winter capital, Asakar is not as 
yet fully proven there. Though he is loyal to clan BaneHeart, 
Asakar is nevertheless very close to the shamanic caste. From 
their company, he has acquired a veneer of arrogance. A great 
warrior riding his own dragonite, Asakar considers himself to be 
the natural successor to his mother’s position and has been 
preparing to become a council member for years. 

 
    

 
 
 

Character : Aramard BaneHeart 
One of the younger BaneHearts sons, Aramard is the very 
likeness of his parents. Even though he is still young, he 
commands part of the hunters since the disappearance of his 
mother. Despite their contribution to the defence of the city and 
especially to the dragon hunts, he is as wary of the shamans as his 
mother was. Very close to his parents, Aramard did not bear the 
loss of Ariadne well. Aramard never sought to hold a position of 
power and stays as far away as possible from the politics of the 
northern capital council. 
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Preparations for departure are underway in 
Raijuvak 
The tide of refugees coming from the south grows bigger each day. To 
provide shelter for the civilian population, the warriors free up lodgings, 
which don’t bear much resemblance to barracks anymore. Knights of 
the order of Theobald move south, the soldiers of the army of Caennyas 
return to their city of detachment. Events have transformed the capital, 
which takes an entirely different complexion. The groups leaving for the 
summer are busy in preparation for their migrations. Young rangers 
have set up camp outside the city, waiting for their marching orders. 
Likewise for the dragon hunters. The city, caught between those 
arriving and those leaving, is effervescent with activity, 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

Many defenders of Raijuvak return home 
The great departure takes place, ushering in a time of renewal for the 
city. The warriors evacuate Raijuvak. The knights of the order of 
Theobald go back and forth between Caennyas and the summer capital, 
escorting merchant and refugee convoys. The older rangers have 
trickled out of the city, most of them on their own. The army of the 
white dragon hunters has assembled and marched off. Groups of 
younger rangers leave for the mountains beyond the cursed lake, in 
search of grey orcs. A number of barbarians go with them. The 
uniforms of the army of Caennyas can no longer be seen on the streets 
of Raijuvak. All those whose families are settled in the south go to join 
them. Everyone tends to his own affairs. Only the warriors who have 
taken their families in remain in the city. 

 
 
 

 
 
 

The white dragon hunters leave Raijuvak  
Asakar has taken his mother’s place and it is the first time he leads the full 
troops in a hunt. In spite of this, the white dragon hunters remain as united as 
ever. An army as black as the noyrme of its weaponry, and white as the 
dragon scale armour that half of its warriors bear. Final preparations are 
complete and the troops break camp. Close to a thousand men, all in 
marching order, carrying halberd and spear. A flight of sixty or so dragonites 
has formed overhead, rode by the most powerful among these warriors. The 
army is set for the crest of the world. Ariadne is missed by all and this, the 
first hunt taking place without her in a generation, is dedicated to her 
memory. 
 



 

 
 
 

 

 
 

The dragon hunters strike camp 
Three closely linked plateaus. The BaneHeart know this region 
well and have set up their rear camp here for years. The troops 
followed three separate routes which took them through the 
mountain pass they now overlook. Already tents are being 
drawn up. Groups of archers are slightly higher up, positioned 
in caves that have been adjusted for their use. The dragonites 
patrol above the encampment. The white dragon hunters are 
back in their summer settings. Strong winds blow on the camp 
and the temperature is reminiscent of the storms of Dragün, bar 
the white orcs. It will take a full week for the men under the 
BaneHearts’ command to set up camp. But activity is reaching 
fever pitch, the hunt is open. 
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The dragon hunters start scouting 
By now, the camp is nearly fully established. The shamans 
accompanying the hunters have raised a storm covering a 
radius of one kilometre around the camp, shielding it from the 
attentions of the dragons. Empty caves can be seen all around 
the three plateaus where the hunters have set up. Remnants of 
old dragon lairs, whose inhabitants the hunters killed long ago. 
The number of dragonites overhead has fallen drastically: the 
hunters are out scouting. In small groups of three or four on 
their steed, they explore the surrounding region, not daring to 
stray too far from camp at first. They are looking for dragon 
lairs. Flying at low altitude, they seek out the inhabited caves 
that form their preys’ usual refuge. They do not want to fight 
them. Not yet anyway. Once a cave has been found, the troops 
will set out. 

 
 
 

 
Dramnard heads north, in pursuit of orcs 
Riding his faithful steed, Dramnard plans to harass the black 
orcs, even though he knows he has much land to cover in order 
to catch up. Flying at full speed towards the lands of silence, 
Dramnard rapidly notices that this vast territory has drawn back 
towards the ice palace. No trace can be seen of white orc 
storms nor of those pursuing the black orcs. Dramnard 
hesitates. Should he head towards the ice palace? If the 
rumours that abound on that accursed place are true, he has no 
hope of achieving anything there alone. Then, an idea comes to 
him. « If the black orcs appeared at different locations across 
the lands of exile, maybe the dragon hunters will have 
encountered them on the crest of the world? » Before heading 
back to Raijuvak, Dramnard thus decides to make for the 
mountains. 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 

Dragon hunters discover a lair 
The hunters remain mounted. From the safety of a mountain hideout, 
they stake out the grotto they have discovered. One hunter gestures 
upwards, pointing to the sky. « It’s the male! ». A white dragon, whose 
size doesn’t exceed four metres, is swooping around the mountain 
before heading towards the grotto, under the keen eyes of the hunters. 
« The female must be inside protecting the eggs ». Looking down 
towards the gorge that leads to this location, the men assess strategic 
emplacements. « Our troops could move through here. We would need 
to station archers over there ». The hunters fly over the region one last 
time before leaving. No sign of any other dragons. « Let’s go and warn 
Athnar. We have what we came for ». 

 
 
 

 

 
 

 

Ariadne makes her first appearance 
Hunters are flying over the mountains at low altitude. Ariadne has 
spotted them for a while now and is relentlessly stalking them. Her 
steed knows the region much better than the hunters do, which allows 
her to operate undetected. The hunters finally land and the dragonrider 
chooses this moment to attack. Flying around a mountain on the 
hunters’ path home, Ariadne blindsides them. At the sight of the huge 
dragon that she rides, the hunters are panic-stricken and one of them is 
struck down before he even has time to take off. Following the two 
others, she catches up with a first and beheads him with a single strike 
of her sword. Reaching the second, her dragon brings him down, 
spiraling groundward. A few metres from the icy surface, the dragon 
breaks fall and heads skyward again, leaving the hunter and his mount 
blown apart on impact. 

 
 
 

 
 

 

A group of hunters is missing 
Athnar displays his satisfaction, but must also hide his concern. A group 
of hunters has returned to inform him of the location of a lair they can 
strike at. The hunt will be able to start in earnest at last. However, 
another group is missing. What could have happened to them? Have 
they simply been delayed? Were they attacked by dragons? « Not much 
chance of that. Not those men. They know at what altitude to fly. » 
From inside his tent, he can hear the wind blowing over the camp. 
Asakar interrupts his musings, bringing the outside cold in with him. 
« Father, the men are ready to leave. » Taking the helmet in front of 
him, Athnar puts it on as he strides out. « We can’t leave them waiting 
then, can we? » 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Dramnard makes a strange encounter 
Interrupting her flight, Drizoney is the first to catch sight of the strange 
figure. « Over there! ». Dramnard needs a few moments before he too 
can discern what his steed has located from afar. A huge white dragon, 
over ten metres in length, is flying above the mountains. A strange 
figure clad in white armour is on its back. Even Drizoney is no match 
for such an opponent. « Let’s give this one a miss, eh? ». Dramnard 
agrees with his bronze dragon’s sense of caution. « Don’t worry, 
Drizoney, we’ll leave this dragon alone. But I wonder what it is doing at 
such low altitude. » The dwarf therefore decides to give the white 
dragon a wide berth, while continuing to look for the dragon hunters’ 
encampment. 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 

Chasing the white dragon 
Athnar stands beside the scouts who located the lair. From 
there, he looks over his troops waiting in position. Taking 
advantage of the rare times the dragons leave lair, the 
BaneHearts’ men have been able to deploy unhindered. The 
archers are spread out so as to support the attack of the 
dragonite riding hunters. A few men with halberds are also 
there to surround the dragons in case they should come down to 
ground. Elite warriors have climbed up to the very threshold of 
the lair, ready to enter it at any time. All of a sudden, the strong 
winds abate. The shamans have signaled the beginning of the 
attack. Athnar flies towards the cave, followed by twenty or so 
hunters who join his flight. 

 
 
 

 
 

Selected moments from a hunt 
The young white dragon leaves his lair as soon as he notices the 
dragonites. Looking around, he senses he has been surrounded 
by the enemy. Over twenty dragonites are eyeing him, yet do 
not attack. Deciding to engage first, he strikes at one of the 
intruders. He cannot see the men behind him entering his lair at 
that very same moment. His opponent breaks off and the young 
dragon pursues him. Only then does he see the many archers 
towards whom he has been drawn. The absence of wind allows 
them to riddle him with arrows. As the white dragon flies 
towards them to retaliate with his icy breath, he sees them take 
up huge white shields for protection. Already another group of 
archers showers him with arrows and the dragonites start their 
aerial assault. The white dragon has no other option but to flee. 

 
 
 

 
 

An egg is found 
The hunters enter the dragon’s lair as soon as the male has left. 
The cave doesn’t seem to be very deep and the warriors draw 
their shields. Following the walls of the cave, they reach their 
objective: the female keeping her eggs. She meets them with a 
blast of her cold breath, which the hunters are able to deflect. 
The twenty or so men in the cave attack the dragon, taking 
advantage of the confined space. The young female is smaller 
and weaker than the male, but she fights till death, as the 
BaneHeart know only too well. The battle is over in a matter of 
minutes. The dragon’s body lies on the ground, revealing the 
presence of an egg, object of the hunters’ quest. 

 
 
 

 
 
 

Like a mirage 
Athnar can see his men as they appear at the mouth of the white 
dragons’ lair, safe, sound and triumphant. Swooping down over 
his troops, he signals that time has come to leave. All that is left 
to do is to haul down the dragon’s carcass and the eggs that 
were retrieved. The archers abandon position as the warriors 
start transporting their precious prize out of the cave. The 
troops reassemble in the gorge, the dragonites still keeping 
watch over the surrounding mountains. It is then that the 
hunters come across a frightful sight. Not far off, perched on a 
mountain ridge, stands a huge white dragon, a full ten metres in 
length. On its back it seems to be carrying a human figure. At 
such a distance, none of the hunters are able to distinguish that 
figure clearly, except Athnar. « Ariadne! ». But already the 
dragon has taken off and is moving away from them. 

 

 
 
 

Dramnard reaches the hunters’ camp  
At last the son of the last dwarven king reaches the hunters’ encampment, 
letting the heavy storm surrounding it guide him. His arrival sets off 
battle stations in the camp, but the hunters soon realise that this is no 
white dragon. Dramnard and Drizoney land on one of the plateaus the 
hunters have settled on and wait for the hunters to come to them. As he is 
waiting, Dramnard observes the surroundings. « Judging by the look of 
things, they must be BaneHearts. There are fewer men here than I 
expected. Part of the camp seems empty. » Finally, the first hunters reach 
him. « Well met. I am Dramnard, envoy of the dwarven folk and I bring 
grave news. I seek to speak with Athnar. » The warrior standing in front 
of him bears a dragonscale armour. « Welcome to our camp. I am 
Aramard BaneHeart. My father is out leading the hunt, but he should 
return soon. Do you wish to wait for him?». 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Athnar’s decisions 
Asakar and the dwarven envoy stand in front of him, in the comfort of his 
tent. Dramnard has just finished recounting the black orcs forays into 
Raijuvak and Murdighar. Athnar seemed attentive, but his mind was 
distracted, always drifting towards Ariadne. « As you can see for 
yourself, there is no trace of black orcs in these parts. It does worry me, 
though. Asakar, have a third of our troops ready to leave! They are to 
return to Raijuvak with the carcass and the egg ». Anticipating his son’s 
reaction, Athnar closes the discussion. « For all intents and purposes, this 
year’s hunt has been compromised anyway. If ancient dragons get 
involved, we are no match for them. Please leave me now ». His 
decisions are hurried, so that he may immerse himself in his solitary 
wonderings again. Alone with himself, Athnar returns endlessly to his 
one obsession. « Ariadne, was that you or just a figment of my mind? ». 

 
 
 

 

Hunters return to Raijuvak 
Aramard is boiling with contained fury. « Why this premature return to 
Raijuvak? Why must we interrupt the hunt? And most of all, why must it 
be me that goes back there? My place as a BaneHeart is here, in these 
mountains! ». His troops make halt, the crest of the world already far 
behind them. Over three hundred men are under his direct command. The 
wagon transporting the dragon’s carcass and the egg is slowing their 
progress down considerably. « Another few days and we will be in 
Raijuvak… And what will we be doing there? The orcs will be long gone 
anyway ». Overhead, a bronze dragon flies, still drawing incredulous 
stares from the hunters, even though it has been with them throughout the 
whole journey. Observing the beast and its rider as they head towards the 
summer capital, Aramard ponders his misfortune. « What has happened 
to my father? I should be by his side! ». 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

A night-time disappearance 
Something broke inside Athnar last year when Ariadne disappeared. The 
pain he thought he had buried deep within him suddenly gushed forth 
again with the sight of that strange figure observing them. Athnar is a 
changed man. The difference might be subtle, and he certainly tries to 
hide his inner conflict from his men, but those close to him should notice 
it. Afflicted, his gaze seemingly lost in the horizon, the hunters’ leader is 
now hesitant and unwilling to give his men their marching orders. The 
sighting of that huge dragon has left them all dispirited and edgy, but not 
so Athnar. « Ariadne… ». His only thought, his only hope. Waiting for a 
calm night, the patriarch of the BaneHeart clan takes his dragonite and 
discreetly slips out of the camp, carrying enough food with him to last for 
a number of weeks. « Ariadne, I will find you! ». 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Pandemonium among the dragon hunters 
The whole camp is in disarray, disorder now prevailing 
throughout it. Asakar is woken from his sleep by the noise 
coming from outside his tent. As he goes out to join his men, he 
notes that dawn has not yet broken but that pandemonium 
seems to have broken loose in the camp. « What is going on 
here? ». The man he has called out to answers him with eyes 
downcast. « Athnar can’t be found ». Asakar remains 
incredulous for an instant, but when he enters his father’s tent, 
noticing that weapons and armour have gone, he has to face the 
hard facts. Rallying all the men around him, he restores order. 
No one has seen the dragon hunters’ leader since the previous 
evening. Sending dragonites out to search for him, Asakar 
waits impatiently for their return, wondering all the time what 
may have become of his father. 

 
 
 

 

An auspicious sign of impotence 
Aramard struggles to remain civil and composed when Althar 
comes to greet him at the gates of the city. « Dragon flesh for 
all these brave warriors tonight! ». Althar tries to cheer him up 
as best he can. « So good to see you again! If you’re back for 
the black orcs, they must all have been killed off in the storms 
of the realm of silence. ». Aramard could see this coming, 
indeed. Having given orders to strike camp, he then heads for 
the council chamber to be briefed on the latest decisions taken. 
The hunters waste no time. They establish their camp and carve 
up the dragon’s body, taking its scales to the forges. However, 
they are in for a surprise. When they bring their hard-fought 
trophy to the shamans, it is not transformed into dragonites. 
The egg is just left to sit in their sanctuary, a symbol of their 
impotence. 

 
 
 
 

 
 

The BaneHeart abandon the hunt 
Asakar tries to remain calm; he must lead by example after all. 
The scouts he sent out return without any news of his father. 
The mantle of command does not rest easy on Asakar’s 
shoulders. It is towards him that the men now turn. An envoy 
from Raijuvak has just left him and is waiting for an answer. 
Bedorah has been liberated from the ices and the summer 
capital’s council is recalling all available troops to take back 
the ancient city and push the front against the white orcs. « To 
lead is to take decisions and live with the consequences of these 
decisions, isn’t that right father? ». Walking up to the Raijuvak 
envoy, he lets him know of his decision. « The hunt is over. We  
return to the summer capital ». 

 
 
 

 
 

A senseless quest 
Athnar knows these mountains better than any of his men. 
Hidden in a cave, he observes the comings and goings of the 
hunters out looking for him. Thus, Athnar prefers to wait for 
nightfall before heading deeper into the mountains, in search of 
that one illusory vision of Ariadne. In the solitude of his quest, 
he finds an outlet to the feeling that has taken possession of his 
heart ever since his companion disappeared. It gives substance 
to the black hole that has become his life. « I will find you 
Ariadne. Even if I have to lose my sanity ». His quest is indeed 
senseless, and Athnar knows it well. How can he find that 
dragon without risking his life, without climbing to ever greater 
heights? Soon the hunters will give up looking for him and 
there will be no way back. Alone with himself, his flirt with 
madness can begin. 
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What exactly happened in Raijuvak? What are the shamans trying to hide? And how come Bedorah was released from the ices 
precisely now? What of the black orcs? What could those demons be seeking in the northern capital? And what about the south? 
What is happening in Caennyas and Carcandas? What other schemes are unfolding on the Lands of Exile? Discover it all in 
Avalanche... 
 
 
 
 
 
Where will Athnar's insane quest lead him? How will Aramard react to his father's disappearance? And where will Asakar's 
allegiance stand, caught between his own ambitions and his loyalty to his family? Will the BaneHearts' legacy survive the coming 
turmoil? Continue this adventure in the next instalment of the cycle, Summer. 

 

www.cycles-rpg.com 
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Thanks again for reading this. Avalanche took a lot of hard work to design and write, and I won't even get started on the illustrations 
and setting up the website, but it was a great ride and I hope you had as much fun discovering Avalanche as we had devising it. 
Avalanche moreover is a long-term project. We intend to set a new standard in campaign development. Its first release will probably 
still be far off from the final vision we have for it. Because Avalanche will need you. It will need to be played, it will need your 
vision. As long as it hasn't been set on YOUR table for YOUR players, Avalanche can never be complete! 
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This material was originally posted on The Forge under the topic-title Avalanche – with unprepared players. Those 

taking part in this test session weren’t aware that they were playing a multi-plot scenario, they usually played linear scenarios 
where most of the adventure is already predefined. I didn’t brief them either, so it was something of a new experience for 
them.  

This excerpt should provide you with some insights into using Avalanche when it matters most: when you are playing. 
 
Background: 
I have been living overseas for years now, and when I return home I usually meet up with a couple of friends and take a 

casual part in their campaigns. As it happened, they had just finished one so they offered to have me run a game for two 
sessions. 

I knew all of the players but hadn’t played much with most of them in the past. They were five in all, gaming together for 
years, so a strong group dynamic was already in place. It was my first time DMing for them. We played face-to-face around a 
table. The first session lasted 5 hours. 

 
Adapting the story, my choices: 
Avalanche’s story is something of a slow-burner, so I chose to fast-forward the action to a critical moment and put my 

players right in the middle of things for two sessions. I had prepared a two week calendar of events. 
 
Context: I started my players off in the southern part of the Lands of Exile. Two days walk to the east, an insurrection has 

broken out and the capital city is in flames. It has been cut off from the outside (the nearest major city lies 150 km to the 
north) and ordinary lines of communication and supply have broken down within. The compound from which the ruling elite 
governed the kingdom has sealed itself off. Moreover, a powerful and newly reborn necromancer is roaming the streets 
around the ruling compound and an unknown force is raising an army of undead from the location of a tower 40 km to the 
west of the city.   

 
Course of events: This script covers a week of events. 
Beginning of the week:  
- The civilian population flees the capital by the thousand. Waves of refugees pour out to the north, the east and the west. 
- Knights try to help organise the evacuation of civilians. 
- An unnatural storm-front forms over the capital. Torrential rains fall, further hindering those fleeing the city. 
- Undead creatures, very weak at first, start to rise in the ruins of the city. 
- The violence spreads outside. In the chaos, old scores are settled and the downtrodden exact revenge on their former 

masters. 
 
Mid-week: 
- Dark forces are at play. Forests are no longer safe and wolves are at the gates of humankind’s cities. 
- The undead, still weak, seek refuge in dark and secluded places. They begin to assemble, as if following an invisible 

call. 
- Word of the events in the capital city has spread throughout the land. Armies are mustered. 
- The unknown group holed up in the ruling compound destroys anything seeking to enter, especially wandering undead. 
- The necromancer also opposes all other groups. Those sent into his part of the city disappear and are raised as undead. 
- Numerous skirmishes take place between the rebels and the military. The rebels lose most of them. 
- An organised and unaligned group of thieves starts to suspect the presence of an evil force within the confines of the 

city. 
- An elite military guard seeks for several nights to break down the defences of the ruling compound. In vain. 

 
End of the week: 
- The storm-front now covers the entire city.  Its clouds stretch westwards. Day seems virtually indistinguishable from 

night. 
- The leaders of the military forces loyal to the old regime offer a general truce, hoping to recover the ruling compound.  
- The first refugees reach the capital of the northern lands. 
 
To prepare these sessions, I re-read the information relevant to 10 or so main characters and organisations that the players 

might encounter and I brushed up on all the locations surrounding the capital (I didn’t read up on the white dragons for 
example, since they were too far removed from the present events to plausibly play any role, no matter what my players 
elected to do in the space of those two sessions). I didn’t create any specific secondary characters. In all, preparation time 
must have taken around an hour and a half. I didn’t expect the players to follow any pre-determined path and made no 
assumptions as to what they might do. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Game:  
I let the players create their characters and set their strengths and specialisations. They settled on « upper mid» level characters, 
using a White Wolf type system with some house rules thrown in. Their characters mostly reflected a benevolent alignment: 
knights, priests, a former blacksmith… There was one cyclical character in the lot.  
 
I tried to use illustrations as often as possible throughout the session, full colour ones (you meet this guy, those people…) and black 
and white ones (this is what is happening). Sometimes I’d even combine both (these guys are doing this). I find illustrations very 
powerful and evocative in rendering the reality of a game.  
 
Beginning of the session: 
Days 1-2: 
The game starts off with the players headed on the main road towards the capital. Soon enough, they meet an oncoming column of 
refugees fleeing eastward. The players having chosen to assist the refugees’ evacuation, I had to develop a number of things: the 
atmosphere of confusion, oppression and strife. We spent something like an hour on three events. They met knights (which I created 
on the spot) who had taken on the same duties. On the first night, I threw in the lynching of a rich family by a mob of other 
refugees.  The players had got a more direct glimpse of the complex reality underlying the events. That was not lost on them. They 
started to question their initial assumptions as to the events surrounding them. They also began to wonder: where will this lead us? 
The refugees need our help but they are lost and directionless… After debating their course of action, they decided to travel towards 
the capital, where they might find some answers and get to the heart of things.  
 
Days 3-4:  
Many more waves of refugees flock by. Signs of battle and desolation become more and more prevalent as they get closer to the 
city. When the party reached its outskirts, they noticed a compact blanket of low, dark clouds hovering over it. By night, they see 
the city burning. I also inform them of the unusually aggressive presence of wolves prowling nearby. Intent as they were on 
reaching the city, they chose to ignore this. Had they opted otherwise and explored the surrounding woods, they might have come 
across weird and fierce creatures, unknown on the Lands of Exile, which might in turn have led them on to a completely different 
strand of the story (with repercussions far north of their current position). Anyway, they followed their own choices, and overall this 
contributed to the whole atmosphere surrounding their adventure. 
 
Day 5: 
They hit the city early in the day, without any fixed destination. I had them come across a skirmish between rebels and soldiers. The 
party sided with the rebels, but soon came to realise that what they had stumbled into was a full-fledged civil war. After the battle, 
the rebels offered them the chance to join their cause, which the players declined. At night, they hid in an abandoned house from 
which they could observe the ruling compound. From there, they saw a group of undead who had wandered too close be annihilated 
by those within.  
 
Day 6: 
The players decide to seek out and destroy undead in the surrounding neighbourhood. During daytime, the living dead were no 
longer roaming the streets but had retreated to whatever dark recesses they could find. So, when my party discovered a nest of them, 
it wasn’t too difficult to improvise the location (a ruined house). At that point, the undead were still weak and no match for the PCs. 
They spent another night observing the ruling compound. At daybreak, I informed them that the storm-front had got noticeably 
thicker.  
 
Day 7:  
The players cross the river, bringing them into the same zone as the necromancer and thieves. I came up with an encounter with a 
group of thieves, which led them to the thieves’ leader. At last, they got to meet a main character!! While I was at it, I had him 
pondering a surprise missive from the military offering a general truce. That way, I opened up a whole new subplot and introduced a 
set of protagonists they had not yet met. The PCs were surprised to see the thieves refuse the offer. I didn’t leave them much time to 
reflect however, as the action suddenly exposed them to a totally different part of the plot (the necromancer). A scouting group had 
sent a desperate call for reinforcement. Apparently, they were under attack from an unknown enemy somewhere near the ruling 
compound… 
End of the session 
 
Analysis and Feedback  
The players seemed to have enjoyed themselves. They found 5 hours too short and we followed up with an 8 hour session. Their 
first questions seemed to suggest that they had been slightly disoriented by the experience. « Hey, what was our story about? ». I 
tried to explain that it was about nothing more or less than what we had just played out. « No, we mean what were we supposed to 
do or achieve? What had you planned? ». I also got many « And what if we had chosen to do this or that…? » type of questions.  
I also think they truly got the impression that they could change the course of events and impact the story. They helped refugees, 
fought off regular military forces, cleaned up a nest of undead… They even told me things like « you didn’t plan to see those guys 
die that early, did you? ». I came to the encouraging conclusion that the players could not tell the difference between what was 
improvised and accidental to their own action and what had been written beforehand and was essential to the wider plot. I was quite 
glad to hear that.  



 


