By the summer of 477, all of Wales has been plunged back into war.

IN THE WEST  

Bad tidings from the west - when word reached Cunedda of Gwynedd that Brychenoig and Gwent were at war, he exchanged hostages with King Vitalinus of Powys to keep the peace before his Saxon hordes surged south into Dyfed, confident that in the confusion no Welsh kingdom could oppose them.  Ystrad has a solemn commitment to render aid, and it is in her interest to stem the Saxon flow before it reaches her borders.  But committing troops to the west is politically dangerous.   

A third of Dyfed was overrun in the early fall, and a series of bloody battles convinced the Saxons of Welsh resolve.  When the rains came, they still occupied a significant portion of Dyfed and were gearing up for a crushing spring offensive.  

IN THE EAST

Sorcha and the Ystradi have no love for Brychennoig, and their efforts at reconciliation were ruined by events in Caerlion.  While they view their neighbors in Glywyssing with deep suspicion, they are forced to rely on long-held friendship as Ystradi troops are pulled from the border to fight in north Dyfed.  King Gwynllyw's price for peace was a pledge of cooperation against Brychennoig.  It is a deal with the devil that Sorcha finds distasteful, but the alternative is abandoning her friends in Dyfed, which, in the long run, would be suicidal.  

This puts Ystrad and Brychennoig in the odd position of fighting side-by-side against the Saxons while skirmishing against each other on their own border.  

Age-old hatreds make the fighting on the Brychennoig-Gwentish border particularly vicious, with villages razed and peasants slaughtered in droves.  While the outcome of this contest would be uncertain if it were isolated, deep raids by Gwynllyw's troops are spreading King Brychan's troops too thin.  When fighting resumes in the spring, Brychennoig will collapse.

THE HIGH KING INTERVENES

High King Uther sends a delegation that includes his war-leader, Sir Howell, and Howell's squire (Uther's 13-year-old son, Arthur).  Welsh unification is high on Howell's agenda.  Uther wants the weaker kingdoms made into Earldoms.  Brychennoig will be the first, by force if necessary, and set the precedent.  His other objective is to "persuade" Powys to enter the fight against Cunedda's Saxons.  If Powys were to cut off southern Gwynedd, the offensive would die on the vine.  He is prepared to offer half of Gwynedd in return.  

Expediency is the order of the day - Aelle and a Saxon army have landed in Sussex, and Uther has no time for subtlety.  Let the stronger kingdoms subdue the weaker in haste and ally themselves against the common enemy.

PROLOGUE:

All are AGED ONE YEAR, roll once on the STAT LOSS TABLE, and gain 6 points of "questing" skills.

A windswept, snow-covered mountain pass.  A storm rages around a frail pavilion, in which PCs huddle miserably.  They are lost in faerie, having spent a bootless fall and winter in search of the missing prince and princess.  Clothing and armor are in tatters, weapons are rusty and ruined.  Myrddin Emrys appears and offers to lead them into Gwlad yr Hud - "The Land of Enchantment" in the valleys below.  He knows the way; it won't take long.  He cautions them that they are deep in faerie and badly off the track.  All he asks in return is a favor from each, to be collected at some later date.  

SCENE ONE

Dead griffon.

Sir Brude’s manor at Cwm Marelagh, near the source of the Taff river.  Beseiged by Sir Caragore, a banneret of Gwynnlyw  He is sheilding outlawed pagans, including the two travelers.

PCs approached by party of faerie knights serving Gwydion of the Trees looking for the “lost children”  They may explain that they have traded with the Brychan/Vortimer pair, mortality for immortality.  The lovers have set up Brude’s keep with anti-magical barriers of cold iron.  If PCs help them return the pair to faerie, they will in turn assist them in getting their own back by opening a door to faerie. The lovers curse the PCs for helping return them to their vengeful parents.
Rhofannon,  Agragwyn,  Ellyd,  Elwain – faerie knights

Princess Meabh ap Math, daughter of Old Math, Keeper of the Sky

Prince Odhar ap Cerridwen, son of Cerridwen, the Dark Goddess

The faerie knights leave them lost in the mountains after encountering warring knights of math (saving their lives in the process).  Myrrden Emrys comes to help after a year.

SCENE TWO

Gwlad yr Hud.

They descend into the gay camp of Old Math, feeble and elderly and not quite sane, decked out for bloody war and surrounded by celebrating warriors.  Invitations to partake of his hospitality food and drink.  A victory over hated Cerridwen.  Fighting over kidnapped children who turned up lovers, all is well and the war is over in the Bright World.  Math is magnanimous and happy.  He will point PCs in the direction of the mortal lovers – through the great wood belonging to the friend of dreamers, Queen Mab, “to the safe places beyond the forest of sparrowhawks”

SCENE THREE

Clear Coed, Bright Forest

This is the home of Coedwig Cawr, the sad and bitter Romano-British giant.  He still wears his crown of laurels and Roman tunic, but it is now sadly ragged and threadbare.  He has returned to the land of faerie after being ruthlessly hounded by knights wherever he went in peaks of Wales and has lost heart.  

Coedwig Cawr will half-heartedly demand tribute for the privelege of crossing his demesne, but won’t ask for much more than a token.  If he finds out they are related to the knights of the spear, he will fly into a rage and chase them.

The lovers tried to cheer the giant up and exchanged gifts with him – he has a useless sword with Gwent’s crest on it for which he gave them a golden thimble, gigantic needle, and silver thread of a heavy guage.  

Gwrach y Rhibyn, the Hag of Warning.

In the river past the giant.  This faerie, always a woman found in the Welsh culture is the warning of death. Her name means "Hag of warning". She is a very hideous woman, with tangled hair, black teeth, withered, out of proportion arms, and bat-like wings.  If she begins to shriek that will determine who will have misfortune; If it is a woman and her husband will die the Gwrach y Rhibyn will shriek, "My husband, my husband."

SCENE FOUR

Coed Cuddidig, Hidden Forest

Kilcoed - "Him that Hides in the Wood."

At a rough-hewn bridge sits Kilcoed, a dirty but physically imposing man in rags.  He is a faerie knight-errant, and will only let PCs pass if they answer three riddles correctly, and their champion then defeats him in single combat.  

As each riddle is answered successfully, the item appears upon Kilcoed.  As the last riddle is answered, his huge spear bursts into magical flame and he attacks.  A Valorous role is required at this point.  

The lovers passed by Kilcoed hand in hand, so obviously in love that he allowed them to proceed unchallenged.

RIDDLES

I was born of the earth, springing forth

From her cold, wet womb. I know in my mind 

I was not woven from hair or wool 

By skillful hands. I have no winding 

Weft or warp, no thread to sing 

Its rushing song; no whirring shuttle 

Slides through me, no weaver's sley 

Strikes belly or back No silkworms spin 

With inborn skill their subtle gold 

For my sides, yet warriors call me   

A coat of joy. I do not fear 

The quiver's gift, the deadly arrow's flight. 

If you are clever and quick with words, 

Say what this strange coat is called.

COAT OF MAIL

I grew in the ground, nourished by earth  

And cloud-until grim enemies came  

To take me, rip my living from the land,  

Strip my years-shear, split, shape me 

So that I ride homeless in a slayers hand,  

Bent to his will. A busy sting,  

I serve my lord if strength and strife 

On the field endure and his hold is good.  

We gather glory together in the troop, 

Striker and death-step, lord and dark lunge 

My neck is slim, my sides are dun, 

My head is bright when the battle-sun  

Glints and my grim loving lord bears me 

Bound for war. Bold soldiers know  

That I break in like a brash marauder,  

Burst the brain-house, plunder halls  

Held whole before. From the bone-house  

One breaks ready for the road home. 

Now the warrior who feels the thrust  

Of my meaning should say what I'm called. 

SPEAR

On earth this warrior is strangely born

Of two dumb creatures, drawn gleaming  

Into the world, bright and useful to men.  

It is tended, kept, covered by women-- 

Strong and savage, it serves well, 

A gentle slave to firm masters 

Who mind its measure and feed it fairly 

With a careful hand. To these it brings 

Warm blessings; to those who let it run 

Wild it brings a grim reward. 

FIRE

To the winner he gives A whistle bearing an ancient enscription reading “DO NOT CALL WITH ME UNTIL THE DAY YOU ARE PREPARED TO DIE.”  It calls up Gwyn ap Nudd’s red-eared hounds, and they can be followed back to the hidden gates of Anwyn.  

SCENE FIVE

Bery Coed, Forest of Sparrowhawks

Three Birds of Midir - they suck out a man's courage on the way to battle.

The birds descend upon the PCs in the only clearing in a thick, impenetrable wood.  Should one land upon your shoulder, your Valorous score will suffer a –10 penalty until you depart from faerie.  

A pair of dainty linen slippers bearing the crest of Brychennoig can be found near a stream here.  They can smell the wyrm nearby.  Sleeping pagan peasants.
SCENE SIX

Abywd y Llwyn, Grove of the Worm

A terrible monster awaits

WYRM (knights can smell ‘em)

SIZ 35

DEX 30

STR 35

CON 25

Move 10

DAMAGE 7

HP 60

MAJ 25

UNC 15

KNOCK 35

ARMOR 15

-10 valor +10 prudent

Regen 1d6/round

Bite 15

Tail 10

Breath 10

2 foes/turn, fire does 1d per turn ignoring armor

GLORY = 400

Rhofannon,  Agragwyn,  Ellyd,  Elwain – faerie knights return to explain themselves and lend a hand.
COUPONS
BE VIVIENNE OF DEANE, AGING ENCHANTRESS:  You agree to assist the kngiht’s search for the missing royals, but with great apprehension.  You are aging and frail, worn out from childbearing and the weakening of pagan magic.  You know  that the war that is engulfing Wales is mirrored in the Bright World.  It is no place for ignorant children, even if they do carry great sharp swords.  
BE SIR AEDAN, PAGAN KNIGHT:  You did host a pair of mysterious travelers recently – a young man and woman of obvious noble lineage and bearing, in the forest alone, craved your hospitality and it was gladly offered.  They only stayed a night and asked for directions to the nearest pagan knight’s holdings.  You sent them on their way to old Sir Brude, respecting their polite silence.

The dead animal is a griffin, that much is obvious.  But a sad and tattered one in life by the looks of it – worn patches of fur on the hindquarters and sparse, moldy-looking feathers in the great, broken wings.   What killed it you cannot ascertain, but it looks for all the world like it died of age or disease.  Or both.  Curious, for a creature of faerie.

Fuck ye not around, for these are no mortal whelps, but rather faerie knights of exceeding prowess and unassailable glamour.  

This Bery Coed must be the legendary Forest of the Sparrowhawks, where live the dreaded Three Birds of Midir – hideous creatures that suck out a man's courage on the way to battle.
Gwrach y Rhibyn, the Hag of Warning.  Her shreiking fortells what must be.  Fear and hate, yes, but don’t be such a fool as to deny the truth in her screams.  

Kilcoed’s prize is a whistle bearing an ancient enscription reading “TOUCH ME NOT UNTIL THE DAY YOU ARE PREPARED TO DIE.”  

Here’s a riddle you know from childhood:

Dumb, stand waiting to join the dead.  

I have risen before and will rise again  

Though plunderers carve and split my skin, 

Bite through my bare body, shear my head,  

Hold me hard in a slicing bed.  

I do not bite a man unless he bites me,  

But the number of men who bite is many. 

ONION 

Here’s a riddle your wanton mistress told you in bed once:
Two pale lovers came together,  

Panting and pushing in the open air.  

The bright-haired girl, flushed and proud,  

Grew big in the belly if the work was good. 

Now scholars may need these letters to know  

What I'm talking about: O and C,  

N and E, K and H, and another C.  

The tumblers twist to the letters' key  

As the treasure-door swings open 

So that solvers can see in the heart  

Of the riddle, craft and play. Carousing men  

May know the names of the low-down lovers! 

COCK AND HEN
