Owain ap Lludd – Clan Warrior
“My kingdom is full of cavalcades
Parading towards golden plains
To the magical fanfare of a horn
Which will reveal any ambush”

– Stuart Merrill, 1863-1915
[translated from the original French]
My name is Owain ap Lludd and I am the head of the teulu of the court of my father, King Lludd of Lothian, the
head of his personal guard. I am not the heir to his throne; the Etiffed is my brother, Gwalchmai, better known
to the Cymbrogi by the name Gawain.
I am only 19 years old and it is an honour to be the commander of the royal guard, charged with the protection of
my father and brother, his heir. And there’s no shortage of work! Despite my age, I have already amassed my share
of loot and of rings taken from the hands of the bodies of my enemies during confrontations with other kings.
Since the departure of the Romans, our lands have been invaded by Irish plunderers from the West, the Saxons
from the South and, of course, our old enemies the Cruithni from the North; the Picts, as they were called by
the Latin invaders.
My men and I train regularly with short swords, spears and bows in the courtyard of the fort under the admiring
eyes of the other warriors and sometimes the servants bearing baskets, who slow their pace to watch us. I
don’t know my family well because, at the age of 7, I was sent to one of my father’s subjects who became my
tadmaeth, my adoptive father until I was 14 years old. His lack of affection towards me was compensated for by
the kindness of his wife, who raised me as she did her own son, Cadwy. I took him as my second in command,
just after I was named Pen teulu, at the head of the royal guard.
I must escort my father, my brother and their household to Caer Lundeum where a meeting is being held
between the clan chieftains and kings to discuss the political situation in Ynys Prydein and the future. Rumours
abound about the heir of Ennion ap Cunedda, the Pen Draeg of Gwynedd, mad tales like something from the
ancient times, but impressive enough that hope is reborn in our hearts. As Beli Mawr is my witness, I will be the
fi st to pledge allegiance to the one who will reunite all the warriors of Ynys Prydein under one banner.
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Body: Strength 3 Vigour 3 Agility 2
Mind: Intellect 2 Perception 2 Tenacity 2
Soul: Charisma 2 Instinct 1 Communication 2

Skills: Athletics 3, Dodge 2, Intimidation 2, Ride 3,
Survival 2, Vigilance 4, Improvised Weapons 5, Long
Weapons 7.

Gifts Ambidextrous, Brave.
Weakness: Impetuous.

Combat Feats: Shield Blow (Level 1), Stun (Level 1),
Come to me! (Level 2).

Reaction: 5
Physical Defence: 6
Encumbrance: 9

Equipment: (ENC = 5/7, Total protection value: 9)
Shield, long sword, reinforced leather armour, fur
shoulder guards, helm, purse with 4 gold coins.

Movement: 5
Mental Defence: 5

Hit Points: 41 (20/10/0/-10)
Furor pool: 3

Example Characters
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Aedan ap Bleddyn – Cymbrog
“Three hundred men in torcs of gold attacked:
Guarding their land, bloody was the slaughter
Although they were slain, they slew;
Until the end of the world, they will be honoured.”
– Aneirin, Y Gododdin
My father is a lord of Powys, in the south of Wales. They call him the Wolf of Crug Hywel. My ancestors were
with the legendary Cunedda Wledig of the Gododdin when the Gaelic invaders were driven from Wales. My
mother comes from their island, Eiriu. I was trained for combat from a young age, particularly in mounted
combat. In Wales, only nobles, the uchelwyr, may ride in service of the King. ‘Cymbrog’ means brother of the
sword, brother in arms. Th s is what we, the Cymri, call the faithful companions to a king or a valiant warlord.
Our mounts are hybrids of ponies from the Eryri Mountains and the tallest Roman mares, and thus combine
stamina and speed. We abandoned the thick caparisons of the cataphractarii, the Roman armoured cavalry.
Alas, the clan chieftains disdain the strength of a unit of lancers and continue to prefer infantry and light cavalry
intended to harry the enemy. My father’s teulu is formed of 120 men, including 20 riders. We are at the service
of the King of Powys and the High King Ambrosius Aurelianas.
The torment invading our lands seems to be without end. First the Cruithni tribes, then the Scotti, the pirates
from the East of Eiriu, and now the Saxons seize our beautiful, rich lands. The Romans, themselves invaded by
barbarians, had to leave us to be masters of our own fate and, since then, the shadows seem to have fallen on
Ynys Prydein. For some years, even the winters have seemed colder and more rainy, and the harvests sparser.
To hold on, we must defend our frontiers and maintain a council presided over by a High King so that the clans
remain united against the invaders. Th s is no easy task. Our chieftains and those of the other kingdoms are more
concerned with enriching their lands than with the dangers with which we are all threatened. The assemblies
of previous years have resounded more with demands and griping than with wise propositions or offers of help
and support. What’s more, our king Ambrosius Aurelianus is growing older, with no male heir, and the vultures
will not wait until the throne is cold before trying to take his place. I, Aedan ap Bleddyn, son of the Wolf of Crug
Hywel, will not allow my forefathers’ heritage to be trampled underfoot.
But – as my sister, Aeron, sometimes says – it seems as if the gods of Ynys Prydein have abandoned their
ungrateful peoples.
Body: Strength 3 Vigour 2 Agility 3
Mind: Intellect 2 Perception 2 Tenacity 2
Soul: Charisma 3 Instinct 1 Communication 1
Gifts Agile, Horseman.
Weakness: Hot-blooded.
Reaction: 5
Physical Defence: 6
Encumbrance: 8
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Movement: 5
Mental Defence: 5

Hit Points: 41 (20/10/0/-10)
Furor pool: 3

Skills: Dodge 3, Languages 2, Ride 7, Tactics 4, Tradition
2, Vigilance 2, Long Weapons 5, Pole Arms 4.
Combat Feats: Centaur (Level 2), Mounted charge
(Level 2).
Equipment: (ENC = 8, Total protection value: 11)
Horse with tack, spear, long sword, fur shoulder
guards, mail shirt, purse with 10 gold coins.

Example Characters
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Kadvael ap Cadno – Bard
“In the halls where the crowds of warriors thronged,
Oft I p ured into their heroes’ hearts manly songs”
– The Tales of the Isle, The Bard of Temrha
I am Kadvael ap Cadno, bard teulu of the court of Powys. The King had the grace to appreciate my earliest
elegies, my marwnadau, and to reward me generously. I am a full member of his teulu. Even if I am not required
to follow the army, I will let no man take my place on the battlefi ld.
The training I have received since the age of 7 has, of course, given precedence to my apprenticeship in music,
famous poems and elegies, the history of our land and the feats of the armies of our ancestors. I worked hard
for years to learn the songs and odes of my illustrious predecessors, the complex versifi ation techniques and
the various meters. But I am not only a poet and a musician, as I learned to wield a long sword and to fi ht, to
survive in the forest, to talk to wild animals and listen to the summer breeze whispering the messages of the gods
in the winds from the West.
My eloquence as a diplomat has opened the doors to many princely courts and my soothing discourses have
calmed more than one furious clan chieftain. We bards are always welcome in forts perched high on the hills in
the remotest kingdoms of Ynys Prydein, bringing with us in a flurry of snow news from elsewhere, the songs of
yesteryear, visions of the future and the dictates of fate.
Yes, let us talk of destiny! At the threshold of this new year, I sense the old gods looking down on us, perhaps
for the last time, on the bloody battles and the vain confrontations of the chieftains. And will they recognise the
fi al appeal of their children from the Isle of Beli Mawr? Will they deign to accord the young heir an earthly
benediction? Or will they, indifferent to cries and prayers, sleep in the purple and gold of eternal banquets, cup
in hand, dreaming of their next incarnations?
May Gwydyon and Beli Mawr guide us!
Body: Strength 2 Vigour 2 Agility 2
Mind: Intellect 2 Perception 2 Tenacity 2
Soul: Charisma 2 Instinct 2 Communication 3
Gifts Blessed by Fate, Blood of the Ancients.
Weakness: Curious.
Reaction: 6
Physical Defence: 6
Encumbrance: 6
Hit Points: 37 (18/9/0/-9)
Furor pool: 6
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Movement: 4
Mental Defence: 6

Skills: Arts (music) 6, Arts (poetry) 3, Awen 6, Dodge
2, Eloquence 5, Stealth 3, Traditions 2, Long Weapons 3.
Combat Feats: Quick as Lightning (Level 1).
Magic: The Way of Charms: In a Whisper (Level 1).
The Way of Illusions: Bestial Illusion (Level 2).
Equipment: (ENC=1, Total protection value: 3)
Short sword, leather vest, reinforced leather bracers,
crwth (Welsh harp), purse with 3 gold coins.

Example Characters
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Aeron ferch Bleddyn – Mage
“The gentle fortune-teller
Wept on the threshold at her door
When I read the occult writings
I knew from the signs she was no more”
– Stuart Merrill, 1863-1915
[translated from the original French]
My name should be Aeron ferch Aileen as, in my family from Eiriu, girls take their mother’s name. Alas, my
father, the Wolf of Crug Hywel, a chieftain from the North, no longer respects our ancestral customs. Neither
does he believe in my gifts of sight and, after the priest’s incessant criticisms, he has threatened several times
to send me to a convent if I persist in practising magic. One might as well ask a bird to stop flying. For some
time now, I have been more careful and I avoid attracting his attention. My mother, daughter of a king of Eiriu,
ensured that I was discreetly, if not in secret, given the same lessons in Greek and Latin as my brother. While he
was trained in arms, I studied rites and spells with an old enchantress, my wet-nurse, who also came from the
Emerald Isle. If I had not been the daughter of a lord and, above all, if he were not expecting to marry me off, I
could have joined the Daughters of the Goddess, beyond the Tor of the Summerland. I have turned down several
proposals that my father considered advantageous.
The gods be thanked, my mother knows how to divert their attention away from me. May they all rot! Ynys
Prydein is at the dawn of a renewal and I must be one of its heralds! I have seen it. I slept in an ancient cairn, said
to be haunted by a heroine from the ancient times, while wrapped in the skin of a freshly sacrific d bull, to know
the identity of the new High King. From my vision, I am confide t that I will recognise him and be able to lend
him my strength for the return of the old gods and the victory of Ynys Prydein over the outsiders. My brother
Aedan doesn’t really believe in magic, but he respects my beliefs. At any rate, he is only interested in high deeds
of arms and dreams only of fie ce fi hting and of glory. But he will allow me to accompany him to the meeting
place that I saw in my visions. I know I can rely on him.
Body: Strength 1 Vigour 2 Agility 2
Mind: Intellect 3 Perception 2 Tenacity 2
Soul: Charisma 2 Instinct 3 Communication 2

Skills: Awen 6, Empathy 5, Herbalism 2, Knowledge
(Divinities) 3, Ogham 2, Superstition 3, Survival 1,
Vigilance 2, Short Weapons 4.

Gifts Blood of the Ancients, Perfect Memory.
Weakness: Impetuous.

Combat Feats: None

Reaction: 8
Physical Defence: 7
Encumbrance: 4
Hit Points: 36 (18/9/0/-9)
Furor pool: 8
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Movement: 4
Mental Defence: 8

Magic: The Way of Divination: Read Omens (Level 1)
The Mirror of Water (Level 2).
The Way of Mastery of the Elements: Exceptional
Endurance (Level 1).
Equipment: (ENC=1, Total protection value: 2)
Dagger, heavy fur cloak, long rich robes, golden torc,
purses of herbs, purse with 8 gold coins.

Example Characters
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Dewi Kelyn – Druid
“I was found in many forms
Before I was free
I have been the brightest of stars
I have been a road, and an eagle
I have been one raindrop in a shower
I have been the sword in a hand.
–Taliesin, Cad Goddeu
May the gods of Ynys Prydein bless you! My name is Dewi Kelyn and I am a wandering druid. I received the
Kiss of Dragons only a few months ago on Ynys Môn. It is the sign of allegiance to our earth, for us the ultimate
sacrament. Only the druids and the most exceptional warriors devoted to the Old Religion wear it with pride.
Before this, I studied for a very long time, yet I am only at the beginning of my path. My mother is a priestess and
I do not know my father’s name. I would like to be the teacher of a young lord but it is hard to fi d such a post
these days, as the Christian priests often demand that we be banned from the courts of princes.
Yet I do not despair, as I sense in my veins the magic that runs through the Isle of Beli Mawr and gives life to all
its creatures. In my dreams I see the mists lifting over the stone circles, the ghosts of heroes emerging from the
cairns and the Red Dragon quivering in his lair. I have fasted long to clarify my visions, I have consumed sacred
herbs and I have slept alone for many nights in a cromlech on the island. From this I concluded that a hero will
rise to unite once more the peoples of the Goddess and drive out the invaders. It will be my duty to accompany
him and aid him in his quest, if not in the battles he will have to fi ht. The wind is changing and I sense a fi e in
the air, an expectation, an opportunity to be seized, to accomplish the fi al wish of our gods.
Body: Strength 2 Vigour 2 Agility 2
Mind: Intellect 3 Perception 2 Tenacity 3
Soul: Charisma 1 Instinct 3 Communication 1

Skills: Awen 6, Herbalism 4, Intimidation 1, Medicine
3, Ogham 4, Superstition 3, Traditions 3, Improvised
Weapons 4.

Gifts Blood of the Ancients, Scholar.
Weakness: Cold.

Combat Feats: None.

Reaction: 8
Physical Defence: 7
Encumbrance: 6
Hit Points: 39 (19/9/0/-9)
Furor pool: 8
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Movement: 4
Mental Defence: 9

Magic: The Way of Blessings & Curses: Altered Senses
(Level 2).
The Way of the Goddess: Leave no Trace (Level 1).
The Way of Healing: Healing/Harming Hands (Level 1).
Equipment: (ENC= 0, Total protection value: 2)
Staff, leather vest, medicinal herbs, purse with 7 gold
coins.

Example Characters
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