@FEORL

Welcome to Chzldren af Earl, an unofficial fan
expansion, developed by A Long-extended Party
(ALeP).

This expansion explores the vast country of Rohan.
Three original scenarios take the players on a journey
from Anorien, through the Eastfold, to the town of
Aldburg.

Component Overview
Children of Eorl expansion includes 196 cards,
consisting of:

* 9 Rules Cards * 126 Encounter Cards
* 4 Hero Cards * 8 Quest Cards
* 48 Player Cards  « 1 Contract Card

Web Resources

You can check for any updates from A Long-extended
Party at www.alongextendedparty.com.

‘You can build decks and track your plays of these
scenarios and others online through RingsDB at
www.ringsdb.com.

For general rules and definitions of common game
terms, visit the Quest Companion at bit.ly/2MKkak9.
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Expansion Symbol

The cards in the Children of Eorl expansion can be
identified by this symbol before each card’s collector

number.

Rules & New Terms

Devoted

The Devoted keyword appears on some player cards in
this cycle. While each hero you control shares at least
one trait with an ally with the Devoted keyword, that
ally does not require a resource match. The trait that is
shared does not need to be the same for each hero.

For example, an ally with the Devoted keyword and the
Gondor and Scout traits may be played without a
resource match if all of your heroes have the Gondor
trait, all of your heroes have the Scout trait, or some of
your heroes have the Gondor trait and the remainder
have the Scout trait.
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Vast

The Vast keyword appears on some locations in this
cycle, and represents the large distances the players
must travel when journeying from place to place within
Rohan. Each location with the Vast keyword is
considered to be a “vast location”, with the following
additional text:

Travel: Each player must either exhaust a Mount
attachment or a hero they control.

and

Response: After placing progress on this location from
questing successfully (even if this location is explored),
place an additional progress on any vast location for
each Mount attachment the players control.

Ambush at Erelas
Difficulty level = 5

The funeral in Lossarnach had been a somber affair.
Within the confines of a family mausoleum, surrounded
by kin and the vassals of her departed father, Morwen
Steelsheen had not wept. She was a queen, stoic and
tall, of the blood of Niimenor. She remained by the tomb
seven days and seven nights, a black gown and belt of
white chrysanthemum her only adornments.
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In the absence of her husband Thengel, King of Rohan,
Morwen was guarded at all times by several
companions — heroes, chosen from among the mighty
and the wise as her honor guard. The last was a noble
of Rohan, a man called Galmod, who had been her
close friend and advocate in court since her arrival
many years ago.

When her vigil had ended and the last of the mourners
departed, only then did Morwen Steelsheen allow a
pang of sadness to cross her face.Then she kissed the
cold, white stone of her father’s sarcophagus,
straightened herself, and emerged into the chill of an
autumn morning. The honor guard followed close
behind, joined by a column of Galmod’s mounted
Rohirrim.

1t was this band which ventured from the Vale of
Flowers toward the borders of Rohan, where Morwen'’s
king — and kingdom — awaited. “You must be pleased to
return home, my lady,” said one of the heroes.

“Home,” said the queen. “I dare not linger on the
thought. In my years I have dwelt on the shores of
Belfalas and the green valleys of Lossarnach, yet now
when I think of home I think only of the tapestries
hanging in Meduseld. Of warm mead and kindly kin. Of
Rohan, of the tribe of horse-lords which have so well
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adopted me.’

“Rohan has been a good home to many,” said Galmod.
“Though not to all.” A raven passed overhead, dark
and silent as it disappeared into a plume of mist
pouring from Mindolluin and the great White
Mountains beyond.

The group stayed an evening in the great city of Minas
Tirith, where the aging steward feasted Morwen and
her companions. In the morning they continued on, but
they had not yet traveled a league before they were
hailed by a lone rider on the road.

“My queen,” said the rider, lowering his hood.

“Thorongil,” said Morwen, embracing him. “Long has
it been since you graced our halls at Edoras.”

“I come with ill news,” he told her.

“What have you seen, ranger?” asked Galmod. “Orcs
come down from the mountains?”

“Aye, orcs and strange men.’

“Phaw,” said Galmod. “Foolish warnings from foolish
wanderers. The queen has men enough to ward off mere

ruffians.
“I thank you for the warning, master ranger.”” Morwen
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bowed in her saddle.

“I must away,” said Thorongil. “Heed my words,” he
added, looking upon Galmod. The ranger spurred his
horse and continued at a trot toward the white city of
Minas Tirith.

Days later, the party had finally rounded the bend in a
long road and now journeyed with the Driiadan Forest
at their left shoulder. Before them stretched the broad,
grassy lands of Andrien.

One of the heroes gripped the bow slung across the
horn of her saddle. “Thorongil’s warning perplexes me.
We should shelter in the encampment at Erelas for the
night.”

“My men shall scout ahead,” said Galmod. He
signalled one of his captains, and the Rohirrim set off
toward the bald green hill of Erelas and the
encampment in its shadow. Galmod remained behind.
He tugged at his hauberk and clenched the pommel of
his sword. “My queen,” he said, but he soon fell silent.

As the day wore into evening, one of the heroes
frowned. “Your scouts have not returned, Galmod.”

“Indeed,” said the noble. ““Something must have
delayed them in Erelas. It is not far now.”
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The settlement was oddly quiet. The heroes caught the
flicker of a torch, a manlike shape loping into the
shadow of a barn and disappearing. “Something’s not
right,” said Morwen.

As she spoke a dark bird swept over the crossroads,
soaring high, streaking through the moonlight and
descending in an arc. But it was not a bird. It was an
arrow, one of many, darkening the air.

“The queen!” cried Galmod. “Protect the queen!” He
wheeled his horse, blade high and flashing as the flock
of arrows came, followed by voices, howling in a
strange tongue the words for blood and gold and fire.

“Ambush at Erelas” is played with an encounter deck
built with all the cards from the following encounter
sets: Ambush at Erelas, Rohan Weather, and Rohan
Encampment. These sets are indicated by the following
icons:
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ILoot Piles

“Ambush at Erelas” sees the players set upon by
brigands looting their valuable supplies and resources.
Some cards and abilities refer to an enemy’s or
objective’s loot pile. A loot pile is a faceup pile of
player cards placed next to that enemy or objective.
Cards in a loot pile are considered blank, except for
their cost, sphere, and card type. Note that an enemy or
objective with 0 cards in its loot pile still has a loot
pile.

Looter X

Looter is a new keyword that appears on enemies in this
quest. After you engage an enemy with the Looter
keyword, place a random card from your hand and the
top X cards of your deck into that enemy’s loot pile.
This is done every time an enemy with the Looter
keyword engages a player, even if there are already
cards in that enemy’s loot pile.
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DO NOT READ
THE FOLLOWING UNTIL THE
HEROES HAVE WON THIS QUEST.

As the brigand ringleader fell to his knees, the enemy
host scattered into the hills. “Scum!” cried Galmod,
wild-eyed and panting.

Queen Morwen knelt before the captured enemy. “What
wickedness brings you to this place?” she asked.

The ringleader smirked. He muttered something.

“He speaks the tongue of Dunland,” said one of the
heroes. “Dunlendings this far east? Surely they would
have been spotted.”

“He curses us!” said Galmod. “The cur besmirches the
very name of Queen Morwen.”

“No, ” said one of the heroes. “I can almost make it out.
He’s saying-"

Then Galmod unsheathed his dagger and flew with a
frantic brutality onto the Dunlending, plunging his
blade into the prisoner’s heart.

“Galmod!” The heroes dragged away the furious
nobleman, his limbs flailing wildly.

Page 9/18
S
\:




The brigand fell into the dirt, his face stained with a
look of pain and disappointment.

“He wasn't cursing us,” said the hero. “Galmod, he
was taunting us. He was telling us where they plan to
strike next.”

“Not strike, ” said another. “Struck.”

There need be no more words. Morwen stood, her face
mottled with ash and blood and soil. She looked to the
hilltop in the distance and saw the dark shapes of men
working furtively, half-masked by the haze of night.
“Erelas,” she said. “The beacon. They 've captured the
beacon.”

The Battle for the Beacon
Difficulty level =7

Racing toward the hill of Erelas, the heroes felt a surge
of fear. The beacon atop the hill had been guarded by
only a token force, hardly enough to handle a surprise
attack like this. What had long stood as a signal of
peace and safety was now crawling with Dunlendings.

Soon the heroes had left behind the encampment and
began the arduous climb up the hill. Here and there the
hill was girdled by a narrow stair carved in stone, but
elsewhere the pathway had fallen into disrepair, and
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the masonry gave way to bare slate and slick moss. The
heroes and their companions climbed chiefly in silence.

“What could they want with the beacon?” mumbled
Galmod, his back hunched as he climbed a rocky slope
toward the beacon.

“Nothing good, " said one of the heroes. “It is used as a
signal between Minas Tirith and Andrien. While it is
captured, any call for aid or warning of attack would be
long-delayed.”

By the time they arrived at the edge of the beacon’s
platform, the heroes could overhear their enemies
conversing brokenly in the language of the Rohirrim.

One of the heroes raised her head to peer into the
darkness over a crumbling balustrade. A crew of
scowling Dunlendings were addressing a Rohirrim
rider wearing a helm with a white plume. The Rohirrim
kept one hand on the pommel of his blade. “You are
late,” he said.

“Trouble in the camp below,” said one of the
Dunlendings.

“You straw-heads put up a fight,” said another.
“And you dealt with them?” said the Rohirrim.

“Dead.”
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“Have you brought the payment?” The Rohirrim
extended his hand, and one of the Dunlendings
begrudgingly clapped a purse of coins into it. “Then the
beacon is yours.” He tossed the pouch into the air and
caught it in one hand.

Signalling a cadre of his fellow warriors, the rider
strolled past the Dunlendings. “Make it look
convincing,” he said.

“Treachery among the ranks,” whispered the hero.

“They shall pay with their lives for turning against kith
and king,” said Galmod. “May the blood of Eorl rebel
against their very veins. Let us take the hill and light

this valley with the death-pyres of traitors.

“Calm, Galmod.” One of the heroes notched an arrow.
“It is more important to hold the beacon than to seek
revenge.”

“Then prepare yourselves,” said Galmod, drawing his
sword. “For true queen and honored kin. For the sons
and daughters of Rohan!”
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“The Battle for the Beacon” is played with an
encounter deck built with all the cards from the
following encounter sets: The Battle for the Beacon,
Dunlending Warriors, and Faithless Rohirrim. These
sets are indicated by the following icons:

DO NOT READ
THE FOLLOWING UNTIL THE
HEROES HAVE WON THIS QUEST.

After hours of bloody fighting, the sun rose above the
bald hill of Erelas. There, joined at last by Galmod’s
scouts, the heroes took stock of the battlefield.

“There were traitor Rohirrim among this group,” said
one of the heroes.
“But how could they betray their kingdom?” asked

another. “And to what end?”’

“There is a conspiracy afoot,” said Queen Morwen.
“Though how vast the net and how many of us shall be
ensnared, I cannot guess.”
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Galmod nudged the body of one of the slain enemies
with the tip of his boot. “This one wears an odd sigil. A
white horse on a field of red.” His hands grasped the
enemy'’s cape and tore it from the traitor’s shoulders.
He began to fold it. “This is not over,” he said.

“Rogues,” said Morwen. ““We must return to Edoras
atonce.”

At this, one of Galmod'’s riders spoke up. “This brings
the reason for our delay, my queen. On our scouting,
we intercepted a messenger from Aldburg. He brought
word that an orc-host has crossed the Anduin and
begun raiding in the Eastfold.”

“Just as Thorongil warned,” sneered Galmod.
“Perhaps the ranger bore some wisdom after all.”

“Then we must make haste to Aldburg,” said Morwen.
“For our wick is now burning from both ends. If we
cannot beat back these raiders, I fear we will crumble
from within.”
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The Horse Lord's Ire
Difficulty level =7

Riding north from Erelas, the heroes crossed the Great
West Road into a grassy sea of hills and grazing
pasture. The Eastfold looked just as it did in the
tapestries of Edoras and the Books of Kings: pleasant,
pastoral, and vast. The riders bent their heads into the
wind and urged their steeds onward, for they had
received word from Galmod’s scouts that an orc-host
had crossed the Anduin and begun marching toward the
city of Aldburg. Worse yet, they seemed to be raiding
horse farms on the way, strengthening their numbers
with heavy war horses and butchering those who stood
in their path.

“I grow concerned,” said one of the heroes. “Orcs
assault the countryside just as wild-men strike at the
border.”

“Aye,” said another. “The realm of the horse-lords is
caught between the forge and the fire.”

“We shall seek aid at Aldburg, " said Queen Morwen.
“Eomund is the Marshal there. He is young and brash,
but valiant. He will surely supply us with aid.”

“We may not have time,” called one of the heroes.
“Look ahead!” He pointed toward a pillar of smoke
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twisting in the distance.

“That smoke may be from the kingly stables of Thengel
himself,” said Galmod. “Woe to any orc who would
desecrate the descendants of the Mearas with rotten
whip or rusted spur.”

Cresting a bald green hill, the heroes came upon a
small orcish raiding party, its members tugging at the
reins of two great horses. Turning to witness the
clamor, one of the orcs shouted to the others — “Go get
Thruk!” he bellowed. “Thruk’ll spike ‘em dead!”

“We must have caught them on their way back to the
main force,” said Morwen.

The captured horses were gorgeous, saddled for war,
bodies strong and elegant in the light of morning.

“Flinthoof! Brightmane!” called Galmod. “The king’s
own horses. But where is their liege, Felardf the
Mighty?”

The orc hefted his mass onto the stallion called
Flinthoof. Brightmane, wild-eyed and bucking, jerked
away from the orc and galloped for the hills.

“Let us rout them,” said one of the heroes. “For the
blood of horses! For the horses of kings!” They
gathered their weapons and prepared to charge. Down
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the hills and over the orcs they rode, coursing across
the sunlit fields, to battle.

“The Horse Lord’s Ire” is played with an encounter
deck built with all the cards from the following
encounter sets: The Horse Lord’s Ire, Orc-Host, and
Rohan Lands. These sets are indicated by the following
icons:

DO NOT READ

THE FOLLOWING UNTIL THE
HEROES HAVE WON THIS QUEST.

The heroes made their final charge against the orcs,
their steeds mighty and noble and valorous, trampling
their former captors. Shattered and broken, the orcish
mob fled east, and soon they were driven from sight.

“This is not the last we will see of that loathsome

band,” said Galmod. “We should press onward.”

“Not alone,” said Queen Morwen. “Not without the

might of Rohan at our backs. We must ride to the city of

Aldburg. There we can warn Eomund. He is Marshal of
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the East-mark, advised by the wise and patient
Ealdwulf. Together they will bring their forces to bear
against the horde. Perhaps then we can uncover the
truth behind the traitors who surrendered the beacon at
Erelas. The sigil of the red field and white stallion.”

The heroes and their companions were greeted well in
Aldburg, where they feasted and slept for the first time
in what felt like years. It was there they met Ealdwulf,
one of the most powerful nobles in Rohan and chief
advisor to the young Marshal Eomund.

“Your warnings are dire,” said Ealdwulf, sipping wine
from a golden goblet. The fire crackled in his feasting-
hall as the heroes and their companions conferred.
“And they are appreciated. The Marshal will hear of
this immediately, and my éored will ride at first dawn to
the Anduin. They will not rest until they have avenged
the sullying of our land. It is this other matter which
concerns me,” he said. “Traitors amongst us. I have
some thoughts on the matter, for the white horse on a
red field is no strange symbol to the men of Aldburg.
But for tonight, let us take stock and consider our
options. In the morning, I shall tell you all I know.”

To be continued in “The Aldburg Plot” the first
Adventure Pack in the “Oaths of the Rohirrim”
cycle.
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