Songs of the Skomorrokh
Skomorrokh: old-fashioned entertainers who travelled the frozen plains of Kislev enlightening the peasants with tales of old. Their swarthy songs and lively gusli (kislevite lute) accompany their rousing songs. However their mystical nature and continued veneration of the old spirits have led to their suspicion by the old churches and in some cases persecution. The truth is that much like their noble counterparts (the volkhvs) the Skomorrokh do indeed carry the secrets of the old ways. Through their song, the Skomorrokh call upon the ancient spirits…
Breath of Midwinter

Spell Level: 1

Magic Points: ?

Range: 50 yards

Duration: instant

Ingredients: a fistful of snow

Holding his fist aloft, the caster cries in northern tongue (calls, in Ilmen, on Yvgany the Great for Assistance). Then, stamping his right foot, he snaps his fist to his mouth. With a great effort, the caster slowly takes a huge breath, sucking through the fist clamped to his mouth. The caster’s head lolls backs and he staggers slightly as if about to collapse. Instead the caster steadies himself. A low whistling sound begins. As it grows louder and louder, caster’s head begins to shake violently until, suddenly his face leaps forward. His mouth wide open, neck straining, the caster exhales a terrifying white column of snow. The focused blizzard hurtled through space at shocking speed = Str 3 + D6 damage to victim(s) (D3 if closely grouped).

Ice underfoot

Spell Level: 1

Magic Points: ?

Range: a 5-yard diameter

Duration: 2D10 turns

Ingredients: ground must be damp or snowy + fistful of snow

Caster cradles a fistful of snow, muttering over it in sinister tones. The he presents the snow to the ground. With an exaggerated bow, the caster appears to pay homage to the ground before him. The cursed snow is then cast into the air above the ground. The snow seems to sparkle unusually brightly in the air and seems to take longer than usual to settle on the ground. However when it does land, the ground seems to freeze almost instantly to a perfect sheen. Dex test or fall over. Cautious = +20. Running = -30

Matushka Zemlia Castigation

Spell Level: 2

Magic Points: ?

Range: a 2-yard diameter centred at the point of consecration

Duration: an hour

Ingredients: a fair bit of the invoker’s blood

1. The consecrator pulls out a gusli and starts playing a quick-paced melody. Once the rhythm has taken the plucking fades and spirited singing starts.

2. Slowly, still singing, the consecrator draws a curved knife and then, very deliberately, cuts his hand. The singing caster then begins to sway, blood trickling down the hand (-1 W).

3. As the blood drips to the earth, the lively swaying gives way to a spinning dance. Sprinkling the blood around him, the invoker chants in trance-like state.

By the end of the 3rd round, the ground within the blood is consecrated. It is now ready and willing to aid the humble skomorrokh. All hostile creatures crossing the ground will suddenly start sinking underfoot. Victims must pass a Dex test:

Success – the victim manages to get free from sudden quagmire. However this requires a full round and renders them prone.

Failure – struggle as they might the victim is slowly but surely sinking into the ground. They are already up to their knees. Round 2, thighs. Round 3, waist. Round 4, stomach. Round 5, chest. Round 6, neck. Round 7, nose. Round 8, drowning begins and their head disappears.

Ice javelin

Spell Level: 2

Magic Points: ?

Range: 50 yards

Duration: instant

Ingredients: a shard of ice or icicle

The caster strokes the icicle several whilst muttering in northern tongue then with an almighty cry he hurls it at his opponent. As it flies through the air the ice seems to grow size. If the target manages to see the hurtling spear coming towards them, it can test against I. Success indicates that it has successfully managed to dodge the fell weapon. Failure = Str 5 + D6 damage.

Spectre of Summer

Spell Level: 3

Magic Points: ?

Range: Personal

Duration: D8 turns

Ingredients: fistful of dead flies + a hawk’s feather

Holding his fists aloft, the caster cries in northern tongue (calls, in Ilmen, on Yvgany the Great for Assistance). The caster starts to spin while chanting. As he spins, the hand holding the feather is outstretched while the other is held directly above him. All while spinning and chanting the caster sprinkles the dead files over himself. Simultaneously he begins to wave his outstretched feather up and down. Moments later, the caster’s body begins to shimmer as if the light was gently blowing it apart. The caster’s body then seems to blossom in volume but diminish in substance. Gradually the body melts away to a dark buzzing cloud (a swarm of flies):

· Attack as swarm (only really damaged by fire, water + magic)
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· Fly as hoverers

Fury of the north

Spell Level: 3

Magic Points: ?

Range: 50 yards

Duration: 3 rounds +

Ingredients: two fistfuls of snow

The caster holds aloft his two fists and yells at a darkening sky in a strange northern tongue. As he continues to shout and curse, the weather conditions abruptly worsen:

1. the temperatures suddenly drops and a wind begins to pick up, soon the wind buffets with ever-increasing strength (-1/-10 to all tests)

2. in a matter of moments the wild and chilly winds have grown into a wild storm that sears the flesh, saps the strength and slows all caught (-2/-20 to all tests)

3. the incredibly wild storm somehow grows stronger still giving way to a howling gale that cruelly blinds and savagely buffets the victim (-1 W per round, all tests at -3/-30)

Hail the firebird…/Father Bear

Spell Level: 4

Magic Points: ?

Range: the point of invocation

Duration: an hour

Ingredients: a curved knife and a fair bit of the invoker’s blood

1. The invoker pulls out a gusli and starts playing a quick-paced melody. Once the rhythm has taken the plucking fades and spirited singing starts.

2. Slowly, still singing, the invoker draws a curved knife and then, very deliberately, he cuts his hand. The singing caster then begins to sway, blood trickling down the hand (-1 W).

3. As the blood drips to the earth, the lively swaying gives way to a spinning dance. Sprinkling the blood around him, the invoker chants in trance-like state.

4. The invoker abruptly stops dead and, with a loud shout, thrusts the knife into the centre of the bloody circle. The gusli is comes out again and takes up the preceding rhythmic melody.

5. The invoker continues playing and singing in the hope that aid will arrive (2 D4 rounds).

