Rouse the Black Wind
Winter Magnitude 160

Performing the Ritual

Performing this ritual takes at least 10 minutes of roleplaying. During the ritual the casters must be
in a strong Winter regio. This ritual targets an entire empire, and must be performed at a regio in
that empire.

During the performance, the eternal Agramant must be evoked clearly by all contributors using at
least three of its commonly known names.

This ritual is a curse. A target may only be under any number of curses at a time.

Effects

The ritual draws on the power of Amgranat to curse an entire empire (for example, the Empire,
Otkodov, or the Mallum). The target empire is scoured with unpleasant weather, including eerie
howling winds that bring unsettling dreams.

Magicians in the area begin to feel increasingly uncomfortable. In some cases they become
depressed and lethargic, in others short tempered and aggressive. In rare cases, magicians may
become spontaneously subject to the effect of weakness.

All mana sites in the target empire provide only half as many mana crystals as they would
otherwise produce in the coming season. The ritual may also destroy weak regio, and may damage
more powerful regio. It will also have a profound effect on magical creatures causing them to
either become lethargic or dangerously aggressive.

The effect lasts until the start of the next Profound Decisions Empire event.

OOC note

This item is a ritual text.

Any character with the Winter Ritual Lore skill can master this ritual. You must have a free slot or
experience point to master a new ritual. After an appropriate period of roleplaying spent studying
these pages, it should then be brought to a referee who will add the ritual to those you have
mastered. Doing this does not ‘use up’ the ritual text.

This ritual cannot be learned by other means; it cannot be taught by a character who knows it
unless the ritual is added to the body of Imperial Lore by the Conclave.

Ribbon ID: 10857




The Names of Adromont

Adromont is called the Wendido. Adramant is & mask of the Old God of the Red Hands. The
Old God of the Red Hands is & shadow of the howind blackness a+ +he heart of Creation.
Hear him/ Fear him/

He is the Devourer of the Fallen, He isThe Voice of the Pines.

The lcewakers call him Blood-on-the-Snow and there was & +ime when they would

offer blood +0 him a+ the end of winter +0 thank him for those who had survived, +0 dain
his aid in the hunts t0 come (Oh, how he hunts).

The Mystics called him The Dream of Famine ond ke all names, they Knew +his +0 be a
metaphor holdind a deeper truth (for does he not come +0 yOu in your dredms?)

When the Ushka and the VVard met, they shared tales old as their blood of The Walker

of Waste and The Wh isperer. Two desperate peoples, they Knew his voice well for
does he not urde the hundry and +he los+ +0 do whatever must be done +0 survive.

Sometimes he is called Father-of-Monsters. His chidren are monstrous, it is +rue,; but +his
nodme honours his dif+s that re the dreedy into acts of self-debasement and madness +hat
break their imade of themselves, freeind them +0 become literal or fidurative monsters.

The Highborn-from-across-the-ocean call him The Abominable One, and soy that he is the
worst of the eternals. They fear him more +hoan any other, for he teaches +hat al the
roppinds 0f sOnity And exactitude with which they surround themselves are nothind more +hon

a fradile curtdin of tissue-thin moraliity. When he moves, when he laudhs, when he breathes,
the curtain is torn and they are forced 10 see the sKu.

The Dawnish call him the Horned Manticore; they see him as the mask of Hate but he does
not himself Hate. Rather the teaches others 0 see their Hate not as & shameful secret,
not As somethind 40 be foudht or unmade, but as & source of power +0 be +apped, forded,
made O weopon Adainst their foes. Praise him/

The Harvester of Graves they call him in the Marches, and moke oan offerind of water +0
him when his name is spoken. They soy +that 40 spedk his name as & blessing before a mea,
or before +0Kind & drink, is 0 moKe A dreater offerind +0 him of that food, +hat liquid.

He has other names of course, &s mony Qs there are peoples +0 spedK and t0 fear their
own nature. The Clook-o0f-Envy they call him in Nemoria, dnd say +hat he +empts the wedk +0
dive in t0 their desires .. .as if Wendido would waste his time with the weaK/ ki is the

Sstrong who most often deny their own nature and hide it behind an iron mask of civility.
Breaker-o0f-MasKs they call him, for he frees those who chain themselves with propriety.



NVAR SHTAH! NVAR GASHANNA/

As the madicians chant the words, their acolytes play discordant music. Bone flutes carved from the
lond bones of victims tormented +0 the point of death and beyond, the barely audible wais of +heir
tortured spirits drim accomp@niment +0 the sKirind tune. Drums of +o+tooed leather flayed from the
bodies of stil-iving sloves are beaten, rhythmic Asynchronous countereoint +0 +he flutes ond +the
chantind. The broKen spin and twirl dnd Idudh dnd jump, spinnind dancers wropped in strops of
tattered bel-hung cloth,

The stariit sKy drows darker as clouds buid up. Lidhtnind flashes, closer and closer, s+akKing the
circle where the ritual is performed. The pedl of thunder drows louder. A wind rises — chil +hin, share.
A pume forms.

N/RAR SHTHAN/ NYAR GASHANNA/ SPEAK OH YOU VOICE-OF-THE-PINES™

the madicians 10y hands on the prisoners. They hack them in the most cruel and despicable fashion,
the blood of dozens of men, women, and chidren wash over the black stones. Blood s+olen, blood
taken without consent, blood madic perverted and corrupted. Pain and sufferind fuelind the plume
ond the storm ond the +hin, cold wind.

Srips and chunks Of warm meat are cut, devoured with dreedy bloodied hands as the tempo Of the
music rises quickens, louder, faster, stronder, harder, louder, LOUDER until blood bubbles in +orn
throats and the doncers and the musicians bedin 10 falter, offerind their strendth +0 the storm,
t0 the sKu, 40 the bloodied earth, bedding for the black wind the wind that scours, offering their
Pain 0nd their HATRED +0 the \oice-0f-the-Pines.

NYRAR SHTHAN/ NYAR GASHANNA!/ RISE OH YOU HOW.ER-IN-THE-WASTES/"

Beneath the storm wracked sKy the waiind bedins. It is distont at+ first. t is not & +rue sound —it
is not external. Each madicion, each musicion, each dancer, each bleeding victim, each +orturer hears
it first inside their own heads. k thrums in their bopes. k& echoes in the quiet places within them.
Rising, rising, rising it comes, weepind and wailing.

NVAR STHAN! NYAR GASHANNA/ COME TO US, OH YOU HARVESTER-OF-GRAVES!" cries the master,
and the cry is echoed.

The drums pound, the pipes Keen, the wind rises, rises. As one voice, the madicians and their
AcOlytes howl, howl until their throots burst, howl until they fall 40 +he dround dasping for breath. The
Black Wind rises, oh it rises, furnind and +urnind in & widenind dyre, the hounds cannot hear +he
houndmaster. The ceremonies of innocence are drowned, and everywhere the darK conviction drows.

Voicind their hate and their despite, the Black Wind rises and sweeps across the land in & churning
spiral. This is the Black Wind, lo, lo the Wind that+ Devours. The threads of immanence fray and snop.
The dread wolves prowl the boundaries of the pldces of power, snopping, hundry, in the face of
weokness they feed and dut themselves on unborn potentiol.

The cold seeps down from the stariit sky. The hils and the mountQins mourn. The red s+ar laudhs.



THE DREAM OF THE FIRELIGHT

| raise +he bowl 0 my lips, And drink deep. K is bitter, and warm s+l from the vein.
The drums soothe me, rock me, +0 my sleep. | dredm as | am born — alone, my sKin
slick with blood. The dream rises around me, embracind me, +0Kind me +0 the darkness.

A massive furry fidure erowis around & circle of firelight. t has an ape-like body, but
thin and randy ke a wolf. W's head is that 0f & monstrous predatory beast, all
blazing yelow eves and spreading horns, and sharp teeth in & thrustind muzzle.

ks eyes diitter with cleverness. i+ moves with a lithe drace that belies it's massive size.

The firelight around which i+ prowls marks & +iny camp. A few dozen shadowed fidures
huddie todether, clearly afraid of the beast +hat stalks them. The rind burns s+eadily,
a rind of flame that Keeps the bedst at+ boy.

Occasionaly, the beast tries +0 reach +hroudh the fire +0 snatch one of the huddied
fidures. They recoi from it in terror.

Looking a+ t+hem | reaiise that if they are humoyn sized then the +hind outside the
fire circle is massive, larder than an 0x or dreat bear.

One of the huddied creatures stonds up, and approadches the rind of fire and +he
beast beuond. Her eyes are ful of curiosity and wonder. The beast rears up, And
reaches across +he rind of fire. The flames leap dnd catch A+ the fur Along it's
arms, 0nd it roars with pain but does not recoil —and +he fidure does not cower
Owdy. Instead i+ reaches out and drabs the clawed hand of the drea+ beast.

Flexing its muscles, the beast lifts the fidure up, safely out 0f reach of the flames,
Ond sets her down dently on +he dround bewond.

She looKs around her, dazingd a+ the distant hils, and the forests, and the dreat
expanse of the stars. She does not ook back a+ the fire, at+ those crouched within,
at the bind safety she has Known. She looks +0 the horizon and without hesitation she
walKs oway from the fire into the dorious, endiess, world of nidht.



OH YOU RED STAR

OH/ YOU RED STAR/ YOU HARBINGER AND HERALD OF WONDER/

WE SING TO YOU, OH YOU STAR OF THE MORNING AND THE EVENING/
WE SING TO YOU, OH YOU WANDERER IN THE HEAVENS!/

WE SING TO YOU, OH YOU PRINCE OF CHAOS AND OF FATE/

WATCH OVER US, LORD OF CHANGE!
GUDE OUR HANDS, YOU WHO SETS THINGS AWRY/

FREE US FROM THE CHAINS OF COLD CERTAINTY, OF CONFORMITY, OF
STAGNATION/

FREE US FROM THE WISHES OF THOSE WHO HATE THE STRONG!

FREE US TO CAST DOWN THE WEAK THAT THEY NOT DRAG US DOWN/

FREE US, OH YOU HARBINGER OF LIBERTY/

RED STAR/ ONE-EYE/ WANDERER/ CHANGER AND BRINGER OF NEW WAY S/
GRANT US YOUR BLESSED SIGHT THAT WE MAY SEE THE WORLD AS IT IS
BEYOND THE VEL OF CIVILITYY

WE INVOKE YOUR NAME THAT YOU MAY VISIT DESTRUCTION ON TRADITION/

WE INVOKE YOUR NAME THAT YOU MAY BREAK THE CHAINS OF THE BLIND/

WE INVOKE YOUR NAME THAT YOU MAY UNLEASH UNCERTAINTY INTO THE
WORLD/

OH!/ YOU RED STAR/ YOU HARBINGER AND HERALD OF WONDER!

F



SURVIVAL

Winter, a+ its core, shows us that every livind creature strives +o live, t0 deny the
power Of death, To +0Ke one more breath, +t0 enijoy one more bea+ of our hearts.
Whatever i+ +0Kes, mortals lus+ for life. This is not the primaeval desire for
procreation — procreation does not care about individudl humOns Only +hat humdnity
continue 10 exist, in one form or another. Winter takes a different view. In the madic
of Winter, each individual is equally impor+dnt —+0 A point.

My continued existence, and the continued existence of those | care about, is
PAramount. You — and wour loved ones - can 40 fuck yourselves for al | care.

Sometimes, for me 40 survive, you mus+ die. For me 40 be strond, | must take uyour
strendth from you for myself.

There is absolutely nothind wrond with Kilind and ea+ing your neighbour if i+ means that
you Ond your £Omiy wil survive & famine. There is nothind questionable about steaing
food t0 feed uourself, or water, or Kiind & mon durind & snowstorm if he wil not let
you +aKe shelter in his cave.

LY Ou must survive, because +his life is all you have soys the Winter Reaim. Nowhere is
this more apparent than in +he urdes that drive +he blood of the Winterborn. To one
dedree or another, all the sovereidns of the wasteland partodke of these drives also.
The wisdom 0f Wise Rondara, the eradgmatism of Adromant, the stark truth of Koela,
and even the enw a+ the hear+ of +he Thrice-Cursed all reflect the Knowledde of
Lone life”.

Winter exemplifies both the desire +0 prolond existence and the absolte cer+dinty
that everythind must end. | can extend life, t0 unndtural lendths, but when it does so
there is always some flaw in the process +hat leaves the possibiity 0f destruction.
Winter seems not 0 care how longd it +0Kes for somethind +0 be destroued, only that
desiruction is it's utimate fate. This is not the hasty ream of Serind +hat barely
leaves time for somethind +0 die of old ade before it is seeking +0 +urn it into
compost/

Mortals aireaddy have an innd+e instinct 10 survive, and the Winter redim can amelify
this instinct. This tendency +0 encourade survival is obvious in enchantments tha+ allow
someone 10 endure potentially lethal injury, &t least+ for a time.

More than Gny other this madic amplifies the mortal instinct to live —indeed,
fascinatindly, & ehiosopher midht ardue +hat+ the madic works on the same erinciples as
those which couse the formation of dhosts — the need 40 perform one Ias+ vital +ask
before surrenderingd t0 the embrace of Death.



A Vision of the Biack Stone

YOl seemt0 stond in & drea+ courtudrd, surrounded by immense buldinds you connot quite make out. The sKy
is dark, but the stars are darKer. In the middie 0f the court stdnds & crude, bidck monoiith — & lump 0f
black dranite hardly +ouched by artifice.

YOU are drown +0 i+. You bedin +0 approach, but +he closer you came +he harder it becomes +0 put one
foot in front of another. A CERTANTY bedins +0 form within you — you Know +hat there is somethind
terrible behind you And +hat if you did not turn And looK right this second i+ wil devour wou. Ye+ wou Know
that if you look back the stone wil be lost forever.

YOU struddle midhtily, fOrcind uourself +0 approach, +t0 not ook back, +0 not faler. Some 4rick of
perception makes the sione tower both above you, whie beind barely +aller +han & man. You labour +0
breathe. You taste the copper +and of blood. You Know that destruction is cert@in, imminent.

YOU aimos+ surrender, ond +urn 0 confront the terror you Know is about +0 strike .. but you Gre strond.
You force yourse +0 move forward. Al sensation of dredd vapishes the instdnt you step into the rind of
white. stone surrounding the monolith.

 is twice wour height, and about as broad across as you are +all. lt does not reach +0 the heavens. i is
Just & stone, & lonely marker stone.

i is marked with dozens 0f symbols. You connot+ read them; ade has weathered and faded most of +hem.
Mos+ but not Al

At the 10p is & depiction Of some desert hound with pointed snout and ears, o+ rest. Yet it is not one
thing — it is also the rune of the bardainer. it is inldid in dold. Below i+ +0 one side is & sinuous fish-ike
worm inlid in siver —yet it is also the rune of weakness, that morks the heart's flaw +hat invites 40
downfall. Opposite it is the roaring lion inldid in polished copper, that was also the rune of sirendth — might
without mOrdlity, the strendth of the duardian and the tyrant.

YOU reach out your hand, and s+ep forward and something shifts benedth you. You look down. You see +hat
what you had thoudht was A rind of white stone is actudlly & depression, or A pit, or & shaft, or & well k is
filed +0 the lip with bleached-white bopes.

YOU connot move. Amongd the bones are dozens of sKuls, some cracked and broken, staring blindly up o+
uou. Stamped onto the forehead of each is the rune of bardains.

YOU look a+ last behind you, then, and see that the entire dreat+ courtudrd as £0r as 4ou COn see is &

plain 0f skeletal remains. Your path +oward the monolith is clear - marked by broken bones where your

heavy tread has cracked the ossuary. The dedd are uncountdble, and from each empty skul stares the
SOme rune.

YOV look back +0 +he monoiith. YOU reach out YOUR hand and +ouch +he roudh surface, oand blood runs
from YOUR finders.

A dreat voice, loud enoudh 10 echo off the firmament, enoudh 10 moaKe uou drop Amost +0 your Knees
amond the bones howls from somewhere and nowhere.

.THE BLACK STONE"
And thep is sient.



THE FANG

The Fangd is the empty belly, the dopind maw, the unspeakable hunder +hat
connot be sated. The hunder +hat drives wou +0 stedl & loaf of bread. The
hunder that drives you 40 stak & man And beat him with & rock and +oke his
money pouch SO +ha+ you moy buy bread. The hunder +hat burns you so +hat you
connot+ think sove 0f edting, that becomes the obsession +hat drives you +0
stak the mon ond bedat him with wour hands unti they are row and bloody,
and wropped around his neck, stranding his life, and then lower uour head,
because the peed is SO intense you CONNOt Wait, CANNOt remember that money
wil buy f00d becouse all you can +hink, all you are, is the HUNGER.

Merciless and unfordiving, it represents the unendingd torture of starvation and
embodies the darkest londinds of the soul which can never be satisfied It is
the need tha+ drives mortdls +0 atrocities in the desperate pursuit of +heir
doals.  is the empty well into which all wickedness can be cast +hat devours
hope and love and diory And wisdom Qs eadsiy as hate and malice And envu.

The Fong is +he 4rue face of Ambition. Hunder con drive morials +0
dreatness, and allow them +0 overcome mony Obstacles in +heir path. There is
awoys & price +0 be paid; sometimes the object Of the quest is also its price.
The clever and +he cunnind Know +ha+ the price must be paid but it need not
be paid by the wise. Let+ others pou. The Fang is also a Dadder, and in +hat
mien i+ is the 4ruest, oh the sweetest, face 0f Ambition. Let those who stond beiween you Ond your
desires feel the cold bite 0f the Fand and they wil +rouble your drand desidns no more.

Those who con withstand the depths of Winter, those who have learned +0 ignore the most savade ponds oOf
hunder, those who have felt every fibre of their beind starve and weaken but s+l rise and wak on each
mornind are +transfidured. For these lucky few, the Fang reveals the strendth a+ +heir core, burningd awoy
all +that is weok and redundant.

Would you make +the madicion undersiond their true power? TaKe their madic from them. Let them scrabble
throudh the dust, le+ them sirike down the wedK amond their number in the eursuit of precious madic. Test
them, challende them, tedch them how £ar they wil do as they yedrn for their sweet madic.

The Fang is evoked most often Qs & curse; it cOn be used alone or in combintion with other runes +o
couse fomine, poverty, connibalistic urdes or insnity.

Some practitioners of the True Power cite its subtler powers; & hunder for Knowledde con drive mor+als +0
dreatness - so +00 con the hunder for diory i is the hunder thot drives thoudh. W is +he Iack +hat+ fires
the spirit. W is beind deprived of the +thind wou desire that fills you with the cer+dinty that+ you must have it.

Put the bowl 0f meat out 0f the reach of the hunderer and they wil surerise themselves with their cunning,
vith the lendths they wil do 10 t0 reach +he prize they need.

Desire and need, want and need, hunder and need. This is the Fand. This is +he face of ambition. This is
the bite of the Black Wind.

This is the weapon that hunders for the blood of +he enemy.
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