
Difficulty Level = 5
The heroes were bound hand and foot inside a wood lodge of 
the Dunlendings. Outside they could hear the warriors of the 
Boar Clan celebrating their victory, when a large Dunlending 
entered. It was the leader of the war-party that assaulted 
them, and the same Wild Man who ordered them taken 
prisoner. He approached the heroes until he stood towering 
over them.

The war-chief stared intently at the heroes, holding the 
totemic amulet taken from their baggage. “I am Turch, 
chieftain of the Boar Clan. Every ten years, an amulet like 
this is given to a youth of great promise,” he began. “The gift 
marks the height of his manhood and signals his worthiness to 
undertake the three trials.”

His eyes grew distant, and for a moment sadness washed over 
his stern face. Then, with a deep breath he hardened his face 
and continued, “This amulet was given to my son.”

At that moment, an elder Dunlending man wearing ritual 
boarskins and the bones of his totem animal entered. “You 
would reveal our secrets to these strangers?” He asked in a 
sharp voice, indicating the heroes with a sweep of his arm. 
“They are not Boars!”

The chief glared at the druid, “I am the chief of this tribe! I 
will speak what I like.” 

The old man fell silent and bowed his head. When the chief 
returned his attention to the heroes, he held up the amulet 
in his weathered hand and resumed his story, “Whoever 
succeeds at these trials will recover the Antlered Crown and 
unite our people. My son journeyed into the forest near the 
mountains to attempt the trials several years ago. He never 
returned.” The chief ’s eyes were haunted when he met the 
heroes’ gaze. “No other youth showed such promise, and none 
of his peers dared to take his place. To my shame, the Boar 
Clan has no champions to undertake the trials when the moon 
grows full this night.”

Once again, the old man interrupted, shaking his fist towards 
the chief. “These strangers wear the trappings of our 
enemies! We dare not trust them!”

The chief held up a hand to silence the wise man and kept his 
gaze on the heroes.  “I see now that my son was slain by the 
Orcs you encountered,” he said. “It is good that Saruman 
sent you to deal with them.” Then, scratching his beard 
thoughtfully, he spoke to himself, “The friendship of Isengard 
in addition to the Antlered Crown would force the other clans 
to recognize the leadership of the Boar Clan.” 
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He seemed to ponder that idea a moment. Then, turning his 
attention back to the heroes, he spoke to them, “You avenged 
my son by dealing with the Orcs that killed him, and you 
fought well when we ambushed you. I believe that my son’s 
spirit is with you.”

The chief looked down at the amulet one last time before 
reaching forward to offer it to the heroes. “If you remain here, 
my people will demand your death. Instead, it is my wish that 
you take the trials in my son’s place and retrieve the Antlered 
Crown. If you do this, you will be spared and free to continue 
the Wizard’s errand.”

Before the heroes could reply, the old druid pounded his staff 
on the ground and shook it violently. “You cannot do this! 
They are not Boars! They cannot undertake the trials!”

“Consult the bones,” ordered the chief as he rose to his feet 
and towered over the old man. “Let the Boar spirit decide.”

The old druid reached inside his boarskins and reluctantly 
brought out a small purse. He opened the pouch to let the 
small bones inside it spill onto the ground, then he bent to his 
knees and lowered his face to inspect them closely. 

After a tense minute of silence, the old man grunted, and 
rising slowly to his feet he spoke slowly, “The strangers may 
undertake the trials.”

“The bones have spoken,” spoke the chief. “It is decided then: 
You will undertake the trials to recover the Antlered Crown 
for the Boar Clan. Success will grant you and your master our 
friendship. Failure will grant you death.”

“The Three Trials” is played with an encounter deck built with 
all the cards from the following encounter sets: The Three 
Trials and Ancient Forest. (Ancient Forest can be found in 
The Voice of Isengard deluxe expansion to The Lord of the 
Rings: The Card Game.)
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Secrecy X|Keyujord
j Secrecy is a keyword on some player cards. Secrecy lowers the
f cost to play the card by the specified value, provided the threat

of the player who is playing the card is 20 or below. Secrecy
only applies when the card is played from hand, and never
modifies the printed cost of the card.
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The “Current rial”m
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Upon your return to the village of the Boars, you present the
Antlered Crown to their chieftain, who accepts it with a wide
grin. “ You have done well,” he says holding his prize high to the j
wild cheers of his clan.

I- The three stage 2 quests in this scenario (The Trial of Strength,
The Trial of Perseverance, and The Trial of Intuition) represent
three different trials that the heroes must complete in order to
reach stage 3. The current stage 2 quest is referred to as the
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“ current trial” . Each trial has a different Key objective that must After ordering a celebration, chief Turch explains the
be claimed, which is chosen randomly during each stage 2A’s
when revealed” effect. The Key objective that is chosen during

each stage is referred to as “ the current trial’s Key objective".
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significance of the Antlered Crown to you, “ This crown belonged
to our king when we ruled the rich lands east of the river lsen.
When the straw-heads drove us into these hills, our king died. We
might have yet recovered our lands, but his three sons squabbled
over who was best suited to lead and the argument divided us
into three clans: Boar, Wolf, and Raven.
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g! Each stage 2B says “ When the players control the current
trial’s Key objective...” The “ current trial’s Key objective” is the ff

; one that was chosen during the “ when revealed” effect of that
quest’s stage 2A. “ Theirfight nearly drove us to war with each other, but a wise

shaman took the Antlered Crown and hid it in the woods where
you found it and placed a curse on it. He told the three brothers
that the one who was brave enough to retrieve the crown would
be the one to lead ourpeopie, but none were~successful. The
spirits that guarded it were too strong.”

Then with a surprisingly friendly smile and a clap on your
back, the chief continues, “ Yet where others failed, you have
succeeded. And now the other clans must accept the rule of the
Boar.”
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A: m For example: David is playing The Three Trials and
has just revealed stage 2A: “ The Trial of Strength.’’
It reads: “ When Revealed: Randomly choose 1 of
the remaining set aside Guardian enemies and 1 of
the remaining set aside Barrow locations, reveal
them, and add them to the staging area. Find the
set aside Key objective that shares a Trait with the
just revealed Guardian enemy and attach it to that
enemy.” David randomly chooses Wolfs Guardian
and Stone Barrow, revealing them and adding them
to the staging area. He then finds the set aside Key
objective that shares a Trait with Wolf ’s Guardian -
Key of the Wolf - and attaches it to Wolf ’s Guardian.
Key of the Wolf is the current trial’s Key objective.
Once David claims Key of the Wolf he will proceed
to the next trial, or advance to stage 3 if he has
completed all three trials.
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At the celebration feast, chief Turch makes you honored members
of the Boar Clan and returns your possessions to you. Last of all
he returns Saruman s gold. As he hands you the purse, he holds
your hand and says, “ We are grateful to you and your master
for your aid. We will make sure that you reach Tharbad safely to 1
continue the Wizard’s quest.’’

The story continues in “ Trouble in Tharbad,” the third Adventure
Pack in “ The Ring-maker" cycle.
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T Hawk watched them silently for some time while she
waited for just the right time to strike. Ashleigh was
bound and gagged, as though she’d been crying out.
The men wore simple, torn cloths and leathers. They
were armed with daggers, spears and blades, likely
stolen from the guards or smiths in town. “ We hi wait
a few days,” one said while they prepared to set up
camp, “ Then ransom ‘er off at a good price.” A cold

x he autumn sky was just beginning to darken
as the Ranger s keen eyes picked up a sign of
the missing girl’s passing. It was a piece of

stiff wooden fibre, which she plucked from the muddy
ground outside Cheiwood’s northern edge. To most,
it would seem inconsequential, but the Ranger knew
better. She recognized the weave from Ashleigh’s
basket. The missing girl was bright, happy and
simple; her favorite pastime was picking berries along fury rose within the Ranger, and she could stand to
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mm§ £.-ISwatch no longer There was a crack of thunder above,
and rain came swiftly after.

the edge of the woods. The trail was still fresh.7ms sirmm •is '7 I;

With skill drawn from decades of experience, the
Ranger tracked many footprints heading north -
farther north than the missing girl had ever dared
travel. The many tracks only confirmed what she
had already concluded. Ashleigh was traveling with
company, whether by choice or by captivity. Ashleigh Is but Hawk had taken them unaware, and had years of
mother had feared the same when she approached
the Ranger on the road leading out of Archet just a
few hours before. The simple folk of Archet knew
little of her motivations and less of her origins, and
only called her “ Hawk” for her unnaturally keen
senses and grim visage. Rumour was that Hawk had
no home, and cared little for company. Though not
strictly false, rumours had a habit of exaggeration.
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The din of the rain drowned out the sound of her
advance. She slew the two men in the rearguard before
they knew she was upon them. Their cries of pain
warned the rest of the bandit company of trouble,
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experience with her blade. By the time the rest drew
their weapons and turned to face her, the battle was
already near its end. “ Kill her!” one yelled, and they
came at her all at once, attempting to surround anct
overtake her.
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to fight in the rain and slippery mud. The Ranger,
however, was well acclimated to fighting in harsh
weather. With cold precision she parried each of their
blows and struck them back in turn, the sound of
whistling steel and snaps of thunder filling the evening
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88 Hawk ventured north for several more hours with
great haste. Her quarry’s tracks were occasionally
broken by dry, rough terrain, and she often found
herself guided by her intuition alone. She knew these
lands better than any who called it their home. The
clouds above began to gather as she finally reached
the Weather Hills, and the Ranger started to move
quietly and slowly, guessing that they would be setting direction of the man’s flight, the Ranger untied
camp for the night close by. As it often was, her hunch Ashleigh, took off her cloak and wrapped it around

the young girl to protect her from the cold rain.
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m All but one fell by her hand, the last dropping his

weapon and fleeing for his life. After noting the
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was correct.ajj
"H-hawk? " Ashleigh asked in a trembling voice,
scared both from her ordeal and of the Ranger who’d
saved her, having been told many times to stay away
from the wandering folk.

i * Ashleigh’s captors were men, probably bandits who
made their living terrorizing the people of Bree-land.
Ashleigh’s mother must have known something of
these bandits before asking the Ranger for help. The
people of Archet tended to stay away from her kind out
of fear and mistrust. They were unaware of the long
lineage of the Diinedain and their tireless vigilance in
defense of the region. She must have been desperate to cheek and smiled warmly “ Come now, your mother is

worried.” After a long moment, the girl smiled back.
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“ My real name is Idraen,” the ranger replied, giving
her real name for the first time, “ and lam not here to
harm you.” She brushed a bit of mud off of Ashleigh’sP i

m
turn to a Ranger for help. i : v'
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