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AN INTRODUCTION
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‘It’s not the size of the dwarf in the fight, it’s the size of the fight in the dwarf.’


Striden-dirigent Sundin Hallestøm in conversation during the Tomb Blight infestation of Voss Kilda.


SUBJUGATION OF THE DVERGIIR1



We dwarves are not a race that bears the yoke of subjugation kindly. We were created by the Great Drakes themselves, who had little use for us but as slaves.2 We suffered for centuries, toiling in the mines, gathering great wealth for our masters, until Odniir Dwarf-Father led the rebellion.3 That rebellion should not define us. Let it not be said that we are untrustworthy and treacherous. This is not so.


[image: image]


Odniir, who at that time was called Longbeard, was summoned in the dead of night to the hall of Brutenmakt. The ancient drake had caught five dwarves attempting to steal a golden ring, inlaid with diamonds and other pale stones, which to dwarves was the size of a crown.


Odniir was dismayed, asking the dwarves why they had embarked on such a foolhardy endeavour. The dwarves replied that their families were starving; they had hoped to sell the crown to some elves, who possessed an abundance of food. Brutenmakt raged and declared the thieves must be put to death, but Odniir stood his ground and sent for their families. He took the golden crown from the starving dwarves and offered it back to Brutenmakt, but, in a fit of pique, the Great Drake declined to accept the stolen treasure.


Hollow-eyed and emaciated dwarves slowly assembled in the lofty hall of Brutenmakt. It had been a long time since any of them had enjoyed enough to eat. Odniir presented the families to Brutenmakt and attempted to reason with the ancient drake, but their creator would not be appeased. He was incensed at the attempt on the ring. In a rage he turned on the thieves and their families, consuming all in one fiery breath.


Odniir looked upon the smouldering corpses of his kin in horror. A terrible frown creased his brow. He had been working through the night, helping some miners, when he had been summoned by his master. The stolen treasure weighed heavy in his hand, lent awful significance by the brutal deaths of those now reduced to ash. Odniir placed the crown on his head and shouted defiantly, ‘Regard, Brutenmakt! I have your trinket now. Would you destroy me in so callous a fashion?’


And Brutenmakt did that very thing: he breathed in and the fires of his hatred lit the hall as bright as day. The crown, however, flared into life with a cool blue light that shielded the dwarf from the hungry flames.4 Brutenmakt could not understand how the dwarf remained, and looked on aghast. It was in this moment that Odniir stepped up to his master, and, using his miner’s sledgehammer, rendered the Great Drake unconscious. It is said Odniir struck Brutenmakt so hard a quake overtook the land. The huldurfolka woke from their slumber, snow was shaken from mountaintops along the Bitterfangs, and the elves cowered beneath the trees as the land trembled. Even the orcs were troubled, and retreated to seek counsel from their shamans. This single hammer strike marked the beginning of the rebellion, and a change in the fortunes of dwarves everywhere.


Odniir led his people to freedom, and they named him Dwarf-Father. In time he freed all dwarves, and none remained in thrall to the Great Drakes.


A NEW ENEMY


The newly freed dwarves founded secluded settlements in the mountains, which we love more than life itself. It was from here the goblins attempted to cast us out, but their every attempt failed. We were watched over by mighty huldurfolka, who themselves knew all too well the callous nature of the Great Drakes.5 The goblins, having long inhabited the mountains, remain our constant companions: thornier than any gorse, predictable as the rising of the sun, and as devious as the Ruiirmaidens.6 Their efforts to dislodge us are for naught. We dwarves endure and turn back their assaults, cleaving thieving fingers from dirty hands, telling many a joke about the fidelity of their mothers. As the years passed, our settlements grew, surrounded by stout walls, guarded by the brave.


STORGUNN AND THE ELVES


The elves, while not so stupid as to try to remove us from our homes, have conspired to thwart our progress. At first they were simply content to turn Storgunn against us with honeyed lies and pretty misdirection.7 The star of the West declined to teach our kin the ways of root and leaf, and the many sciences of growing things. While we can draw strength from the land, our longevity is as nothing compared to the infinite span of an elf. Dwarves can live for three centuries, rarely longer.


The elves were much changed after Storgunn returned to her place among the stars. They had become arrogant and introspective and harboured little interest in trading with us. Once again the dwarves faced starvation. Then, salting the wound, the elves slew Killi Berigunn, son of Berigunn the Furious, Storvaldr of beloved Voss Kilda. This event alone precipitated a war of eighty years with the hated bikkja.8 Trust not those capricious and unruly beings. They think themselves above the concerns of mortals and are to be despised.


THE GOLDEN AGE OF THE DWARVES


Storgunn had taught ten dwarves the mastery of stone and instructed them in the finer points of metallurgy. These ten dwarves each took nine apprentices and journeyed home to the dwarven settlements, whereupon they fashioned great halls beneath the ground for their kin.9 The dwarves spent the next thousand years reclaiming their subterranean heritage. Vast citadels were built beneath the mountains rivalling the halls of the Great Drakes. The goblins despaired. We were more entrenched than ever, and our excavations had uncovered bright seams of gold and veins of strong metals. New weapons were fashioned, hastening the demise of the green-skinned devils. The populations of our cities swelled.


THE VAETIIR – UNWELCOME COMPANIONS


Even the ten industrious centuries of our Golden Age knew little peace. Strange and malicious water spirits attacked lone travellers, making a nuisance of themselves near our building sites. Supplies of food and wood were led astray by the glamours and ginning of the vaetiir.10 Some of these capricious sprites dared to intrude into the lower levels of our citadels. The more we built, the more the vaetiir sought to befuddle and confound. The longer we remained, the more devious the spirits became. Ruszalkai and Vodyniir sought to make safe passage from the citadels a distant memory.


And then came the tomb blights. But these are best left for another time, when the terror of the tale may be truly told. It could be that the vaetiir, nockiir, tomb blights and goblins (who never ceased their attacks) kept the fighting spirit of the dwarves alive.11


THE GIFT OF DISTRUST


So it is that we dwarves can rely on nothing. Our creators are callous and cruel, our enemies many, and those who should be allies are untrustworthy dogs. Even the beneficent Storgunn turned her face from us. Only the strength, loyalty and duty of the dwarves can enable us to endure in such a hostile world. Only our fortifications, armour and weapons give us hope. Only distrust, suspicion and vigilance can protect us in the years to come.


This manual lays out the basic tenets of dwarven military strategy. The following chapters describe how we serve, whom we fight and what is expected of every dwarf of fighting age.12


The Dwarven Field Manual is the essential handbook for every soldier, every Århundrade, every dwarf in every citadel.13 Here, set down in no-nonsense language, lie our tactics, the equipment we use to defeat the enemy, and the weapons at our disposal. It is the distilled wisdom of everything we have ever fought for and every conflict we have endured.


Read closely and may your beard grow long,


Striden-dirigent Sundin Hallestøm14
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ORGANISATION OF THE DWARVES
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‘The trouble with you humans is that you couldn’t get shit-faced in a brewery. You lack the will. The will and the organisation.’


Striden-dirigent Sundin Hallestøm in conversation at Storvaldrfest.


Dwarven society is based on the ideal that all dwarves know their place, seeking only to serve their king and citadel to the best of their ability. When the time comes to take action, there is no indecision, no pointless debate, no arguing. Our efficiency stems from this discipline and our results flourish from old-fashioned obedience. This is how dwarven lives are lived every day in citadels across Nedanförvärld.


In wartime, this principle is observed with even greater zeal, and it is this discipline that sets us apart from the other races. The elves are undoubtedly torn between taking up arms or composing pointless songs and poetry; the orcs’ belligerence inevitably turns inward so that they fight among their own. A dvergiir is not weighed down by flaws of ego or bloodlust; he is free to serve our king, and in so doing provides service to his fellow dwarves, and ultimately himself.


DVERGIIR


Each dwarf in the company is outfitted with padded leather armour and a full suit of mail. This makes the business of preparing for war a costly one for any citadel treasury. A helmet is given to each dwarf when he reaches his twentieth year, usually by his family. Weapons are provided by the citadel, unless the dwarf has bought his own. Most warriors do not own crossbows and these are almost exclusively the property of the citadel. By contrast, dwarves wielding hammers take it as a point of honour to have a personalised weapon. These warriors record their kills as notches along the shaft. A dvergiir begins service using a crossbow before ‘moving up’ to close-quarters weaponry.1 Dwarves are rarely full-time soldiers, and usually spend much of the week about their main job. One day of every week is given over to training, which will be overseen by the Striden-dirigent.


ÅRHUNDRADE


The Århundrade is a company of dwarves one hundred strong, or so the Stridenvaldr2 would have everyone believe. Every Århundrade leaves a symbolic ten warriors at the citadel to act as a garrison to protect the young, reducing the company to ninety. Factor in casualties (either from mining or war) and a further twenty to thirty dwarves can be accounted for. It is rare in the extreme that an Århundrade features its full complement of one hundred warriors.3 Tales of ‘one hundred dwarves, loyal and true’ are exactly that, just tales.


TRUPP


The Århundrade is divided into five trupp, consisting of nineteen warriors led by a Striden-dirigent. Each soldier in the trupp will sport the company colour on his right pauldron, often dyeing the leather grip of his weapon the same colour. Trupp are organised by weapon type and there are four distinct squads: hammers (näven), axes (talongen), spears (törne) and crossbows (huggtand).


All dwarves begin their fighting years in a huggtand. It is only after they have survived a decade’s worth of engagements that they can request to join a näven-trupp, törne-trupp or talongen-trupp.


KULL


Each citadel has two Hertig, one for the north and one for the south.4 They are entrusted to look after the safety of the halls in their region, patrol the surrounding caves, and set guards at every gate and entrance. The Hertig are the highest-ranking nobles below the king, and each has a number of Kull who swear oaths of loyalty to him. In small citadels Kull might only be two or three in number. A Kull is responsible for leading an Århundrade. His official title is Stor-striden, but it is easier to shout ‘Kull’ on the battlefield. Given the choice between a military rank and one of birth, dwarves inevitably choose to address a leader by his title. Dwarves are a traditional lot, and given to fawning over their ‘betters’. A career soldier who somehow rises to lead an Århundrade without noble blood will be addressed as Stor-striden, just to remind him of his low birth.5 It would be better for all if this particular dwarf tradition were to fall off a mountain.6


STRIDEN-DIRIGENT


The Striden-dirigent is appointed by the Kull and commands nineteen dwarves, together forming a trupp. The dirigent is a full-time member of the citadel army and his sole responsibility is the training, upkeep and welfare of his men. All dirigent are expected to be masters of hammer, axe, crossbow and spear.


Some dirigent choose to divide the trupp into two more manageable parts called sektions. This is more useful if the trupp has been entrusted to defend a large area, or needs to send word to another part of the citadel. This smaller unit of soldiers are led by a Sektion-dirigent, who will be a trusted veteran of the trupp.


HOJTA-DIRIGENT


The Hojta-dirigent, often just ‘Hojta’ or simply ‘Hoj’, is a rank above Striden-dirigent but below the command rank of Stridenvaldr. The Hoj is responsible first and foremost for the discipline of the Århundrade. It is for this reason a Hoj will have the loudest voice and be implacable and intimidating in equal measure. The Hoj, while not liked, is respected. He ensures the Striden-dirigent are performing their tasks properly, but also serves as an intermediary to the command ranks. The Hoj is perhaps the most difficult role in the Århundrade, attracting a particular type of hoary and stern-faced dwarf.


STRIDENVALDR


There are two or three Stridenvaldr attached to every Århundrade. They assist the Kull in leading the company and maintaining discipline. They are often sent to relay orders and restore flagging morale. A trupp can be led by a Stridenvaldr if the mission requires it, although this is generally avoided. These officers are appointed by the Kull from candidates put forward by the Ragnvaldr,7 often descended from families with long and glorious histories. Stridenvaldr are traditionally accompanied by two bodyguards that are not officially part of the Århundrade; their priority is to keep the Stridenvaldr alive and out of enemy hands.8 These bodyguards can’t be trusted to do anything else and are essentially thugs in the service of nobles’ sons, rather than actual soldiers.


FÖRBINDA


Each trupp will have a nominated Förbinda, who will be the dvergiir most skilled in the healing arts. The Förbinda is expected to fight and carry out all the duties of his kin, but should any fall his priority changes. The wounded are pulled to the back of the formation, where the Förbinda will try to stem any bleeding. Sometimes the Förbinda’s duty is to make the last moments of a dwarf comfortable ones.9


KULLTRUPP


The kulltrupp is a small unit, typically just five dwarves, but sometimes as many as ten depending on the ego of the Kull leading it. Two of these dvergiir will be adjutants, these dwarves are often waiting the opportunity to become Stridenvaldr, but some are veteran Striden-dirigent. One dvergiir will serve as the Århundrade standard bearer. Note: standards are only taken to battles above ground. They serve no use at all in tunnel fighting. Another dwarf in the kulltrupp will act as Förbinda, just as in a regular trupp. Nervous officers often have two Förbinda in their trupp, which is a waste of their talents, but such are the traditions of our glorious leaders.


BATTLEFIELD PROMOTION


A Stridenvaldr can assume command of the Århundrade if the Kull is lost in battle. The Kull will make provision for death and appoint one of his officers, the most able leader among the Stridenvaldr, as ‘Första’. The Första will have been entrusted with the battle plan (although if the Kull is dead it can be assumed that the plan, such as it was, has been abandoned). It’s a quirk of dwarf society that Stridenvaldr don’t seem to be very competent at fighting. They are very good at standing around and telling other dvergiir what to do, which is exactly what we need more of.10


STORVALDR


A Storvaldr only takes to the field of battle (or the tunnels of war; let us remember that much of our fighting is done below ground) in the gravest of circumstances.11 A Storvaldr has his own trupp, comprising of an honour guard of his oldest veterans and friends. Usually the stor-trupp is only ten strong, and the Storvaldr will commandeer ten more dwarves from among the Århundrade. This is not ideal, and takes the most skilled soldiers from their trupp when their dirigent needs them most. Should a commandeered dwarf survive the engagement, he will return to his trupp with much honour. In time he may be called on again, and may even become a regular member of the stor-trupp.
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