
Roar of the Dragon: The Battle for Ronel

Scenario #1: Incoming Fire
The world of Ronel is close to Ozawa, capital of Prefecture III. Duke Sandoval’s forces cannot lose this strategic position if they are 

to prevail over the resurgent “Snakes.” Its rich mineral resources, though encased in an atmosphere tainted by biological weapons 

unleashed centuries ago, are also valuable for fueling the wartime industries of both factions. For these reasons, as well as the 

creation of a suitable buffer zone around Ozawa, the Dragon’s Fury launches its assault. 

Captain Santiago Padilla
Ronel Planetary Defense Headquarters

Lenor, Ronel

Prefecture IV, The Republic

The moment he saw the holographic 

projection, spinning lazily in the 

darkened briefi ng room of the

command center, Captain Santiago 

Padilla knew with a chilling sense of 

certainty that this was no drill. Displayed in 

brilliant crimson, the icons of a hostile JumpShip 

and its inbound DropShips hung like menacing specters over the cool 

blue and gray orbs that orbited the bright, pale-yellow orb of Ronel’s 

sun. At a normal, 1G burn, the trip from Ronel’s zenith jump point 

would take almost three weeks. But the positions of the icons in the 

projection and the numbers fl ashing by the holographic bogeys told 

him—and everyone else watching—that the situation was far from 

normal. First, the inbounds were burning in at 1.3Gs, equal to the 

planet’s natural gravity. Second, the attendant JumpShip, having 

found a convenient “pirate point” on the planet’s elliptical plane, was 

far closer than the zenith jump point. Both facts communicated very 

clearly the reason Padilla had been called.

The balloon’s going up, Padilla thought. As if the realization required 

confi rmation, the Colonel spoke up.

“There it is, Ghosts,” Colonel Wayne Duvall said, his gravelly voice 

piercing the silence without preamble. “Given the classifi cations, 

formations, and vector of the bogeys, intel believes our new friends 

are none other than the Snakes. We calculate two to four ’Mechs 

among their number—unless their rides are fi tted for heavy armor 

instead. Either way, it spells serious trouble, and the cavalry’s still 

some time out. Lights!”

As the chamber fl uorescents came up, Padilla blinked away the 

negative after-images and saw a room fi lled with enough combat 

fatigues to be a jungle unto itself. Duvall went on, his voice addressing 

the gathered warriors of the Ghost Legion. But Padilla saw his eyes 

were fi xed on him, the highest-ranking MechWarrior among the few 

on the planet.

“The Snakes’ fi rst objective, based on projections, will be Lenor itself. 

The invaders are likely to neutralize all planetary command, comms, 

and control assets fi rst, and deal with the other industriplexes later. 

We’re going to show them, however, that this rock won’t be such an 

easy prize. So while we rally, our fi rst welcoming party will have to 

send a strong message.”

Here it comes, Padilla thought, anticipating the request.

“It’s a dangerous mission, though, and there is a good chance whoever 

leads it won’t be coming back. Do I have a volunteer?” 

It was all Captain Padilla could do not to laugh, even as he rose to his 

feet. With a tone of self-assurance that he almost convinced himself 

was genuine, he smirked, saluted, and said, “I won’t even leave enough 

of them for you guys to break a sweat on, sir.”

Tai-i Abeda Maesho
Dragon’s Fury DropShip Tako
Attack Vector over Ronel

Prefecture IV, The Republic

Tai-i Abeda Maesho ground his teeth 

harder as he felt the world around 

him shudder from a mix of turbulence 

and weapon hits against the outer hull

of the DropShip. 

“Hai! ” he barked into his helmet microphone, loud enough to activate 

the transmitter. “Shuriken company is go; just keep this egg stable, 

will you? And give me status on the ground!”

The DropShip master sounded almost indignant when he replied, 

and Abeda knew why. Just weeks before, if anyone told him he would 

hold a company command rank, let alone lead an assault against the 

capital of another Republic world, he would likely have either suggested 

shock therapy or shot that person as a traitor. Today, however, is 

a different universe!

“The LZ is hot,” the DropShip mater said. “We detect mixed armor, 

presumed infantry, plus at least one BattleMech, classifi cation 

undetermined. Light air cover, engaging us, of course.”

As if to punctuate the last remark, Abeda felt another hard lurch. He 

glanced at his secondary monitor, taking in the bridge data feed, and 

watched the altimeter plummet toward zero. “What is the location of 

the ’Mech?” he asked the Drop master.

The reply came after a momentary pause. “Northwest quadrant, 

between target center and secondary LZ.”

He’s fi rst, then. Being the only ’Mech among the capital strike force, 

Abeda would be a magnet for the defenders, giving the rest of his 

force time to land with relatively light resistance. Once grounded, he 

would fi ght his way to that landing zone, theoretically cutting a swath 

through those between him and the main body, while sapping their 

strongest forces sent to deal with the ’Mech in their midst. Using him 

as a diversion had not been lost on Abeda when his superiors unveiled 

their plan, but though he’d agreed, he had no intention of dying just yet.

Even if this is my time, he told himself, there is no more honorable 

way to fall than against the best the enemy has to offer.

“Two thousand meters!” the DropShip master called out as the drop 

indicator fl ashed. “Bay doors open!”

Slapping the controls in his cockpit and charging the disposable drop 

pack affi xed to his ’Mech, Abeda knew with another violent lurch that 

he was free to march toward the yawning bay doors. All at once, his 

stomach felt queasy, but he forced the moment of fear and dread 

aside.

Giri before ninjo, he reminded himself as he marched to the exit, 

looking down at the city rushing toward him. Duty before heart. It 

is the Dragon’s Way.



Scenario #1: Incoming Fire 

Background
Using the city of Lenor itself as the proverbial wall for their backs, the defending Swordsworn forces of the Ghost Legion meet the invading 

Brotherhood regiment of the Dragon’s Fury outside the city limits of the planetary capital. The Dragon’s Fury are coming in hot, PPCs blazing.

Objective: Each player aims to defeat the other player, and gain or retain control of the city of Lenor, capital city of Ronel.

Battleforce Size: Two-player game; 300-point battleforces; three orders per turn.

Time Limit: 60 minutes

Rules Set: MechWarrior®: Dark Age

Preparing the Battlefield 

Players set up the terrain per the battlefi eld map. No additional terrain is placed. The Dragon’s Fury player is the fi rst player.

Special Rules
1) Before the scenario begins, the players determine who will play the Swordsworn and who will play Dragon’s Fury. This can be done either 

through a random die roll or player negotiation. Each player represents the same faction throughout all four battles in this campaign.

2) The Dragon’s Fury player uses the “Capitol City of Lenor” for victory condition 3 (see MW:DA rules, p. 31).

Victory Conditions: Score victory points per the standard rules.

Battlefield Map
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Roar of the Dragon: The Battle for Ronel

Scenario #2: Firing Lines
The Dragon’s Fury assault on Ronel began with a blitzkrieg on the capital city of Lenor, but neither side expected it to be the telling 

blow in the campaign. Ghost Legion analysis of the attackers’ tactics and gun-camera footage of their units quickly identifi ed them as 

elements of The Brotherhood, a young and relatively inexperienced regiment in the Fury. Their aggressive ploy at Lenor, however, proved 

that these boys could fi ght, but as battle raged to the rugged valley outside the city, the open fi eld became a crucible.

Captain Santiago Padilla
Lenor Valley
Xox, Ronel
Prefecture IV, The Republic

Missile and autocannon fi re converged 

on the hull of a speeding Condor, 

shooting through holes in armor to 

fi nd the hovertank’s explosive payload. 

A blinding, white-orange fl ash engulfed the 

vehicle, which tumbled end-over-end toward the 

hillock that might have provided cover only seconds 

before. Landing squarely on its back, the remains of the Brotherhood 

Condor erupted with a powerful secondary blast that briefl y illuminated 

the nearby rocks and twisted, black trees of Lenor Valley.

Captain Santiago Padilla gave the dying tank no further thought as his 

feet slammed on the pedals to coax more speed from his Firestarter. 

Ahead, his thermal sensors picked out several clusters of hostile 

infantry dug into makeshift foxholes too close to the northern fl ank of 

his formation. At a full run, his light BattleMech could hardly be ignored 

by the ground-pounders, and it was just that sort of recognition he 

wanted. Raising his ’Mech’s arms, Padilla quickly thumbed the fi ring 

studs once, and the night sky lit up momentarily with a fl ash from 

the twin heavy Flamers that replaced the Firestarter ’s hands.

The heat traces ahead reacted at once, but hardly as one. Some 

scurried back, panicked at the sight of the incendiary ’Mech charging 

toward them. Others seemed to meld into the ground. A few more 

daring—or suicidal—souls actually turned their weapons on him, 

and Padilla heard rather than felt the clatter of bullets bouncing off 

the ’Mech’s armored hide.

Coming to a thundering stop just shy of the foot troopers, Padilla 

slightly pivoted his Firestarter at the waist, extended one arm, and 

cut loose with the Flamers in one steady stream. His external mikes 

picked up more than a few terrifi ed, anguished cries, and he saw 

soldiers scatter beneath the onslaught, many as human torches, 

instinctively running even as fi re engulfed their uniforms.

It was a sight so horrifying, Padilla found he could not tear his eyes 

away—until he saw the fl ash of man-made lightning in the corner of

his eye.

The PPC transformed night into day with electric-blue clarity, and 

crossed the battlefi eld in the blink of an eye. Somewhere at one end, 

Padilla saw the tell-tale fl ash of a successful hit.

“Captain,” a voice on the verge of panic shouted in his ear, “Drac Panther 

in the south tree line! We’re taking fi re!”

Crudstunk! Padilla cursed. Keying his company command channel 

open, he barked his orders on instinct, trying not to betray a hint of 

fear to his command. “Phantom Lance, fall back a click and give me 

time to get there! Wraith Lance, advance to my current position, 

and watch for sloggers! Zombie Lance, form on me—the hunt is on!”

Tai-i Abeda Maesho
Lenor Valley
Xox, Ronel
Prefecture IV, The Republic

Abeda braced as the Scimitar Mk 

II fl ew across his path, its turret 

belching missile and autocannon fi re 

that raked at his Panther ’s leg and torso 

armor. 

“Baker One,” he barked into his throat mike, irritation bleeding into his 

voice, “where’d that Scim come from?”

“There’s been a break in our fl ank, sir,” barked Go-cho Dmitri Sorkin, 

commander of Abeda’s support section and the man who’d been 

personally assigned to keep any enemy elements from getting a fi x on 

his Panther before now. “We have plugged it, but I am afraid a pair of 

fast-movers got through.”

“Baka !” Abeda spat. His entire plan had hinged on keeping the enemy 

unaware of the exact location of his ’Mech, so that they would try to 

keep their defenses uniformly thin—allowing him to concentrate on a 

single point without it becoming the battle’s focus. The plan required 

him to make occasional forays to the front to keep the enemy guessing, 

but he had yet to select a point for the fatal thrust. Then that damnable 

Scimitar suddenly shot out from cover and tagged him.

Without another word, Adeba ignited his Panther ’s jump jets, 

channeled enough raw plasma through the exhaust ports to send 

his 35-ton BattleMech briefly into the air, and shot up and over 

the small outcropping behind which the Scimitar had vanished. 

As he’d feared, the hovercraft was in full retreat, racing for the 

rear of his front lines far faster than he could make his 

own machine run.

“Charlie Section!” he shouted into the tactical channel. “Enemy Scim 

on your six! Keep it occupied until I get there. Baker Section, support 

Charlie’s fi eld and keep those FedRats back! All units, converge on 

Baker’s position as soon as you can disengage.”

With those orders, Adeba realized the enemy had forced his hand, but 

there was little else to be done. Orders from up high called for a decisive 

victory at Lenor after the battle for the city itself. To do that, he merely 

needed to infl ict more casualties than he suffered. Thus, plowing ahead 

through the point where the enemy forced him to fi ght worked as well as 

any other idea. As he thundered forward, Adeba watched his crosshairs, 

now fi rmly planted over the lowlight-enhanced silhouette of the fl eeing 

Scimitar. The tank, too busy with the armor column before it, seemed 

unaware of his approach from behind—until the crosshairs fl ashed gold 

and Adeba pressed the fi ring stud.

As the bolt of azure energy leapt from the muzzle of his Panther’s 

extended arm, Adeba allowed himself only the grimmest of smiles,

but the smile quickly faded when his sensors picked up an incoming 

Firestarter —the same ’Mech he’d battled in the city itself.

“Welcome back, worthy adversary,” he muttered.



Scenario #2: Firing Lines 

Background
Successfully leading the Dragon’s Fury away from the city of Lenor, the Swordsworn now fi nd themselves nearly ambushed in the toxic

highlands of Ronel. Facing the hard-charging Brotherhood, the Ghost Legion must successfully extricate themselves without losing the 

precious ground they gained at Lenor.

Objective; Each player aims to defeat the other player.

Battleforce Size: Two-player game; 300-point battleforces; three orders per turn. The Swordsworn player must have at least one unit from 

the Swordsworn faction in his or her battleforce. The Dragon’s Fury player must have at least one unit from the Dragon’s Fury faction in his or 

her battleforce.

Time Limit: 60 minutes

Rules Set: MechWarrior®: Dark Age

Preparing the Battlefield 

Players set up the terrain per the battlefi eld map. No additional terrain is placed. The Dragon’s Fury player is the fi rst player.

Special Rules: None

Victory Conditions: Score victory points per the standard rules.

Battlefield Map
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Captain Santiago Padilla
Crater Bluff
Near Omar’s Vein, Ronel

Prefecture IV, The Republic

“What do you make of it, Santi?”

  Captain Santiago Padilla lowered the 

rangefi nder binoculars and turned to 

the tank commander who brought him 

to the edge of the rocky plateau nearly three 

kilometers away from Omar’s Vein, Ronel’s largest 

and oldest mining settlement. Already he had counted ten tanks and 

dozens of infantry within the sprawling complex—plus at least two 

MiningMechs—but he just knew there were more waiting below.

“Piece of cake,” he said with a grin.

“Are you sure you are not of the Clans, my friend?” asked Lisabet Wolf. 

“I know most ’Mech jocks are arrogant, but you’re just way over quota, 

don’t you think?”

“Says the tanker girl with Clan blood in her,” Padilla jibed. The banter 

was routine, as both warriors acknowledged their ties to a glorious 

past fi lled with fearless and legendary mercenary regiments whose 

names were known to all Great Houses in the Inner Sphere and 

beyond. Despite her ancestry, however, the willowy, blonde-haired 

Lisabet looked nothing like any Clanner Padilla had ever met.

Lisabet snorted as she continued to peer into the Brotherhood’s 

slapdash compound. “Those MiningMechs look like they’ve had 

some weapons slapped onto them. Machine guns, I’d guess.”

“Yeah,” Padilla said. He had noticed them as well. “But have you noticed 

they’re not moving, and nobody’s even giving them a wide berth in case 

they do? My hunch is they’re just scarecrows.”

“The armor sure as hell isn’t, though.”

“Mmm,” Padilla agreed. The tanks were defi nitely not unmanned craft. 

Neither were the foot troops. “I even spotted some battle armor down 

there. The Colonel’s right; the Snakes are dug in deep here.”

“Forcing us to go in and dig them out,” Lisabet said.

Padilla grinned again as Lisabet hung the rangefi nders back around 

her neck. Clearly curious, but not about to give him the satisfaction of 

asking what he was thinking, she waited until his resolve fi nally broke 

with a chuckle.

“Well,” he said fi nally, “the Colonel said we had to ‘neutralize’ them. 

We don’t necessarily have to dig them out.”

Catching on fast, Lisabet grinned back at him. “Omar-Hyrogi 

Enterprises won’t like you much after this one, Santi.”

Padilla gave the complex one last look and shook his head.

“Oh, I’m sure they won’t mind fi nding a little extra-refi ned metal in their 

mineshafts over the next few years.”

Tai-i Abeda Maesho
Omar’s Vein
Oxo, Ronel
Prefecture IV, The Republic

“All warriors, to your rides! This is 

not a drill!”

The voice booming over the PA system 

echoed throughout the winding caves that 

comprised the Brotherhood Regiment’s temporary 

headquarters, and set Tai-i Abeda Maesho running to the crude vehicle 

bay hastily fashioned from what once served as the mining company’s 

motor garage. There, his Panther stood at silent attention, a fi eld 

crane positioned at its feet ready to hoist him up to the pilot’s gantry. 

The seconds it took to ride the crane to the gantry, clamber into his 

cockpit, and enter the ’Mech’s voiceprint and code-phrase activation 

sequences passed in a blur, and even as the systems came to life, 

he keyed open his comm system to fi nd the tactical channel abuzz.

“Shuriken Company is go,” he spoke into the channel without waiting for 

a query.

“About time, Maesho,” a voice grumbled back instantly.

Kuso! Abeda inwardly cursed as the scolding tone of his commander, 

Tai-sa Peter Higoshima, came over the channel. The battalion 

commander always seemed to materialize whenever there was an 

opportunity to berate the junior offi cer. Since failing to take Lenor, 

Abeda had heard nothing but disparagement from Higoshima, even 

though the operation was clearly a ruse to keep the Ronel garrison 

forces from looking to other possible landing sites. No matter. It 

was a commander’s prerogative to abuse his subordinates.

“Gomen, Tai-sa,” he replied, apologizing and acknowledging Higoshima’s 

authority in one quick breath. “I will endeavor to respond more quickly 

in the future.”

“So ka?” Higoshima said, “Then get to the fi eld quickly. Go-cho Sorkin 

is already forming up his lance without you on the southern quad.”

“What is the situation, Tai-sa? ”

This time, the sound of weapons fi re fi ltered through the speakers, 

loud but muffl ed, before Higoshima came back. “FedRat troops are 

converging on our position from all sides,” he said. “They arrived 

minutes ago via suborbital drop. Shuriken Company has the south 

front.”

“Wakarimas, Tai-sa,” Abeda acknowledged. He trusted his on-board 

map more than his own eyes in navigating the rocky maze. Switching 

over to his company’s frequency, Abeda hailed Go-cho Sorkin, and 

was immediately rewarded with the fi ltered roar of missile fi re that 

drowned out any reply. “Say again, Baker One!” he shouted.

“I said look alive, sir!” Sorkin yelled. “We had two fast movers rush our 

position and they lobbed serious fi re on the entrance! Looks like you’re 

going to be digging your way out if you don’t hurry up!”

Roar of the Dragon: The Battle for Ronel

Scenario #3: Siege
Driven back from Lenor by the Swordsworn’s defense, and kept out by the arrival of fresh troops, the Brotherhood regiment was not 

about to give up the fi ght for Ronel so easily. Their secondary beach head, Omar’s Vein—the massive mining and refi ning complex on the 

Oxo continent—provides both an unassailable base of operations and a source for spare parts from left-behind civilian mining equipment.



Scenario #3: Siege 

Background
Digging in for a long fi ght, the Dragon’s Fury have taken over a series of mining complexes, including Omar-Hyrogi Mine 1 as their battlefi eld 

headquarters. The Swordsworn have used satellite and aerial reconnaissance to discover some of these sites and are now attempting to 

destroy or cripple them.

Objective
The Swordsworn player wins by destroying four buildings. The Dragon’s Fury player is trying to defend the structures that make up their 

battlefi eld headquarters. 
 
Battleforce Size: Two-player game; 300-point battleforces; three orders per turn. The Swordsworn player must have at least one unit 

from the Swordsworn faction in his or her battleforce. The Dragon’s Fury player must have at least one unit from the Dragon’s Fury faction 

in his or her battleforce.

Time Limit: 60 minutes

Rules Set: MechWarrior®: Dark Age

Preparing the Battlefield

Players set up the terrain per the battlefi eld map. No additional terrain is placed. The Swordsworn player is Player 2. 

Special Rules
1. The Swordsworn player can target the buildings as though they were opposing units, except that lines of fi re are drawn to an outside edge 

 of a target building.

2. Each building has a defense value of 21. Building Templates B5 are destroyed once they take 8 clicks of damage. Building Templates B6 are 

destroyed once they take 6 clicks of damage. Use counters to keep track of the number of clicks of damage a building has received.

3. Once a building is destroyed, it is considered hindering terrain for the remainder of the scenario. Use a counter to mark a building as 

destroyed.

Victory Conditions: The Swordsworn player wins the scenario if he destroys four of the buildings. Otherwise, the Dragon’s Fury player wins. 

Battlefield Map
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Captain Santiago Padilla
Omar’s Vein

Oxo, Ronel
Prefecture IV, The Republic

Captain Santiago Padilla had almost 

forgotten how claustrophobic he 

was until he had to squeeze his 

Firestarter into the cramped, rough-

hewn corridors of Omar’s Vein. Every 

appearance of battle-armored infantry 

and the occasional tank startled him, though 

in reflection he often wondered if the surprise was mutual. Either 

way, it hardly seemed to matter, as his light BattleMech either 

scattered the troopers or gave the tanks a reason for pause 

every time. The only trouble was, the constant action both frayed 

his nerves and nibbled away at the armor protecting his machine.

The one thing he could count on, however, was that he was safe from 

any imminent mine collapses while wandering about the crisscrossing 

maze. If there was one thing he’d learned from the past few days, 

it was that the tunnels were solid—a tribute to the engineers who 

opened them decades ago.

Small comfort, that, he bitterly told himself as he crawled 

along what his maps claimed to be one of the largest mine 

shafts. He kept his gait short and slow, swiveling his torso 

to cover every side passage along the way; he was long since 

resigned to the fact that the on -board sensors were useless

in the mines. Instead, his torso-mounted searchlights pierced 

the gloom, and he relied on his own senses to determine what 

was and wasn’t a threat.

The sudden appearance of a JESII missile tank sent another wave 

of alarm coursing through Padilla—amplifi ed when it launched a 

shower of missiles his way with a roar made even more deafening 

in the confi ned space. In seconds, the warheads were upon him, 

smashing armor away in hunks and hammering at the Firestarter’s 

internal mechanisms. Warning icons fl ashed as the left-arm weapons 

died along with the rest of the limb, but rather than give in to full-blown 

panic, Padilla twisted his Firestarter at the waist and unleashed 

everything he had left at the Dragon’s Fury tank. Lasers and 

superheated plasma poured into the armored vehicle, blazing into 

its snout and setting its turret racks ablaze.

Panicked or merely wise, the tank backed away. It launched a second 

wave of missiles despite its stricken condition, but the intense heat 

and smoke threw off its aim, and several missiles slammed into the 

rocks around Padilla.

Grinning savagely, Padilla lined up another strike and fi red. As the 

Jessie exploded under the second volley of lasers and fl ame, fi lling the 

corridor with fi re and debris, it occurred to him that there was still one 

Drac Panther unaccounted for down here.

Tai-i Abeda Maesho
Omar’s Vein
Oxo, Ronel
Prefecture IV, The Republic

Adeba pushed his Panther as 

hard as he could. Somewhere out 

there, the FedRat Firestarter pilot 

was lurking, and he knew this would 

be their f inal confrontation. Despite the 

constant jeering, his superiors would have to recognize Adeba 

this day.

“Go-cho Sorkin,” he snapped into his tactical channel, “report!”

“Able Troop One reported contact with one Ghost ’Mech in 

Segment Echo-One South two minutes ago, sir,” Sorkin said, his 

voice uncharacteristically tense. “The ’Mech is traveling alone.”

“Casualties?”

“I lost track. Possibly three armored squads and Baker Three. I am 

moving to engage.”

“Ie! ” Adeba shouted, more urgently than he intended. “Leave him to 

me!”

“You forget the rest of us must also obey our sense of giri, Tai-i,” 

Sorkin said with sudden coolness. “Get here when you can; I will hold 

the line as long as possible.”

Adeba wished he could ignite his jump jets and cut straight through to 

where the battle was raging, but the confi ning tunnels would not allow 

it. So he sprinted his ’Mech ever faster toward the main route, praying 

he would not be too late.

“Contact, South Main!” Sorkin shouted in alarm. “Firestarter ’Mech in 

Segment Echo-Three South. Baker One is engaging!”

The sounds of battle fi ltered both through his communicator and the 

tunnels ahead, urging Adeba on, but he already knew that Sorkin would 

never survive the assault. In the confi ning terrain, his JESII missile tank 

simply was no match for a Firestarter. 

“Kisuno! ” he yelled in rage, even as he rounded the corner and came 

upon the fi ery ruin. Ahead, he saw the blackened silhouette of a one-

armed Firestarter.

“Today is a good day to die, honorable opponent,” he growled as the 

’Mech advanced, “and die you shall!”

Mashing the trigger down, Adeba sent a brilliant arc of white-blue 

energy from his Panther’s PPC spearing into the Firestarter a mere 

instant before the enemy was upon him. As both ’Mechs tumbled in a 

tangle of mechanical arms and legs, one thought echoed in his mind. 

This day, I shall avenge more than my honor, Adeba silently vowed. 

Today, I shall avenge my men as well!

 

Roar of the Dragon: The Battle for Ronel

Scenario #4: Descent
The plan to collapse much of the mining settlement around the Dragon’s Fury thwarted, Captain Santiago Padilla quickly fell back 

and regrouped, trying to conceive a new plan to recapture the massive underground lair. But the clock was ticking, and more Fury 

reinforcements could arrive at any time to support their desperate comrades. With few options left, Padilla went for the most 

dangerous and direct plan—a quick, powerful strike at the heart of the mineshafts.



Scenario #4: Descent 

Background: Battling in the labyrinthine mine tunnels, Swordsworn and Dragon’s Fury forces fi ght for planetary dominance. 

Objective: The Swordsworn forces enter the mine to destroy the Dragon’s Fury forces. 

Battleforce Size: Two-player game; 300-point battleforces; three orders per turn.

Time Limit: 60 minutes

Rules Set: MechWarrior®: Dark Age

Preparing the Battlefield 

Players set up the terrain per the battlefi eld map. No additional terrain is placed. The Swordsworn player is the fi rst player. 

Special Rules
1) Jump jets special equipment cannot be used.

2) Terrain template W4 is shallow water special terrain.

Victory Conditions: Score victory points per the standard rules.

Battlefield Map
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