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FOREWORD

Hi! We are pleased to return with yet another portion of interest-
ing things. In the previous issue we introduced you to Greid — the
dwarf from the “Redeemers regiment” and the process of painting the
figurine. If you did not have the opportunity to see this material, you
should definitely download it from our website. Piotr Czajka did a
good, painting job and if you value climate in your hobby, the sto-

ryline should also suit your taste.

This time we would like to introduce you to the character of Marquise
from the “Guild of Assassins.” While designing this model, we intend-
ed to create a simple, yet interesting image of a masked assassin. Ev-
erything of course topped with a dose of mystery. A character hiding
in the shadows, striking quickly, efficiently and effectively. This is
what guided our talented painter, Maciej Banasik. With use of his
brushes he tried to recreate the dark atmosphere of the city and the

climate of night hunting.

Grab a drink, sit back and enjoy the story. Enjoy reading!



STORY

He was standing on the cornice, watching the forest of roofs and chimneys as the
smoke was drifting through the air like fog. He liked that view, it filled him with peace. The
last time he had been there was a few floors down, several levels lower in the social hierar-

chy and at least one in the food chain. Hungry, dirty and trampled by the world.

He remembered that place well, he had been standing near the exit to the market. As every
Wednesday he was supposed to go to Sylvia — one of the very few in whose eyes he was
more than just a snotty thief. She gave him what she failed to sell at the market and what
would eventually end up in trash sometime soon. It was better than going through the gar-
bage or stealing. At least no one would chop off his hands, he would not end up hanged on
the gallows or in the first row of “volunteer infantry” in the middle of nowhere, holding a

piece of rusted metal in his hand.

He remembered the crowd, people shouting and the armed troop. The one with the highest
rank stepped onto the platform and proclaimed the following... Some bullshit about the
fact that our brave country relentlessly refutes subsequent attacks of the merciless invader
and that the patriotic and civic duty is to pay tribute and honour to the “mother” and the
ones whose names were to be read would be conscripted into the army or the supplying
plants. Well, yes, either the army, a factory, or a field hospital. Different kind of torment
in each of them. Then he started to read out the names and surnames. In order to avoid the
“intervention,” he ordered to report promptly to the assembly points. There was a hubbub
and commotion, people were velling and shouting some insults. The longer they kept read-
ing, the greater the tension, struggle and turmoil. In the forest of hands, waving fists and
lights of iron he saw Her. One of the ilitary man was dragging her by the hand to the row,
she kept screaming and her mother was wailing. Since his parents died she was the only
person who gave him something for free and without hidden agendas. As if she had forgot-
ten the rules governing this world, as if she was brought up somewhere else, outside of this

place, away from those people. The image that he was looking at made his world even

smaller than it already was. As if it wanted to shut it in a box to which it had no chance of

fitting. He felt a rush of adrenaline. A stone flew through the crowd. The tormentor was be-
fuddled and Svlvia got lost in the sea of sympathetic hands. Yes, he had a good eye, like no
one else, but he knew he was screwed. He took advantage of the guard's bewilderment and

he made a run for it. If they caught him, it would be over.
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He ran like a madman; without looking back he was passing people, strings of laundry,
market stalls, chickens and everything that stood in his way. He knew the city like no one
else. He would have made it if he hadn’t accidentally run into two other guards. His buddy
used to say that life is pissed and he was probably right because those two had gone away
to relieve themselves. They were watering the house of the local barber. They had no idea
who he was and what he did. He also did not notice them and unfortunately he was unable
to slow down, let alone turn around. He crashed his head against the armour of the one on
the left, bounced back and, completely dazed, sat down on the ground. The boy was not
big, probably 15 years old, but it was enough to throw the pissing soldier off his balance.
He stumbled around like a carousel before he could regain his balance. The fountain of
misfortune sprinkled his colleague’s doublet and his own hands... up to his elbows. Some
say that you can see your ancestors right before you die, the reflection of yourself — your
true self, that you can finally comprehend why you are here and what is yet to come, you
meet with understanding and acceptance. Great! The only thing he could see was the two
soldiers who peed all over themselves, with their privates right in the open and a firm in-
tention of annihilating him. He had no place to run. The rest caught up with him. The fatter
one and the one with a black eye who got the stone just appeared behind his back. That
was it, there was no way out, the wall on the right was too high, he wouldn’t have had

enough time to climb the shack on the left and he had nothing to defend himself with.

The man jumped down from above. He landed nimbly about a meter away from the
boy, without rumble, unnecessary noise. He straightened his legs, his coat fell lightly to the
ground. He looked quickly at his four opponents, pointed his finger at the two still button-

ing up their pants and making use of the moment of silence and consternation said.
“I can see you have a hell of a party here. But from this moment I will take over the
boy.”
“And who the fuck are you?!” said the one with the throbbing temple.
“Let's just say that I like to collect people’s stories and write them anew.”
“What?!”

“I think he meant he is taking the boy,” the fatter one wanted to prove his eloquence

and he succeeded to some extent, because that was mainly the intention.
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He examined the space around them and the weapons they possessed. Two still in a
narrow alley, two behind his back. He looked at the boy, leaned over and whispered.:

)

“Run after me.’

“What did you say to...” the soldier couldn’t finish his sentence.

The man bounced off from the wall on the right and smashed the head of the first soldier
against the wall on the left with a kick. He rebounded from the wall on the lefi and glided
right in the direction of the fatter one. And a moment later blood gushed out from the
guard’s eye socket. Right after he landed he threw a dagger splattered with blood at the
opponent right behind him. The guard grunted, gurgled, and gore gushed out from his
neck. There was just one left, the man looked at him and just pointed his finger in the oppo-

site direction. No explanation was needed. He turned to the stunned boy and said:

“Now listen to me carefully. Your life in this city is over and you are worth less than a
bowl of grain. You 've got no one here and no one will cry for you. [ will give you one

chance to run away from this place and start over somewhere else.”
“Can you teach me the things you ve done here?”

“I can’t, but there are others who will. You have a great eve and good coordination,
vou will not have to clean clothes from blood. But remember, if you go with me, there

is no turning back.”

And what was he supposed to go back to? Hunger, dirt, wandering and theft? The agree-
ment was made wordlessly, he nodded his head slightly and they looked at each other
knowingly. Leaving, the man put a coin next to the bodies — an iron coin with an emblem

of a snake.

“What is that for? " asked Marquise.

»

“To let them now that there is no point in chasing us.’

Then he learned that every time they kill someone, they leave a coin behind. It is a sign, a

warning and at the same time — fulfilment of the contract.
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Now, over 10 years later, he still remembered everything from that day. And finally!

His thoughts returned to the present day. He saw his target. He was already waiting long
enough. He covered the distance of 20 metres that was separating him from the buildings
nimbly, jumped over the alley and finished his job on the fly. The temple stigmatised with
an arrow touched the cobblestones and the bodyguards were watching the coin bouncing
off the pavement. The sound of a bouncing metal echoed like a church bell and the red sea

of life was drowning the coin from all sides.







“We all start somewhere, but the end
is the same. We just have the chance to

point it out to them earlier.”

Naugla




WORKSHOP

There are as many methods of painting as
there are painters. After a while, each of them finds
his own style, process and pace. A method that is
the most adequate and efficient for him. That does
not mean that we should not watch what thers do in
this matter. There is always something interesting
to see, and if it is done by one of the winners of nu-
merous competitions (including the Crystal Brush),
it's worth keeping your eyes wide open! Maciej will
present his painting process in a few steps and will
demonstrate it on several key elements of the model.
He is known for his beautiful application of the
NMM (Non Metallic Metal) technique and vibrant
comic-like colours, and this is precisely what we
intend to achieve on our models. It is not something
for beginners, but it is always good to take a look
and see what direction should every adept of this in-

tricate art take.

Before we start let us explain the principles of
Maciej work. Main concept of this paintjob is use of
technique called '"painting with values".  This
means that, in contrary to traditional techniques,
first steps create lights (higher values) and shadows
(lowest values) instead of colors (hues). Such tech-
nique builds contrast first, suitable colors are
added later, after highlights and shadows are de-
fined (see Theory behind scenes below). This allows
to achieve interesting effects and address some po-
tential problems of traditional color-fist-lights-lat-
er way (i.e. uniformity of lights on different hues are

easier to achieve).
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THEORY

Theory behind scenes
Each color can be described with three parameters: hue, saturation and value. Hue parameter is
what we could call a real color - yellow, red, violet, orange etc, saturation defines how strong is

color, i.e. faded - low saturation, brighter - higher saturation. And lastly main theme of this tutorial
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- value. Value defines how light or dark color is.
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Basic breakdown:

1. Before painting model is prepared - wash, clean and assemble if necessary

2. Maciej uses "Chaos Black" to prime the model. This gives a little darker colors to start with and
helps to build a bigger contrast.

3. After values (lights and shadows) are defined, color tints is applied by using glazes.

4. The last step is refining - correcting colors and adding subtle tones in the midtones, shadows and
highlights

5. Maciej never uses paint straight from the bottle, he always dilutes paint with water in about 1/1

ratio. For glazes and washes he uses about 2 parts water per 1 part paint.
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AFTERWORD

Thank you very much for your time, we hope you enjoyed yourselves. Be sure to let
us know how you liked this issue, and whether you would like to read more of those. See

you next time!

Remember: “Be patient, take time, we want you to be great!”

Daniel, Jacek, Maciej

License: This document is free, it cannot be sold or rent! You can use it, share it with your friends, print
it, download and upload on your website, blog or hosting site as long as it stays unchanged (format, con-

tent, filename). You can post it wherever you like as long as you let us know at our e-mail address.

ABOUT AUTHORS

= You can contact with us at: contact@sirenminiatures.com
If you want to keep in touch with us, our releases and further publications
Sfollow us on Facebook: www.facebook.com/sirenminiatures or come by and visit

our website: www.sirenminiatures.com

We are always more than happy to collaborate with the community. If you are a professional painter

SIREN MINIATURES

and you want to teach other folks something, let us know!

Maciej is a fantastic painter, you should definitely check his worl!

For more cool stuff go to:
https://www.facebook.com/Flameon.Miniatures
http://www.flameonminiatures.blogspot.com/
http://www.coolminiornot.com/artist/Flameon

MACIEJ BANASIK
("FLAME ON”)

If you like the art and design go and take a look at: www.facebook.com/daniel kalaska.art

DANIEL
KALASKA




