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wTRODUCTION = The War of the Gods

Introduction

elcome to Arcanis, the World of Shattered
s ’s / Empires.

The book you now hold details
various nations and peoples of the continent of
Onara, as well as new Prestige Classes, Spells,
Feats and Magic Items that can be used in any
world setting as well as Arcanis.

The intent of this book is to give the
reader a feel for the world of Arcanis and to
give enough information so that a campaign can
be set in the Shattered Empires. It cannot give
exhaustive details on every topic. GMs should
feel free to assign trade routes or the exact
tonnage of export if they so desire.

Note: Each chapter is purposefully written with
the prejudice of the people detailed ingrained in
the text. Even when written in the third-person,
the bias is still present in every chapter but this
one. We have no secrets from each other here,
so you can believe every word written in this
introduction as gospel truth.

Trust me, why would I lie about something like
that?

Religion

The Pantheon of Man is a collection of twelve
Gods that have been worshipped collectively
since the time of the First Imperium to the present
day. Although, by definition, they are the Gods of
humans, Dwarves, Gnomes, and some half-Orcs
also pay homage to these Celestial beings.

In an Arcanis campaign, Gods and
religions differ from those of other RPG campaign
settings in one very important way: Alignment is
determined by the religious institution, not the
God itself.

In other words, the Gods don’t have
alignments, the churches do.

What does this mean in practical terms for
your campaign? It allows for very interesting role-
playing situations where two priests of the same God
can have very different moral outlooks from each
other.

It means that you can have a Lawful Good
worshipper of Neroth, the God of Pestilence, Death, and
the Undead as well as a Chaotic Evil practioner of the
Pleasure Goddess. It all depends on the particular slant
or aspect that the player chooses for his character.

In the above examples, the Lawful Good
worshipper of Neroth could practice the tenants of
Neroth as taught by the Mother Church in Coryan.

There Nerothian priests stave off pestilence and help
the infirm or the mad.

The Chaotic Evil adherent to Larissa
could focus on the Goddess’ aspect of Forbidden
Pleasure, spreading pain as a form of Holy
Communion.

Every God, regardless of its domains,
have aspects that can be viewed as Good, Evil, or
Neutral. Use this as a tool to provoke your players
to examine those gray areas that most Fantasy
Religions stay away from.

The W ar of the Gods

ost humans believe that the Gods
created them and the world around
them.

The Mother Church, as well as most
other splinter religions, tells of a Mythic Age
where the Gods walked beside Man and taught
him the fundamental concepts needed, not just for
survival, but for the creation of civilization.

Man worshipped and learned from the
Gods in great Temples built for Them and all lived
in harmony until the coming the Other. Whether it
was a foreign God or a Being of God-like power
is not known. All mention of this Being has been
stricken and wiped clean as if It had never existed.

But It did.

It destroyed the peace and harmony Man
so enjoyed with the Pantheon and caused the
doom of millions as it tore down the glorious
civilization that existed.

It gathered those people and Valinor
it could corrupt with Its honeyed words and
false promises and made war upon the Gods,
attempting to absorb Their Divine essence. Its
cowardly attack stole some of the Gods’ power
and in at least one ancient rendition of the tale,
destroyed the gentlest member of the Pantheon.

Weakened by the Thing’s treachery, the
Gods called upon Man’s assistance and they
readily gave it, knowing that the wrath of the
Other would fall upon them like a curse.

The legends are fragmentary as to what
occurred, but they all agree that the Other was
forced to flee to the Western continent of Onara
with what few degenerate humans and Valinor
still survived, leaving the home of Man a charnel
house.

The Gods gave chase shortly thereafter,
bringing with Them Their Valinor and Their
Chosen, those groups of humans for which They
had a particular love and devotion.
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Arriving upon Onara, a race calling itself
the Elorii welcomed them with entreaties of
friendship and peace. Though humanoid in shape,
these haughty beings were no cousin to Man and
the humans were cautious in their dealings with
the Elorii. This wariness proved wise as it was
discovered that the Elorii and their “Elemental
Gods,” creatures of immense power that lorded
over the deluded Elorii, had given sanctuary to
the Other and His followers. The Elorii extolled
the peaceful purpose of the Other and asked for
differences to be put aside.

The Elorii’s naiveté proved their undoing
as the Other kidnapped one of their False Gods.
They and their Elemental Lords pleaded with the
Pantheon to help them find their companion and
punish the Other. Agreeing, the Elorii and the
humans joined forces to hunt down the followers
of the False One while the Pantheon and the
Elemental Lord made war upon the Other.

The battle was titanic and laid waste to many
disparate parts of the Onara. Huge tracts of arable
land were made barren and desolate, especially the
area surrounding the Elorii’s capitol.

At last, the Other was confronted directly
by the Pantheon and the Elemental Lords, but of
the Elorii’s missing fifth Deity there was no sign.
Defiant even when surrounded by Its enemies,
the Other attacked His assembled Foes with such
power and fury that the Gods began to falter. So
weakened were They by the Other’s theft of Their
Divine power, that all was feared lost.

At that most critical juncture, where the
fate of all humanity was precariously balanced
before a yawning abyss, salvation came from an
unexpected quarter.

The Goddess Anshar appeared before
[liir and whispered in His ear, “I am your sister,
Anshar, captive these many years by the jealousy
of the Other. I have hidden in this distant land
waiting for You to save Me from exile.”

[lliir responded grimly, “I cannot save you,
sister, as all of us may soon fall to Its power.”

Anshar leaned in closer and smiled.
“Worry not, brother, for your deliverance is close
at hand. The Other grew in power because He
absorbed the entire essence of the Elemental
Goddess as It attempted to do to You.

“You have at your side creatures that
have immense power which could turn the tide of
battle. You need only do to them what It will do
to you should you fall.”

[lliir was taken aback. “We cannot betray
those who have extended the hand of friendship
to us.”

“If you do not, not only will the Pantheon
be as dew in the morning sun, but you will
condemn your children to an eternity of bondage.
It is a small price to pay.”

Reluctantly, Illiir agreed, but He would
not stain His hands with the treachery that had
to be done. He called upon His sons, Hurrian
and Nier; His brother Yarris; and lastly, His wife,
Saluwe’ to unmake the Elemental Lords and
assure not only victory, but also salvation.

As the Flemental Lords were hunted
and absorbed, Illiir spoke to His children and
explained that the Elorii would view these actions
as betrayal most foul, unable to see the necessity
of this act. He told the Chosen of the Pantheon
that they must fall upon the Elorii and take away
their ability to harm them.

Thus as the Gods made war upon the
Elemental Lords, so did the humans make war
upon the Elorii. Man hunted the Elorii with
vicious efficiency, ensuring that they would not
pose a threat.

With heavy hearts, the Gods fell upon the
Elemental Beings and in battles that raged across
the continent, the Elorii’s False Gods fell to the
inevitable.

The Pantheon had their final confrontation
with the Other before the Ashen Temple. This
enormous shrine was built in the high mountains
by the Other’s heretical cultists, upon a field of
black crystals. Yet, even infused with the energy
of their fallen allies, the Pantheon was not able
to destroy the Other. Instead, They imprisoned
Him, sealing It for all Eternity away from those It
would feed upon.

Returning to Their Chosen, who
themselves were bloodied but unbowed, They
rejoiced. His heart full of pride, Illiir addressed
His followers; “This day we have sealed away
a menace that would have seen us all at Its feet.
The losses you have suffered have been great.
You have lost your lands, your homes, your
dearest blood to follow us. We shall not let this
go unrewarded.”

[lliir motioned to the Ancient Elorii
capitol and said, “Let this magnificent city now be
your capitol. Take it and spread from its boundary
to the furthest reaches of this new continent and
forge the greatest Empire to the envy of all who
would gaze upon its hallowed halls.”

With but a wave of His arms, Illiir
transported the multitudes to the gates of the
mighty city. “Let this be the First City of Man
upon Onara; let this be the beginning of a Golden
Age of Mankind.”

- The Illuminated Perfection, the
Codification of the Teachings of Illiir, Illrd Scroll,
Temple of the Pantheon, Coryan.
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The Afterlife and Resurrection

The churches of Arcanis teach that Man is
comprised of three main elements: the Body, the
Intellect, and the Soul. The body is the shell that
houses and protects the other two components.
The intellect is the total sum of experiences
and facts accumulated over a lifetime as well as
logic, cold and calculating. Lastly, the soul is the
essence of who a person is. The soul determines
if one is kind or cruel, creative or unimaginative.

When one dies, the body begins to decay,
the intellect dims and slips into a deep lethargic
state, while the soul starts to separate from its
shell.

According to dogma, the morning rays of
Illiir guide a soul to the Underworld where it is
judged by a Valinor, called the Judgment of Nier.
This Valinor weighs the manner in which the soul
lived its life and determines where it shall go.

The tenants of the Pantheon do not include
the ‘Heaven and Hell’ concept. Hell is considered
a place or a different plane of existence that is
home to the Demons and Devils that so plagued
mankind during the Time of Terror.

Heaven is called the Paradise of the Gods,
a place where worthy souls live side by side with
the Gods and Their Valinor for a short time before
being reincarnated back on Arcanis.

Those unworthy of Paradise are consigned
to the Underworld, a roiling, boiling soup of souls
in the Cauldron of Beltine. Here, the unworthiest
of souls are weighted down by the evil they have
done in life. They try to claw and grapple their
way up to the top of the Cauldron in hopes of
being remade and having their torment end.

When new souls are needed, Beltine stirs
the Cauldron with her ladle, scooping up bits
and pieces of different spirits. These pieces are
then forged into a new soul, hopefully one more
deserving of life than its previous components.

To have a person resurrected is thus a
very complex affair. If the resurrection spell
can be cast by morning before the soul departs,
then the spell works as described. If not, it then
becomes an arduous task, as the representatives
of two different Gods must be convinced to allow
the resurrection to take place.

The God Neroth holds sway over the
intellect and the body, while the Goddess Beltine
presides over the soul. As long as the body of the
deceased is not raised as an undead being, then
Neroth usually does not interfere.

Beltine, however, is very jealous of her
charges. One must convince Her High Priest why
the person should be taken out of the natural cycle
and be restored to life. If the High Priest can be

convinced, then the way to the Underworld is
granted.

How the soul is retrieved from the
Underworld is a matter better left unsaid, as there
may be those faint of heart reading this section.
Suffice it to say that the path is guarded by fierce
Guardians and fraught with peril, the price of
failure being the consignment of a living being to
the Cauldron. Definitely not for the timid!

A final note on death: Proper burial
and rites should always be given to the deceased.
Not doing so causes the soul to bypass the
Judgment of Nier and immediately enter the
Cauldron. A portion of the soul lingers, anchored
to the remains, yet still feeling the torment of the
Underworld. These tortured souls are Shades but
are often known as Wraiths, Specters, Banshees,
or Ghosts, among other things.

Unless laid to rest, the Shades will haunt
an area around its remains, attacking the living.
The torment they feel often leaves them mad and
even the kindest of persons can leave behind the
most malicious of spirits.

T he Pantheon

The Gods of the Pantheon are twelve in
number, each controlling particular domains and
spheres of influence. They are also attended by
Valinor, celestial beings birthed by the Gods and
gifted with a portion of Their essence.

A Valinor’s name is completely
unpronounceable by humans and so is known by
the aspect of the Gods it serves, i.e., The Mercy of
Neroth, The Word of Illiir, The Judgment of Nier,
The Voice of Sarish.

Just before the God’s War, the Pantheon
quibbled and bickered amongst itself. These
disagreements, some say fomented by the Other,
erupted into all-out war between some of the
Gods.

During this time, the Valinor of Sarish,
who chose to remain neutral in the conflict, were
lent as mercenaries to the different factions.
The God who engaged them in turn gifted these
Valinor with even greater power.

Jealousy and resentment against Sarish’s
Valinor began to grow, eventually causing many
to be tempted to Sarish’s side. After the War of
the Gods was over, many of these Valinor were
cast out for betraying their original patron and fell
from grace.

These Valinor, still immensely powerful,
were given an option by Sarish. They could be
cast out of Paradise to wander aimlessly for
eternity throughout the planes or they could
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lead His bound Demons and Devils,
assuring their continued obedience.
Almost all of the Valinor elected
to join Sarish’s ranks and become
Demon or Devil Princes. The
few who did not accept Sarish’s
bargain still roam the cosmos,
looking for a place to call home,
yet never finding anything that
comes close to the Paradise of the
Gods.

Since the God’s War, the
Pantheon has learned to set aside its
differences and reign in harmony, each over its
chosen domain. Unfortunately, this harmony does
not always extend to Their respective worshippers,
as the numerous Religious Crusades can attest.
The Gods do not involve themselves directly into
these battles. As long as humanity itself is not
threatened and They receive Their daily prayers,
They care little about which sect or church has
ascendance over the others.

The Gods of Arcanis

The following is a short entry on each of
the twelve Gods of the Pantheon. Although whole
volumes could be written on the Pantheon itself,
only the most basic of information on each God
will be made here. Future products will delve
deeper into the History, Myth, and aspects of the
Deities and the religious organizations and cults
spawned from Their worship.

lliir, Leader of the Pantheon, the Bringer of

Light, His Radiant Perfection, Lord of Truth.
As the head of the Pantheon, Illiir enjoys the respect
and adulation of His peers as well as the vast majority
of all the worshippers of the other Gods. Illiir has been
the patron of Emperors and Rulers of all types since
the days of the First Imperium and is considered to be
the warden of the Coryani Empire.

[lliir is also associated with the Sun and
His name is synonymous with that radiant orb.

Worshippers of Illiir tend to be those
in power and leadership positions or those who
wish to be. As head of the Pantheon, most devout
Pantheists at least pay him lip service and offer a
few short prayers in His honor.

Priests of Illiir tend to be noble men,
unusually handsome, yet very stern and rigid
in their ways. Most have an aggressive attitude
and seek to play a commanding role in every
situation.

The clergy of Illiir is made up
solely of male priests, although some
female errant priestesses can be

found. The reason for this stems
from Illiir and Saluwe’ being
husband and wife. As such, the
priests of [lliir and the priestesses
of Saluwe’ are considered two
halves of the whole clergy. In
fact, the two consider each other
“ecclesiastic siblings” and are
forbidden to mate with one another.
Spheres of Influence: Holy, Honor,
Protection, Sun, War
Holy Symbol: A radiant orb, preferably golden.
Position within the Pantheon: Head of the
Pantheon. Husband to Saluwe’, Father of Hurrian,
Nier, and Larissa and elder brother to Neroth,
Yarris, and Anshar.
Favored Val Family: val’Assante’
Favored Weapon: Gladius, “Blinding Truth”
Animal: The Golden Falcon
Color: Gold or White
Appearance: lIlliir usually appears as a golden
shower of light, but has also manifested as a
young man of perfect features.
Secret Society: The Eternal Illumination (also
referred to as the [lluminati). This secret organization
has members outside the clergy as well as within
and counts amongst its fraternity some of the
most powerful people on Onara. During the times
when the Empire was not ruled by Illiir’s chosen,
the val’Assante’, the Coryani Empire declined in
power such as when Canceri, Milandir, and Altheria
seceded. This society is committed to maintaining
the val’Assante’ dynasty on the Alabaster throne
into perpetuity at all costs.

They have close ties with the Followers
of the Azure Way, seeking to put a val’Assante’
upon the Throne of Man, ensuring a Golden
Age for Mankind, under their wise guidance, of
course.

Innocent Maiden, The Stern Matriarch, Goddess
of Fertility, the Wellspring of Harmony and
Peace.

Saluwe’, Giver of Life, the Green Mother, the

Saluwe’ is the patron of all women and guides
and protects them through all the phases of their lives.
She also has dominion over the normal cycles of life,
not only that of the changing of the seasons but also
the human cycles of birth, aging, marriage, and death.

Farmers give daily offerings in Her name to
ensure abundant crops and healthy livestock.

Wedding ceremonies always invoke her
blessings, asking her to provide harmony in the
matrimony as well as the fertility of bride.
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As noted earlier, Saluwe’s clergy is
strictly comprised of priestesses, with the
rare male attendant. Those males who
feel the calling of Saluwe’ do not join
the official clergy, but instead leave
the civilized areas of man and seek
solitude in pristine forests as Druids.

Priestesses of Saluwe’ tend
to have a nurturing attitude until
confronted with the brutal treatment
of any natural setting or of women. The
bravest of Milandiran knights seek to be
elsewhere at that time, as these gentle souls
become living furies that even Nierites admire.
Spheres of Influence: Animal, Earth, Holy, Nature,
Plant, Protection
Holy Symbol: A wreath of Mistletoe and
Nightshade.

Position within the Pantheon: Wife to Illiir,
Mother of Hurrian, Nier, and Larissa, Sister to
Beltine and Althares.

Favored Val Family: val’Dellenov

Favored Weapon: Spear, “The Striking Reed”
Animal: Horned Deer

Color: Deep Green

Appearance: Saluwe’ often appears as a beautiful
young maiden, but in ancient times also manifested
as an animate oak tree.

Secret Society: The Sisterhood of the Golden
Bough. This secret organization within the clergy
seeks to turn humanity away from the urban
lifestyle to one where they live in harmony with
the rest of nature. They feel that paved streets
and stone buildings cut mankind’s link to nature
and make her a colder and crueler creature.
A few more radical elements with the society
believe that it will be necessary to bring about a
cataclysm that destroys all of civilization before
humanity can return to the primeval state she was
meant to live.

arris, The Sea King, Ruler of the Waves,
Master of the Oceans.

Master of all things above and below the
seas, Yarris is the patron God of fishermen

and sailors. Before going too far from ==

port, Sea Captains stop the ship and
offer a libation of the finest wine
they have available to the Ruler
of the Waves, praying for calm
seas and a safe return.

Yarris’ clergy tend to be
very moody with quick shifts in
disposition, much like a calm sea
that can turn into a raging tempest
without warning.

The priests usually hold rites
and rituals in or near any body of
water, such as lakes, rivers, or

streams. More often than not, the
faithful wade into Yarris’ sacred
realm during the ceremonies that
usually end with a quick and total
immersion.

Devout worshippers of Yarris
allow their beards to grow out and
wear them in a wavy, roiling mass
quite contrary to Coryani social norm.

Spheres of Influence: Protection, Sea,
Water, Holy
Holy Symbol: A gilded Conch shell.
Position within the Pantheon: Brother to Illiir
and Neroth.
Favored Val Family: val’Ossan
Favored Weapon: Trident, “The Scepter of
Yarris”
Animal: Dolphin
Color: Blue-green
Appearance: Yarris appears as a muscular,
middle-aged man with a foaming beard. At sea,
he has appeared as an animate waterspout.
Secret Society: The Lurkers Beneath the Waves.
This secret society began after the events of
the Yarric Heresy during the early years of the
Empire. Based in the Salentia province, these
worshippers believe that Yarris existed before
the Pantheon and He was added as a way of
converting His worshippers.

The Lurkers espouse that Yarris’ true
children live beneath the waves. He seeks to
allow mankind entrance to the Paradise of the
Deep by having them mate with these perfect
creatures and sire a new form of man.

Some people, including worshippers of
Yarris in the north, view this as a complete
abomination, warning of a diabolical ruse to lead
the faithful from the true path. The Lurkers know
the truth, though. They know that the others feel
envy that they were chosen by Yarris above all
others to commune so deeply with Him.

_ eroth, Lord of the Dead,
Sl the Decayed Master of
\ Pestilence, Summoner of

the Ancients, He Who Extends Life
Beyond Death, Grim Sovereign of
the Catacombs.

This fearsome God not
only holds sway over the body
and intellect after death, but

also during life. Neroth is usually
only associated with disease and the
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hordes of undead that so characterize
His worship in far off Canceri. In
actuality, many healers pay as much
obeisance to him as to His wife,
Beltine.

Worshippers of Neroth
believe that those who are faithful |
to His doctrine will be rewarded
with life beyond death. The degree
of one’s faith determines whether
one is raised at all, and if so, what
type of undead. The truly devout regain
a measure of unlife very similar to their
time before the grave.

Unfortunately, Neroth only has dominion
over the body and intellect and not the soul.
Therefore, the recently raised undead will find
that he is slowly becoming devoid of any emotion
and as more years pass, the more removed from
his humanity he becomes.

Many feel that the sacrifice of one’s soul
for an eternity of continuance is a small price to
pay.

The priests and priestesses of Neroth are
a grim and sardonic group, tending to emulate
their Lord’s twisted sense of humor. Nonetheless,
they are not without compassion (at least those
still among the breathing) and in many areas, such
as in Coryani, actually try and stave off disease
and tend to the mentally infirm.

Spheres of Influence: Death, Destruction, Disease,
Holy

Holy Symbol: The Ankh, symbol of rebirth.
Position within the Pantheon: Brother to Illiir
and Yarris, Husband to Beltine, Father of Sarish.
Favored Val Family: val’Mordane

Favored Weapon: Scythe, “Soul Reaper”
Animal: the Scarab

Color: Brown

Appearance: Neroth usually appears as a
frightening, hooded, fleshy skeleton, with a
wicked grin. He has also appeared as a burrowing
scarab.

Secret Society: The Brotherhood of the Bronze
Catacombs. This society is made up entirely of
those who have received Neroth’s blessing

and are now undead. For obvious
reasons, only those undead who
retain their intellect are members
of this most secretive society.

They believe that the
dogma of Beltine telling of the
soul being reincarnated is false
and that the reality is that after
death, the soul shrivels and dies.
Only by accepting the gift of unlife
can one continue upon this plane.

9

These undead are very protective
of their descendants and those beliefs
that they followed while alive.

They feel that they should use
their extended “life” to promote
and protect what was important
to them before death, not stay
within their Necropolises and
wait until they are needed.
Led by a very ancient
Lich who was rumored to have
lived when Vintaka was still being
built, these undead are very active across
Onara, moving behind the scenes to assure that
their agenda proceeds unopposed. Just what this
agenda is exactly is unknown outside the highest
level of the Brotherhood.

eltine, Warden of the Afterlife, Keeper

of the Gates to Paradise, Mistress of the

Cauldron of the Underworld, Nurturer of
the Spirit, Forger of Souls.

Gentle Guardian of the Afterlife, Beltine
is worshipped throughout Onara. Her clergy is
tasked with attending to the funerary rites for
the dead as well as the healing of the infirm and
weak, a task that is shared with the clergy of Her
husband, Neroth.

Beltine is also the forger of souls in the
Mother Church’s dogma. All souls are vested
with a certain amount of time on Arcanis to enjoy
and live out their destiny as dictated by their
nature. Those who do so are allowed access to
the Paradise of the Gods. Those who were judged
unworthy are consigned to the Cauldron of the
Underworld, a vast boiling soup of souls. When
new souls are needed, Beltine stirs the cauldron
with her ladle and takes bits and pieces of spirits
to make a new soul, one that is hopefully not as
flawed as their previous incarnations.

The priests and priestesses of Beltine
tend to be very calm and peaceful people who
are neither easily upset nor distressed. Their
unnatural calm gives them an air of saintliness,

which has a way of diffusing the most
difficult of situations.
Spheres of Influence: Afterlife,
Divination, Healing, Holy, Spirit
Holy Symbol: An incense-
burning Thurible or censer.
Position within the Pantheon:
Guardian of the Paradise of the
Gods. Sister to Saluwe’, Wife to
Neroth, Mother of Sarish.
Favored Val Family: val’Ishi
Favored Weapon: Quarterstaff,
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“Mender of Souls”

Animal: Raven

Color: Yellow

Appearance: Beltine appears as a

matronly woman of indeterminate

years. She is normally surrounded

in a haze as if in a fog.

Secret Society: The Guardians

of the Tombs. This very militant

society believes that the blessing

of Neroth is an abomination to the

natural cycle of life. A body without a

soul is merely a horrific echo of the person

it once was and the souls of the undead writhe in

pain until their mortal remains rest peacefully.
Members of this order guard the tombs

and necropolis’ and ensure that the remains of the

dead rest in peace. A smaller faction actually hunts

undead and removes them from this existence.
Little love is lost between members of

this society and the minions of Lord Neroth.

Ithares, Artificer of the Pantheon,

Eternal Seeker of Wisdom, Patron of

Sages, Guardian of the Vault of Ancient
Knowledge, Lord of Arcane Mysteries.

Althares is the patron of teachers, scholars,
sages, artificers, and inventors. His priests are
highly sought after as instructors, having earned
a reputation of being the most learned people in
Onara.

The High Academy of Altheria is located
in Coryan and has been acclaimed as being the
premiere center for higher learning. It is a little
known fact that the Temple to Althares is built
on the same grounds as the Academy and acts as
a secondary rectory for the Altherian church in
Coryan.

Although almost all of those from the
nation of Altheria exclusively worship Althares,
He has many other followers spread throughout
Onara. Any who seek knowledge and attempt
to unlock the great mysteries of the universe are
welcomed into the fold, regardless of nationality.

Priests and priestesses of Althares
tend to be very thoughtful and rational,
though the tendency for single-
mindedness and obsession while
pursuing a goal is widely ascribed
to them also.

Spheres of Influence: Artifact,
Divination, Holy, Knowledge

Holy Symbol: A small book with
the Holiest of Althares’ words is
worn on a thin chain around the
neck of the priest.

Position within the Pantheon: Artificer
of the Gods. Sister to Saluwe’ and
Beltine.
Favored Val Family: val’ Abebi
Favored Weapon: Warhammer,
“Forge-shaper” and the Flintlock,
“Althares’ Word.”
Animal: Owl
Color: Dark Blue
Appearance: Althares usually
appears as a wizened old Altherian
with a shock of wild, tangled white
hair.
Secret Society: A small sect calling itself the
Seekers of Forbidden Lore are strongly opposed
to the restriction of excavating old Tenecian ruins
in the south of the Empire. Said to have been a
tyrannical empire that rose during the Shadowed
Age, the despots of Tenecia were said to have had
secret lore lost to modern man. The Seekers are
driven to uncover those secrets and deliver them
to the modern age.

urrian, the Reluctant Warrior, the Storm
Lord, the Thunderer, the Grand Strategist
of the Gods, the Noble Champion.

Hurrian serves the Pantheon as its general,
marshalling Their forces to battle in a precise and
orderly manner.

Hurrian is also known as the Reluctant
Warrior, one who takes up his sword, not for
glory or the sheer joy of destruction like His
brother Nier, but because society must be
protected against those who would see it fall in
ruin. Hurrian teaches that no pleasure should be
taken from the death of an opponent, nor should
wanton destruction of property or innocents be
permitted.

Hurrian is also known as the Storm
Lord, after having bested the Elemental Lord of
Air during the God’s War. Ever the intellectual
warrior, storm clouds are a sign of his mind
planning and plotting new strategies for battles
yet to come.

Priests and priestesses of Hurrian tend to
be stern and pensive, yet can always be
counted upon to protect the weak and
champion any noble cause. Slow
to anger, these warrior-priests
are some of the most formidable
combatants when immersed in
battle.
During the God’s War, Hurrian
sacrificed himself to save His
father Illiir from an attack by the
Other. He was horribly burnt across
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the entire left side of His body, leaving his
handsome face disfigured. Beltine offered
to heal his scars, but Hurrian refused. He
wanted a reminder of the consequences
of leaving one’s guard down.

The priests of Hurrian thus
normally wear a metallic mask that
covers the left side of their face, to
honor their Lord’s sacrifice. The truly
devout actually disfigure the left side of
their face as a show of piety to their grim
Lord.

Spheres of Influence: Air, Holy, Protection,
Storm, Strength, War

Holy Symbol: A small pendant in the form of
a sword, pommel up, the blade in the form of a
stylized lightening bolt.

Position within the Pantheon: General of the
Pantheon. Brother to Nier and Larissa, son of
[liir and Saluwe’.

Favored Val Family: val’Tensen

Favored Weapon: Longsword, “Thunderstorm”
Animal: the Shadow Lion

Color: Gray

Appearance: Hurrian may appear as a battle-
scarred veteran, weary but unbowed, always
keeping his left side to the shadows. He has also
appeared as a roiling massive storm cloud.
Secret Society: The Sons of Righteous Fury.
Many within the clergy and the val’Tensen family
feel that the val’Assante’ line has grown fat and
decrepit. It has allowed their beloved Empire to
become decadent and corrupt, slowly spiraling
down into a new age of darkness.

The Sons believe that their time has come
and gone and that a new dynasty should rule.
High General Menisis val’Tensen is the Empire’s
only hope for greatness again and any measures
taken to assure his ascension to the Alabaster
Throne are justified.

Any measures.

ier, the Lord of Flaming Destruction,

the Judgment of the Gods, the Ultimate

Warrior, the Purifying Crucible, Master
of Burning Ruin, Ruler of the Fields of Ash,
Reveler in Violence.

Nier is the perfect warrior, one
who relishes in battle and thrills to see His foes
fall before Him like wheat before the scythe.

His is the power of the Cleansing Flame,
that which sweeps aside the old and corrupt to
allow the new to rise from its ashes. His followers
were the ones who brought down the indolent
First Imperium that eventually gave rise to the
glorious new nations and empires that dot Onara.

His servants act as a crucible, whereby the

impure is burnt away leaving only
what is worthy of existence.
Nier’s priests and
priestesses tend to be very
aggressive in their attitudes.
Hot tempered, brash, and
usually spoiling for a good
- fight, the clergy are also
known for their fairness and
steadfast adherence to justice
at all costs. Since the time of
the First Imperium to the Day
of Exile during the Modern Age,
Nierites have been known as the Champions of
Dogma and zealous in the pursuit of heretics and
Infernalists.

Since the time of the Day of Exile, Nier
has been relegated to a minor position within the
Mother Church of Coryan. Though worship is not
proscribed, it does carry a social stigma, branding
one a mindless sociopath and zealot. Only in
the Theocracy of Canceri is the worship of Nier
promoted and tolerated.

Nestled in the volcanic mountain range
known as Nier’s Spine, Nierites have for ages
mined a precious gem found no where else on
Onara. Known as the Fire Opal, this gemstone
appears as an egg-shaped amber, but within a
small flame can be seen.

Altherian scholars theorized that these
opals are actually the eggs of a Fire Salamander and
that the flame within is an embryonic salamander
still gestating. It has yet to be determined whether
there is any merit to this hypothesis.

Spheres of Influence: Destruction, Fire, Holy, War
Holy Symbol: The fire opal.

Position within the Pantheon: The Judge of the
Gods. Brother of Hurrian and Larissa, son to Illiir
and Saluwe’.

Favored Val Family: val’Virdan
Favored Weapon: Greatsword,
Crucible”

Animal: Fire Drake

Color: Orange-Red

Appearance: Nier usually appears as an animate
flaming pillar.

Secret Society: The Order of the Hidden Flame.
This secret society is made up of worshippers of
Nier within the Empire and a few moderates within
the Theocracy of Canceri. They seek to reintegrate
the exiled Nierites back into the mainstream of
Coryani society, making the Pantheon whole once
more. They fervently feel that ostracizing the
Nierites has led to the moral decadence that now
grips the Empire. Only their innate passion in
seeing the will of the Gods followed can forestall
the steady slide into darkness once again.

“Purifying
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arissa, Oracle of the Gods,
Mistress  of  Forbidden
Pleasures, Lady Luck,
Temptress of the Pure, Divine o
Harlot of the Sixty-Seven Acts of ~ [[E&% %
Debauchery. TN

Up until the latter years
of the First Imperium, Larissa
was only known as the Oracle
of the Gods. Her divining powers
were used during the God’s War to
track down the Other’s minions as well as
blunting several sneak attacks by It.

Always appearing as a shy, demure
maiden, she was tasked with the codification
of the history of Man. Before leaving for the
Paradise of the Gods, Illiir asked each Deity to
bestow a gift that would give Mankind assistance
in the years to come.

Larissa, with Althares’ help, created the
Crypt of Memories below Her temple in the First
City. The Crypt is a labyrinth that winds its way
in a random fashion, with the entire history of
Mankind written upon its walls. The history is in
no particular order and it is said that one will only
find the passages one was meant to see.

Stories abound of meeting people from
different eras of history as well as strange robed
curators that will not speak and only guide if
willed by Her.

Not satisfied with knowing only the past,
Larissa extended her divinatory powers to their
limits, seeking to pierce the veil of the far future.
She awoke from Her trance screaming in fear,
unable to communicate coherently what She
saw.

Larissa began to immerse Herself in the
pleasures of the senses, hoping to forget what
terrible sights She witnessed. Her clergy in turn
followed suit, becoming hedonists and sensates to
the extreme. No pleasure or excess was too great
for this sect, and soon this formerly austere group
became renowned for their wild revelries.

Larissa’s clergy tend to be very seductive
and pleasure-seeking in attitude and quite
immodest in their choice of attire. This is not to say
that they are non-functioning hedonists incapable
of coherent acts. They usually seek pleasure
in moderation while outside the temples and
religious festivals, only indulging in uninhibited
behavior on the High Holy Days or while visiting
Sweet Savonna.

Spheres of Influence: Charm, Divination, Fate,
Holy, Luck, Protection, Senses

Holy Symbol: A golden coin suspended from a
fine silver chain.

Position within the Pantheon: Oracle
of the Gods, Wife of Cadic, Mother
of Sarish, Daughter of Illiir and
Saluwe’.
Favored Val Family: val’Sheem

Favored Weapon: Rapier,
“Larissa’s Kiss”

Animal: Snake

Color: Scarlet
Appearance: Larissa usually

appearsasayoung womanofunearthly
beauty. Her every move is hypnotic,
while her very scent is intoxicating.
Secret Society: The Sirens of Forbidden Delights.
This society is comprised of the most alluring
and beautiful courtesans in the Empire. They
ply their wiles on the most influential of people
across Onara, knowing that the most sensitive
information can be garnered during the most
intimate of moments.

They use this information to further
their agenda and accumulate favors in all the
different strata of society. Even the noble and
honorable knights of Milandir are not beyond
their temptation and have unwittingly assisted the
Sirens in the pursuit of their goals.

adic, the Dark Hand of Illii, Master

of the Darkness, Keeper of Secrets, the

Thief of Joy, the Bringer of Lament, the
Lord of Epics and Songs.

Cadic is the patron God of rogues, spies,
assassins, and bards. He serves Illiir by performing tasks
distasteful to the Perfect Lord with cold efficiency.

During the God’s War, Cadic was feared as
an unstoppable force of nature; cold, merciless, and
relentless. These are the virtues that His worshippers
aspire to. But even the unfeeling slayer had a chink in
his otherwise impregnable armor. That weakness was
the unrequited love He had for Larissa.

In the age before the war with the Other,
Cadic attempted to woo Larissa, but the demure,
innocent maiden would have nothing to do with the
heartless God.

Despondent, Cadic roamed Arcanis until He
came across a large spider’s web, still beaded with the
morning dew. He sat and listened with His divine senses
and heard the most beautiful sound as the weight of the
dewdrop plucked the strand of web before falling to the
earth. Inspired, Cadic fashioned a lyre whose strings
were made from the strands of that web.

That evening, He sat in a grove that Larissa
frequently visited and began to play. The beautiful
sounds pulled at the strings of the maiden’s heart and
She went to see who could stir such emotion with only
a few notes.
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Amazed to see that it was someone
She thought incapable of any tenderness
or feeling, Larissa knelt by Cadic and
listened as He slowly won Her heart
with each melodic note.

Priests and priestesses of
Cadic tend to be a paradox. They
are usually very forthright and open,
even cautiously friendly, yet in an
instant, can turn into ruthless, cold-
blooded killers, capable of anything.

Many worshippers of Cadic are
also very capable musicians, storytellers and
artists. Those from outside the sect are astonished that
anyone who can be so cold and calculating can also
have such passion as to stir the soul with only a few
words or the plucking of a string.

Spheres of Influence: Murder, Holy, Knowledge,
Trickery, Music

Holy Symbol: A disc of polished obsidian.
Position within the Pantheon: Dark Hand of
Illiir. Husband to Larissa, Son of Beltine and
Neroth, Father to Sarish.

Favored Val Family: val’Borda

Favored Weapon: Short Bow, “Silent Death”
Animal: Fox

Color: Black

Appearance: Cadic can appear as a charming
young man with a roguish smile but icy eyes that
can petrify with but a glance.

Secret Society: The Troupe of the Final Note.
Not every bard is an assassin; in fact, the vast
majority is not. Members of the Troupe of the
Final Note are those rare bards who are also quite
skilled in the art of murder.

These master assassins usually join a
troupe as much as a year before eliminating their
target. During that time, they act as a normal
member of a bardic group, performing at many
different locations and functions until they finally
arrive at the intended destination.

Sometime during that evening, the victim
hears a faint tune before unexpectedly facing the
Judgment of Nier in the Underworld. Before the
body is found, the assassin is long gone, abandoning
his cover and disappearing into the night.

Notables from every corner of
Onara invite bardic troupes to play
for them as a sign of prestige and
prominence. To cancel a performance
on the off-chance that an assassin
is within their ranks is seen as a
sign of cowardice and weakness.
This, of course, plays right into the
Troupe of the Final Note’s hands.

Pride is such a wonderful
tool.

arish, the Oath Maker,

the Binder of Demons and

Devils, Master of the Arcane,
Patron of Sorcerers and Magi,
He Who Strides the Planes, the
Blood God, the Keeper of Scroll
of True Names.

Sly Sarish is the patron of all those
who seek knowledge of a more
esoteric and arcane nature than those
who follow Althares. Some legends

tell of Sarish freely gifting Mankind with
the secrets of Magic, while others tell of its theft.
Regardless, Sarish now guides and blesses those
who are gifted with the arcane “Gift.”

Sarish also governs over oaths and
contracts. It is said that Sarish will hear an oath
taken in His name and if broken, the transgressors
will be cursed. Whether or not this is an old
wives tales is unsure. What is known is that those
contracts “bound” by a val’Mehan or priest of
Sarish certainly do invoke a curse upon any that
would break the agreement.

Sarish is also known as the Binder of
Demons and Devils. Over the ages, Sarish has
accumulated an enormous amount of Outsiders,
which He or His worshippers have bound to
service. These creatures are governed by Fallen
Valinor that have taken the titles of Demon or
Devil princes.

Yet, for every Outsider Sarish has in
His service, countless others remain free and
ready to spread havoc across the realms of
man. Such was the case during the Time of
Terror. Countless Outsiders, called Infernals
by the populace, roamed unchecked, spreading
chaos, mayhem, and in a few cases, their seed,
throughout Onara.

Sarish’s clergy were in great demand
during that time, helping to stem the tide of the
Infernal, as well as gaining a few new servants.

Priests of Sarish tend to be quite charming
and eloquent, contrary to what would be expected
of those who have frequent interaction with

Infernals. They tend not to be very aggressive,
letting those whose natures are brash
and impulsive take the lead. But
they are always there, whispering

in the right ear or saying just the
right words to achieve a desired
result.

Spheres of  Influence:

Dazmonology, Holy, Magic, Oath,

Secrets
Holy Symbol: A disk inscribed
with the sigil of Sarish.
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Position within the Pantheon: The Oath Maker.
Son of Cadic and Larissa.

Favored Val Family: val’Mehan

Favored Weapon: Sarishan Dagger, “Oathmaker”
Animal: Cat

Color: Purple

Appearance: TherearenorecordsofSarishhimself
ever appearing. Instead, His “representatives”
appear in His stead.

Secret Society: The Seckers of the Hidden Master.
This society is hidden deep within an organization
that is, by nature, already secretive.

During the Time of Terror, very powerful
Infernals known as the Devil-Kings ruled over
Nishanpur. When the First Crusade of Light
finally arrived, these powerful Outsiders were
either killed or driven out of the ancient city. After
the Wall of the Gods was raised, these Devil-
Kings, along with a horde of other Infernals, were
believed destroyed by the Gods.

Members of this secret society are the
descendants of those who served these unbound
Devils. They believe that the demon horde and
their #true masters were not destroyed, but are
actually still on the other side of the God’s Wall,
or at the very least, entombed within that gigantic
mountain range.

Their goal is to somehow pierce the Wall
and usher in the return of His Infernal Majesty.
Given the immense size of this undertaking, it is
no wonder that this sect has not yet succeeded in
this grandiose scheme.

nshar, the Far Traveler, the Suffering

Martyr, the Weeping Goddess, the

Guardian of Outcasts.

Anshar is unique in the Pantheon, having
only rejoined it during the God’s War. She is quiet
and shy, gentle in manner and generous with Her
favors. These usually take the form of endurance
while under torture or the fantastic Portals of
Anshar.

Anshar looks after outcasts, regardless of
the reason for their being ostracized. It is said that
the truly devout will be led to a promised
land on Arcanis itself, where the former
pariah will be treated as a brother. A
trail of tears, ostensibly from the
Weeping Goddess herself, leads
the way to this fabled land.

If any have found this
trail, there are no records of what
was found at its end. If indeed it is
a paradise on earth, then it is little
wonder that none have returned to
tell the tale.

A formal clergy of Anshar does not exist.
Many of the val’Inares family hear the call of their
patron deity and become wandering mendicant
priests, tending to the needy and hopeless.

Some few do tend to the chapels (Anshar
does not have true Temples) scattered across
Onara. These simple structures double as shelters
for the poor and house the fabled Portals of
Anshar scattered across the continent.

Worshippers of Anshar tend to be somber,
dejected people who nevertheless will sacrifice
themselves in order to save another life or to
preserve a hopeless cause.

Portals of Anshar: Illiir tasked all the Gods to
give a gift to humanity before leaving them to
rule over the First Imperium. Anshar saw the vast
distances that man would one day need to cross and
decided to create a gift that remains unsurpassed in
its usefulness, even in the modern age.

Scattered across all of Onara are large
portals in the shape of an arc. These portals
usually have a white marbled fagcade covered in
benedictions to Anshar in Ancient Altharin.

Only priests of Anshar or those of the blood
of Anshar, the val’Inares, can activate these portals.

If the location to another portal is known,
then the proper blessings may be spoken which
will cause the interior of the arc to glow with a
soothing blue light. By passing through the plane
of the arc, one is instantly transported across the
intervening distances, emerging from the sister
portal unharmed.

It is rumored that the locations of hundreds
of portals have been lost during the Shadowed
Age and that they once created a network that
spanned the entire globe. Sacred texts found on
tablet fragments also hint that these portals once
connected Arcanis to other worlds and planes of
existence. If this is true, then that knowledge was
destroyed when the Theocracy of the Cleansing
Flame wiped the First Imperium from the face of
Arcanis.

Spheres of Influence: Healing, Holy, Pain,
Strength, Suffering, Travel
Holy Symbol: A strand from a thorn bush.
Position within the Pantheon: Illiir’s
youngest sister
Favored Val Family: val’Inares
Favored Weapon: Unarmed
Strike, “The Touch of Pain”
Animal: Horse
Color: Sky Blue
Appearance: Anshar appears as
a sobbing female weeping bloody
tears.
Secret Society: None known.
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The Vals

Having suffered such horrendous loses during
the God’s War among Their human followers, Illiir
tasked the Valinor of the different Deities to mate
with a chosen family. The offspring of this union
were humans that had the blood of the divine flowing
through their veins.

Each of these human families added the
prefix of val to their names to honor the Valinor that
had sired them, thus giving rise to the val’Holryns,
val’Sheems, val’ Assante’s, and others.

Vals were then given the arduous burden
of leading the rest of humanity into the Golden Age
envisioned by Illiir. Before leaving to the Paradise of
the Gods, Illiir told the assembled mass of humanity
that the Vals would be their guardians, protectors, and
benevolent leaders who would guide them through the
ages to come.

These Vals, as they were collectively known,
look and act just like normal humans except for their
eyes. Vals are born with steel grey-colored eyes, unlike
any other human born on Arcanis. Yet the Vals are
from human.

Each Valinor was created from the very
essence of the God they serve. Thus, when they
mated with the chosen human families, a touch of the
respective deities’ power passed on. These powers and
abilities are known as Blood Line powers, and are
as unique as the Divine Being they come from. (See
Appendix VI for a complete listing).

Vals are also gifted with unique powers of
the mind. All Vals are considered latent Psions, but
must be “Awakened” by another Val, usually in a
very private ceremony amongst family or, very rarely,
spontaneously due to an attack by another Psion.

There are thirteen major bloodlines throughout
the central portion of Onara with numerous minor Val
families scattered throughout the same area. There are
other Val families that live almost exclusively in the
Khitani Empire but it is beyond the scope of this book
to detail those foreign clans.

When a Val and a normal human mate, the
offspring is always a Val. When two Vals from different
bloodlines mate, the offspring is also always a Val but
may have the blood of either the father or the mother
as their birthright. Thus a Val may be a val’Mehan by
name but have the powers normally associated with
a val’Mordane. It is always best not to assume when
confronting a Val opponent as to his blood abilities.

The Thirteen Major Bloodlines

val’Abebi — The Abebi family were originally from the
far south of the Eastern Continent. Renown for their

analytical minds and vast knowledge, the val’ Abebi
are regarded as the finest scholars on Onara today.
Patron Deity: Althares

Ancestral Home: Altheria

Typical Appearance: The typical val’Abebi has very
dark skin and kinky hair. They tend to be tall, lanky,
and athletically built.

val’ Assante’ — The val’ Assante’ family is traditionally
viewed as the preeminent clan of all the Vals. They are
famous for their oratory and leadership skills as well
as their overwhelming presence.

Patron Deity: Illiir

Ancestral Home: The Coryani Empire but centered
on the city of Coryan itself.

Typical Appearance: The typical val’Assante’ is
synonymous with the typical Coryani; of medium
height but imposing with short blonde hair and olive
skin.

val’Borda — The val’Borda family is usually viewed
with fear and suspicion. Though never linked directly
to various shady or otherwise disreputable activities,
they always seem to be peripherally associated.
Patron Deity: Cadic

Ancestral Home: The city of Plexus in the Coryani
province of Annonica.

Typical Appearance: The typical val’Borda is short
and thick, with dark hair and features.

val’Dellenov — Unique among the different Val
families, the val’Dellenovs are strictly a matriarchal
clan. The populace at large tends to generalize their
activities as being closely associated with nature. This
is due, in no small part, to their very close link with the
Green Mother, Saluwe’.

Patron Deity: Saluwe’

Ancestral Home: Panari, in the Coryani province of
Balantica.

Typical Appearance: The typical val’Dellenov is
tall to the point of being reed-like and tends to be a
brunette.

val’Holryn — Noble and fiercely loyal, the val’Holryns
are generally held in high esteem throughout central
Onara. This family, once believed to be a minor
bloodline, raised in prominence throughout the years
until finally being elevated as a major bloodline.
Patron Deity: None. The val’Holryn are commonly
referred to as the ‘Bastard Children of the Gods.’
Ancestral Home: The city of Tralia in the duchy of
the same name in Milandir.

Typical Appearance: val’Holryn are very atypical. They
tend to take on features that compliment the bloodline
they inherited, i.e. those with an affinity for Nier have
red hair, those for Illiir tend to be blonde, etc.
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val’Inares — Pitied amongst all the Val families, woe
and suffering tend to follow the val’Inares throughout
their lives. Parents lose infants to crib death, fortunes
are gained and lost with regularity, bright sons and
daughters disappear without a trace, or some of the
elderly contract a horrible, disfiguring disease. Yet,
through it all, the val’Inares family perseveres and
amazingly, grows stronger.

Patron Deity: Anshar

Ancestral Home: None as they are spread out
throughout the central portion of the continent.
Typical Appearance: Unexpectedly beautiful in an
understated manner, the typical val’Inares tends to
have a light complexion with sandy colored hair.

val’Ishi — Viewed with reverence due to their
association with the afterlife, the val’Ishi are treated as
Holy men by the populace at large.

Patron Deity: Beltine

Ancestral Home: Centered in the city of Enpebyn in
the Coryani province of Valentia

Typical Appearance: val’lshi tend to be small in
stature, with brunette-colored hair. There seems to be
a hint of Khitani blood in their family characterized by
the slight almond shape of their eyes.

val’Mehan — Known for their great skill in diplomacy,
the val’Mehans are a glib-tongued people and are
thought of as master manipulators throughout Onara.
The general populace treats the val’Mehans with
fearful respect, as one never knows if there is an
invisible demonic bodyguard close by.

Patron Deity: Sarish

Ancestral Home: Centered in Nishanpur in Canceri.
Typical Appearance: The typical val’Mehan is tall
and barrel-chested with a severe countenance. They
usually have jet-black hair although most males shave
their heads.

val’Mordane — Surrounded by an air of death, most
give the val’Mordanes a wide berth. Strangely, there
seems to be a slight schism in the family as the
val’Mordane of the north tends to be very introspective
and isolationist while those of the south are militant
and expansionistic.

Patron Deity: Neroth

Ancestral Home: In the south, the city of Abessios
while in the north, it is centered upon the ancient city
of Vintaka.

Typical Appearance: val’Mordane from the south are
tall and muscular, with a copper bronze tan due to the
unrelenting sun, while those in the north are sallow
skinned and sickly looking.

val’Ossan — The val’Ossan family is considered to be
a noble if slightly aloof people. They enjoy being near
the ocean and become introverted if away from a body
of water for too long. It is rumored that the val’Ossan
are amphibious and spend as much time below the
waves as above it. The val’Ossan make little comment
about these allegations.

Patron Deity: Yarris

Ancestral Home: The duchy and city of Naeraanth in
Milandir.

Typical Appearance: Tall and regal looking, the
val’Ossans tend to have raven hair and piercing blue
eyes.

val’Sheem - val’Sheems are a hedonistic and
passionate people. Extroverted to the extreme, they
are famous for their quick wits, their winning smiles,
and their unsurpassed endurance while imbibing.
Patron Deity: Larissa

Ancestral Home: Centered around the city of Savonna,
in the Coryani province of Cafela.

Typical Appearance: val’Sheem men are typically
tall, dark, and handsome, while the women radiate
sensuality and are known as the most beautiful women
on the continent.

val’Tensen — This noble family has a reputation for
not suffering fools lightly. It is a rare sight indeed to
see a val’Tensen laugh heartily as these somber people
value stoicism above all things. val’Tensen tend to be
very even-tempered and are slow to anger, but when
they do, they are like a living tempest and a whirlwind
of vengeance.

Patron Deity: Hurrian

Ancestral Home: The ancestral home of the val’ Tensen
is split between the Coryani province of Ulfila and the
Milandiran duchy of Moratavia, a sore spot for both
sides of the clan.

Typical Appearance: The most prominent feature of a
val’Tensen is their hawkish nose. They refer to it as a
proud profile. Hair color tends towards gray to shades
of silver.

val’Virdan — Renown for their reputation as fierce
and incomparable warriors, val’Virdan strive everyday
to live up to this reputation. Contrary to the popular
notion that the val’Virdan family has a mercurial
disposition that causes them to react rashly, they are
actually quite adept at complex strategies and know
the value of patience.

Patron Deity: Nier

Ancestral Home: The northern portion of Canceri,
nestled against Nier’s Spine.

Typical Appearance: val’Virdan tend to have bright
red hair and a ruddy appearance. Years of required
military service shape them into lean, muscular
instruments of Nier’s will.
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Timeline

The following timeline is intended to be an overview
of the major events across Onara and is not exhaustive.
Many of the events detailed below are not known
by the majority of the inhabitants of the world with
the exception of the rare Elorii that has lived for
millennia.

The dates of this timeline are based off of the Coryani
calendar, which begins the Modern Age with the
raising of the Wall of the Gods. I.C. stands for Imperial
Calendar.

Other calendars, such as the one used by the Khitani
start at different periods of time.

All dates before the founding of the Coryani Empire
are approximate at best.

-7000 Ssethregoran Empire at its apex of
power.

Elorii become servants of the Ssethregoran
Empire.

Ssethregoran Empire is cast down by the

-6000

-5738

-1740
-1700
-1660
-1400

Destruction of Mandragore.

-1398

-900 Founding of the City-State of Whon.

-750  Founding of the League of Princes.

-730-380 Rise and fall of the Axunite
Empire.

-317  Foundation of the Milandisian League.

-187-120 Rise and fall of the Tenecian
Empire.

-120 1%t Gift of Althares given. Floating City
of Khafré.

-35 Time of Terror begins.

-32-0 1%t Crusade of Light begun by the First
Emperor.

0 Rising of the Wall of the God’s.
Founding of the Coryani Empire.

4 1.C. Establishment of the Mother Church of
Coryan.

[liir curses the Dwarves.
Founding of Mandragore.
Myrantian Hegemony founded.
Myrantian — Eryunell War.
Myrantis sinks into the swamp.

The Founding of Ymandragore upon the
ruins of Mandragore.

-5710

-5480

-3800

Elorii.

Elorii city of Belestor founded on the
ruins of the Ssethregoran capitol.

Return of Ssethregoran army and
subsequent defeat.

Arrival of the Other and His followers to
the shores of Onara.

The Pantheon and humanity soon follow.

-3790

The “death”
Lords.

of the Elorii Elemental

The Banishment of the Other.
The downfall of the Elorii Empire.

-3760

-2870

-1800

First Imperium established. First City
built upon the ruins of Belestor.

Decline of the First Imperium into
decadence.

Exodus of the Khitani to the northwest
portion of Onara.

42 1.C. New city of Coryan founded.

58-62 I.C. The Deliverance of Abessios.

78 I.C. First City rediscovered by the Emerald
Society.

374 1.C.

Empire.

376 1.C.

Nierites Exiled from the Coryani

Founding of Censure and the

Great Trade Route.

398 1.C. 15t Khitani-Coryani War.

428 I.C. 2nd Gift of Althares.

430 1.C. Conquest of the city of Altheria
by the Coryani Empire.

536-538 I.C.  Coryani-Ymandragore War.

764-806 I1.C.  Second Khitani-Coryani War.

767 1.C. Becherek Heresy.

Canceri Insurrection.

803 I.C. Milandir secedes.
804 1.C. City of Sicaris founded.
805 I.C. Altheria secedes.

Overthrow of the First Imperium by Leonydes
val’Virdan.

The establishment of the Theocracy of the
Cleansing Flame.

Arrival of the Sorcerer-King to Arcanis.

-1770 The defeat of Leonydes val’Virdan, the
Sword of the Heavens, on the plains of
Nishanpur.

Shadowed Age, also known as the Time
of Darkness, begins.

984-1012 I.C. Heretic War between Milandir

1023 I.C.
1024 1.C.

and Canceri.
Milandir-Coryani Conflict.
Current year.
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The Mighty Coryani Empire

last of the Sarishan slavers. The Cancerian’s

eyes glazed over before he could finish the
incantation summoning whatever hellish beast
waited beyond the veil.

Chest heaving, he sought to assuage the
burning in his lungs. The battle had been fierce
but brief as well as totally reckless. Yet the
Centurion could not have just turned a blind eye
to this.

The Centurion plunged his gladius into the

“It was a matter of duty and honor,” he
muttered grimly. His grimace turned to a self-
deprecating smirk; “It’s always a matter of duty
and honor.”

Turning towards the children, he called
them together. “Gather close to me and do as I
say. Other Sarishans will soon come around to
investigate. We’ll need to be far from here before
then.”

The children stared at him through wide
eyes. Not understanding what they were transfixed
by, he looked down and saw a red strain on his
side slowly expanding. With a final look at the
children, all went black.

A cool damp sensation awakened him. He
discovered he was in a small hovel being tended
to by the eldest of the children. A quick glance at
his wound showed that it had been bound with a
makeshift bandage.

“Very resourceful of you.” He weakly
tussled the young boy’s hair and smiled.
“Resourcefulness is a Coryani virtue. Well
done.”

The boy looked down at the Centurion.
The small group of children squatted all around
and hung on his every word. They all wore the
same expression of fascination mixed with fear;
fascination at seeing an actual Coryani Centurion,
and the fear of reprisals from their wicked
taskmasters, the Canceri.

“But we are not Coryani, Centurion.
We are just slaves, laboring for the glory of
our Sarishan masters.” The boy’s words were
matter-of-fact, but the Centurion could hear the
undertones of hope in them.

“When I came across your small group
working on this damnable Red March, I was
offended to see that the Sarishans would use
children as slave labor.” Tenderly gripping the
boy’s jaw, the Centurion turned it from side to
side. “But one look at those blonde locks and that
noble profile and I knew that you were of Coryani
stock.”

With some discomfort, the Centurion
struggled to get to a sitting position without
undoing his bandage. “And my son, no Coryani
man, legionnaire or not, would suffer to see
his countrymen in chains. For duty and honor.”
Smiling, he met the children’s gaze. “In this case,
it is both.”

The children looked aghast. “No, please.
Do not take us. We were born into our lot. If we
try and turn against our masters, they will send
their demons and monsters to devour us. Please!
We are not worth your trouble!”

The Centurion’s face hardened. His next
words were said softly yet carried clearly into
each of the children’s ears. “Whether you are
Coryani-born or not is not the issue here. The
Gods teach us that all men carry within them
a noble seed that cries for freedom and yearns
to live each day with vigor and passion. A face
should be turned up to feel the warm rays of the
sun or the joy of a light rain shower, not fixed
upon the ground with only the ache of your back
to let you know you are alive.”

He tapped the child on his chest lightly as
he looked at each child in turn. “If you have that
in your hearts, children, then you are Coryani.
And as Coryani, [ will see you home to safety.”

Trying to lighten the tense mood, his next
words were said in a flippant tone. “Or is it that
you fear the Temple instructors more than you
do your taskmasters here?” He lowered his voice
conspiratorially. “Between us, I’m not sure what I
would rather face; a horde of drunken Yhing-heer
spoiling for a fight or the stern rod of my teacher
at the Temple of Althares in Plexus.”

The children’s laughter brought a smile to
the battle-scarred warrior’s face. But the laughter
soon turned into a barrage of questions by the
inquisitive children.

“Don’t the Coryani have slaves?”

“Is it true that the first Emperor made the
Wall of the Gods?”

“Can anyone be a Centurion?”

“Is Coryan truly the center of the
world?”

“What about the great games that take
place in the Grand Arena?”

Holding both hands up, the Centurion feigned
surrender. “So many questions from my young
wards. I will answer them all, but first let’s start
moving out of this hiding hole you’ve placed me
in. It’s a long march to the Milandisian border.”
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It was not until dawn broke upon the
firmament that the Centurion paused to give the
children a rest from their trek. They had made good
time and had put quite a few miles between them
and the slaver’s quarters where he had found them.

The children patiently waited for him to
wet his lips from his wine skin. After a brief swig,
he passed it to the nearest child. “Naeraanthian
wine. Not as tasty as that from Sweet Savona, but
it’ll slake your thirst just as well. And while you
rest, I’11 tell you about your glorious heritage and
the great sacrifice made by our first Emperor.”

The Founding of the Empire

“Before the Time of Terror, the many cities
that now make up the Empire where isolated and
contentious. Communications between the many
City-States of the former First Imperium were
almost non-existent. The few attempts to form
alliances were met with suspicion and outright
hostility. So when the Gates of the Infernal
spewed forth its blasphemous issue, Mankind was
ill prepared and appeared marked for extinction.

“The small City-State of Coryan was no
exception. Its leaders were shortsighted and timid
men who received what they deserved at the
hands of these horrors. All except for one man.
Our beloved First Emperor.”

“What was his name?”

“That blessed name is lost to time now.
Who he was and what he did in Coryan before
the Infernal came is unknown. That he was a
great leader and a paragon among men is without
question. Only a man with those qualities could
have performed the miracles he did.

“That is why he was the first Soldier-
Saint anointed by the Holy Patriarch as well as
the father of our mighty Empire. But, I am getting
ahead of myself. First he had to beat back the tide
of evil that washed over us and forge the greatest
nation since the First Imperium.

“The exact details are not known.
Remember that this happened over one thousand
years ago. What is known is that the Emperor
rallied the greatest of Coryan to his side and in a
brief but brutal battle swept the streets of Coryan
clean of the Infernal creatures.

“That evening after securing the city, a
golden glow filled the night sky and a Valinor of
Iliir descended from the Heavens. He held in one
hand a gladius that radiated with the purest of
light and in the other, a battle standard from the
First Imperium.

“With a voice as soft as the flutter of a
falcon’s wings he spoke and was heard by every
person in the city.

“He said, ‘The fulfillment of the Gods’
will begins this night. Millennia ago the Golden
Age of Man as decreed by the Pantheon fell.
Tonight, you have beaten back the dark night of
evil and have been deemed worthy to once again
enter Paradise.’

“He extended the gladius and said, ‘Take
this, our Lord’s sacred arm, and cut down those
who would drag you down into despair and
darkness. Let its light illuminate the barbarism
that shrouds humanity and bring the warmth of
brotherhood.’

“He then extended the standard and
said, ‘Take this, the battle standard of the First
Imperium’s finest Legion, and let it and the others
that will follow defend this Empire from all who
would do it harm.’

“The Emperor took the gladius from the
Valinor and girded it at his side. He then took
the standard and with but a few solemn words
reestablished the Legion of Vigilance.

“The Emperor and the ‘found’ Legion of
Vigilance rode off the next morning to the nearest
City-State and offered them brotherhood and
safety.

“The Emperor spoke the Pact that he
would utter so many countless times over the
next thirty-odd years: ‘I will rid your city of the
Infernal and offer to you the hand of friendship.
Join us in the making of a mighty Empire and
help us rid Onara of this scourge that so plagues
our people.’

“Time after time, year after year, the
Emperor spoke the Pact and his ranks swelled
to huge proportions. The standards of some of
the Ancient Legions were found along the way
and were remade. A huge host swept northward
spreading the word of Illiir and the promise of
brotherhood, freeing city after city from the
Infernal yoke. Victory became commonplace and
the impossible a minor inconvenience.

“Until they reached the Blasted Plain.

“Until they reached the End of Hope.

The Battle of Hope’s End

“For thirty-two years, the Emperor and
his forces had defeated the Infernal, destroying all
who stood before their forces or striking such fear
in them that they fled rather than face him.

“As the host of Legions fought northward,
so did the Infernal scamper to hide from the light
of Illir’s blade. Though cowardly when alone,
these beasts grew confidant when joined by others
of their ilk. So it was that they decided to make
their last stand on the Blasted Plains, one hundred
thousand strong and desperate for victory. Lead
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by the immense Devil, Uhxbractit, whose very
breath reeked of poisonous sulfur, they awaited
Coryan’s Legions.

“When the Emperor’s host crested the
broken cliffs above the Blasted Plains and gazed
upon the vast army arrayed against him, he
quickly assessed the chances of success.

“Speaking to Almeric val’Assante’,
first general of the Legion of Vigilance and
his confidant since this odyssey began, he said
quietly, “We cannot win through force of arms.
Though these men who follow us are the bravest
the world has ever seen, [ will not spill their blood
needlessly nor send their souls to Beltine before
their time.

“‘With the first rays of Illiir’s light, I will
go down alone and see if victory can be stolen
through guile rather than paid for by blood.’

“At dawn, the Emperor rode down alone
to the middle of the plain. Uhxbractit, the Devil
general, was puzzled by the human’s actions and
strode out to meet with him alone also.

“What was said between the two will
never be known. What is known is that the
Emperor shouted back to the Legions, ‘Let none
interfere with what is to follow, for I have
bargained with the Devil and have stolen for us a
chance. Should Uhxbractit fall to me, the Infernal
Horde will go back to the many Hells from
whence they came.’”

“And what if the Devil should win?”

The Centurion looked at the child in
amused surprise. “No one asked. He was not only
our Emperor, he was Coryani; and Coryani never
fail when the stakes are so high.

“From the written accounts by the
famous poet-warrior, Evansol val’Sheem, the
battle between the two titans lasted for eight days
and eight nights with neither combatant giving
nor gaining ground during the time in between.
The blows from our Emperor’s elegant gladius
against the Devil’s vulgar Axe-Cleaver weapon
were deafening, the sparks, blinding. But where
one fought with the desperation fed by its own
cowardice, the other battled with passion and
conviction.

“From whence the poison dart came was
unknown. That it was seen by the eagle-eyed
Yolim val’Tensen, of the Legion of the Reluctant
Warrior, assured that the treachery would not go
unanswered. With a mighty roar, the Legions
rushed downward as the Emperor struggled to
fend off the savage fiend’s attacks. Seeing that the
humans rushed forward, the Infernal Hordes did
also.

“As night fell, the two forces pulled their
leaders aside and regrouped to their respective
camps to await the coming dawn and the final
battle.

“The poison coursing through his veins,
the Emperor was laid upon his cloak and made as
comfortable as possible. His closest friends and
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confidants came to stay by his side during his last
hours, yet he did not speak to them, but rather
prayed to the Gods.

“For hours, he beseeched them, saying
the same prayer endlessly, ‘Let not my weakness
condemn your children to an eternity of darkness.
Let not our sacrifice have been in vain.’

“The Emperor hung on to life as a
drowning man clings to a bit of flotsam; The
poison destroying his body inch by inch, so that
by the time dawn rose, only his eyes and lips
could move by their own volition.

“As the first rays of the Sun broke the
horizon, a savage growl ripped from the Infernal
army, assured of their victory now that the
human’s leader had fallen.

“But that cheer was suddenly silenced
as a low rumbling quickly rose in pitch and
hue. The very ground shook and roiled like the
frothing ocean during one of Yarris’ angry fits.
Yawning pits broke open under the demonic
horde, swallowing many of them whole, while in
other places, the gigantic pieces of jagged rock
ripped through the plain’s pristine landscape.

“Worried that they might also fall prey to
the earth’s fury, the Legions pulled back to a safe
distance, taking their dying Emperor with them.
“The groaning and shaking of the earth was not
stilled until dawn the next morning. When the sun
rose full into the morning sky, a huge mountain
range stood where before only flat plains existed.
Of the Infernal horde, there was no sign.

“A great cheer went up throughout the
Legions as the significance of the event began to
sink in. The crusade was over. The Empire was
safe. They had won!

“The generals of the great legions did
not join in the cheers and jubilations. They knelt
by their friend and Emperor’s side and heard
his last words to them. ‘The Empire is safe.
The Gods have answered our pleas. Let this be
the northernmost extent of our Empire. Beyond
is hope’s end.” He laid a hand upon Almeric
val’Assante’s arm. ‘Protect our people and prove
worthy of the Gods’ gift to us.’

“With that, the Emperor’s body shook
slightly and he passed on. Yet so beloved was he
by the Gods that Illiir sent down His Valinor to
gather him up and take him to Heaven to be by
His side.”

“With heavy heart, Almeric val’ Assante’,
the second Emperor of the Coryani Empire, rode
back to Coryan to begin the arduous task of
consolidating the Empire.”

The Emergence of the Mo%her Church

After the fall of the First Imperium
and the subsequent implosion of the short-lived
Theocracy of the Cleansing Flame, the Pantheistic
Church was forgotten.

During the Imperium, each city, though
Pantheistic, had a patron God that watched and
cared over it. After the Fall, the citizens of a
particular city began praying to their patron
deity more and more, until, over the years, the
Pantheon was all but forgotten. The Pantheistic
priests became the priests of the Patron God,
evoking only those rituals and services to the
exclusion of the others.

During the 1%t Crusade of Light, as it was
later called, the First Emperor’s troops not only
fought back the Infernal, but also began to learn
and exchange ideas between the different cities
liberated. A priest of Illiir, Vesiti val’Assante’
began reconstructing the rites and rituals of the
Pantheon, much to the First Emperor’s approval.

When Almeric val’Assante’ returned to
Coryan, he appointed Vesiti Patriarch of the
Mother Church and tasked him to reestablish
the old Pantheistic religion as it was during the
Imperium. Though Vesiti was cousin to Almeric
and accusations of nepotism were whispered, he
was the best person suited for the job. Astute,
clear-headed, and vigorous, Vesiti set out to do his
Emperor’s bidding.

First, he called to Coryan the high priests
of the different cities to confer upon doctrine and
dogma. Vesiti listened for weeks on end about the
different tenets used by the priests throughout the
fledgling Coryani Empire. These doctrines and
belief systems seemed to oppose and contradict
each other as much as they agreed.

Just as difficult were the clashing
personalities of the high priests. These men and
women were all highly intelligent and passionate
about their beliefs. Many feared that the
reinstatement of a Pantheon would marginalize
or lessen the importance of their God. Most
argumentative of this contentious lot was Hiraksu
val’Ishi, High Priest of Beltine, spiritual leader
from Enpebyn, City of Weeping Souls.

Hiraksu val’Ishi argued that the actions of
the val’Mordanes from the North were barbaric and
blasphemous and that their God, Neroth, should be
banned from the Pantheon. Neroth, he explained,
was Beltine’s consort and a minor godling whose
domain was the protection of the body as the vessel
of the soul. Once the soul departed, the vessel was
like an empty water urn, useless and a burden. To
raise the body after the soul departed was obviously
blasphemous and therefore of the Infernal.
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Nephasser val’Mordane, rumored to be
an undead being himself, laughed heartily at
these accusations. In an unforgettable speech that
was both passionate and eloquent, he reminded
his colleague that Beltine was Neroth’s wife in
the Pantheon, not her consort, and quoted the
ancient text from The Illluminated Perfection,
the Codification of the Teachings of Illliir, VIIth
Scroll, “Give unto every God His due.” The soul
was indeed Beltine’s, but the body and intellect
after death was Neroth’s.

Vesiti’s head spun as speech after speech
made it clear that the leaders of the different
churches were loath to give up their prestige and
position within society for the sake of reinstating
the First Imperium’s religious doctrine. The task
seemed doubly unlikely when the religious beliefs
of other areas, such as that of the Myrantian
Hegemony to the south, were taken into account.

During the evening, after an especially
raucous day of religious zealots pointing fingers
and levying accusations at each other, Vesiti
was awakened by a golden glow that washed
in through his window. Though he did not hear
a sound nor see anyone before him, he felt the
presence of Illiir calming him and soothing his
troubled soul. In a moment of perfect clarity,
Vesiti val’ Assante’ knew what he must do.

The €onvocation of the Divine

Vesiti proposed a compromise to the
assembled clergy. All the Gods were considered
equally worthy of worship in the eyes of the
Mother Church, but the hierarchy of the First
Imperium would be followed as a model. None of
the priesthoods would be abolished in favor of an
all encompassing one, but remain as they were.

A council of twelve Pyrmen, one chosen
from each of the priesthoods of a particular God,
would elect a new Patriarch upon the death of the
previous one from within their ranks.

Each city would have a high priest and
a body of priests to serve the spiritual needs of
the populace. If a given populace worshipped
more than one God, then multiple churches
would be erected and the clergy would work
together to administer to the faithful. Above them
a Prelate would deal with the needs of a region,
while an Arch-Prelate, appointed by the Patriarch,
would coordinate all the priesthoods of a given
Province.

This simple, yet elegant system seemed to
address most of the greatest points of contention
including the semi-autonomy of the different
priesthoods under the administrative eye of the
Mother Church.

Another consideration was the agreement
that any and all priests of the Pantheon were
allowed to proselytize to the populace without
fear of recrimination or persecution.

In exchange for this concession, the
twelve churches represented in this conclave
would have the authority to decide what the
doctrine and dogma for their respective Gods
were and what was considered heretical.

This last concession would be the cause of great
consternation and sorrow in the years to come for
the Mother Church.

After a short debate, the Convocation
of the Divine, conceptual foundation for the
Mother Church, was agreed upon. The brevity of
the discussion was due, no doubt, to the absence
of Hiraksu val’Ishi, who had fallen gravely ill
during the evening. His passing was a great loss
to all the clergy assembled.

It was also concluded that the two greatest
threats to the spiritual body of the Coryani people
were the remnants of any Infernal Cults that
lingered from the Time of Terror and Heretical
Cults throughout the Empire. How correct their
conclusions were would be discovered less than
three generations later.

A concerted effort to find sacred texts
and artifacts that had been lost throughout the
centuries was also made by the Conclave. Any
found would be immediately returned to Coryan
for study and its eventual display for all the
citizens of the Empire. To this end, an agency
was created, answerable only to the Council of
Pyremen and the Patriarch, and charged with
the discovery and subsequent extraction of these
relics.

By this edict the Emerald Society was
founded and exists even to the present day.
Although now only marginally associated with
the Mother Church, it still performs its function
in the discovery and acquisition of not just holy
relics, but artifacts mundane and arcane.

It was members of the Emerald Society
that rediscovered the First City, whose location
and even existence was lost since the Shadowed
Age and largely considered mythical. News of
this find caused great excitement throughout the
halls of the Temple of the Pantheon, the recently
completed Cathedral of the Mother Church, as
well as throughout Coryan itself. Ancient legends
and fables told of the First City ignited the
imagination and fueled the devoutness of the
faithful.

Decades of exploration across the
Badlands revealed new wonders from that mythic
age. Twelve holy sites or shrines were uncovered
in the region, one for each of the Gods. In a rare
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secular decree, the Patriarch, with the Emperor’s
consent, renamed the Badlands, the Blessed
Lands.

Over the centuries, countless faithful
have undertaken the perilous trek, under the
auspices of the Mother Church, to each of these
Holy sites. Once in a lifetime, a true believer is
expected to journey to these Holy shrines and
receive their blessings. The pilgrimage concludes
when the devotee takes a small stone from the
ruins of the Temple of the Pantheon inside the
First City itself.
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The Cult of the T housand-E_yed Man

During the reign of the fourth Emperor,
Eladru val’Assante’, “the Divine Architect,” a
general uprising in the cities of Kofan, Nagar,
and Panari in the Balantican Province sparked a
firestorm of fear throughout the Empire.

Overnight and simultaneously, the three
cities” governmental and religious officials were
captured and sacrificed to a heretofore unknown
Infernal Lord known as the Thousand-Eyed Man.
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Gruesome public ritual torture preceded a horrific
death by impalement of any citizen who did not
swear their souls to the hoary Devil.

Most unsettling was the betrayal of the
legion stationed in Kofan, the Legion of the
Might of the Empire, comprised of followers of
Hurrian, thought to be completely incorruptible.
To this day, the descendents of those legionnaires
strive to undo this great blemish to their families’
honor by performing the greatest feats of heroism
and valor the Empire as ever seen. To this day,
no Emperor has rescinded the stigma the original
legion earned that day, the changing of their
legion’s title from the Might of the Empire to the
Legion of the Accursed.

No less than five full legions, led by
the Legion of Vigilance and an entire cadre of
Nierite Inquisitors, whose ranks were swollen by
the conscription of Sarishan priests, were sent to
these rebellious cities.

What was found there horrified even
the most hardened amongst them. City streets
garnished with the broken bodies of citizens.
Street gutters slick with the blood that had flowed
from the mutilated carcasses that rotted in the
warm day. Atrocities upon atrocities were seen by
the legionnaires, each worse than the one before,
but each with one commonality; the absence of
the victim’s eyes.

Within days, Nagar and Panari were
retaken and Coryani order re-established. Brutal
fighting took place as the frenzied cultists gave up
each inch of their territory dearly. Many heretics
were cleansed by the flaming crucible of Nier
that day as well as the multitude of Infernal that
were bound and castigated by Sarishan priests.
Finally, the leaders of the cult were rounded
up and beheaded. Surprisingly, many of these
cultists were not just deranged and depraved
flotsam at the edge of society, but nobles from
the Val families that ruled the area for centuries.
These members were declared Mandir (outcast
in Ancient Altharin), as the nobility attempted to
quickly separate themselves from the shame their
cousins had indulged in.

The greatest outrage of all came when the
assembled legions and inquisitors entered the city
of Kofan. As they arrived, no screams of battle
were heard, the stench of Hell did not assail their
nostrils, nor did they see any of the horrific sights
that had greeted them in Nagar or Panari. Nothing
moved in Kofan. Nothing stirred. Even the wind
seemed timid and frightened.

The Coryani marched into a city that
once held over ten thousand souls, yet now was
as quiet as the necropolis at Ventaka. Leaving
the bulk of their troops to establish a defensible
perimeter in case this should be an elaborate ruse,
the heads of the legions and inquisitors stormed
into the Governor’s Palace in the city’s center.
Again, no one attempted to bar their way.

When the leaders returned a few hours later,
they were blanched and unnerved. They reported
that like the rest of the city, the palace was empty.
No sign of the cities inhabitants were found except
for what was found in the governor’s audience
hall. There, perfectly arranged in bizarre diabolic
sigils were ten thousand sets of eyeballs, staring
unblinking at the legionnaires as they entered. The
walls were smeared with blood, leaving a message
addressed to the Patriarch by name.

What it said was taken to the graves
by those few who entered the audience hall. It
is curious to note, however, that the Patriarch
cancelled all public appearances from that day on
and a Sarishan Pyreman was quickly appointed as
his successor.
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Before riding out, the Coryani general
of the Legion of the Cleansing Flame, visibly
shaken, gave one last order before leaving Kofan.
“Burn it to the ground,” he said in hushed tones,
“all of it!” Although Nagar and Panari were
restored and are thriving hubs to this day, Kofan
was never rebuilt. A black ashen patch, miles
long, overlooking the Straits of Coryan is all that
remains of that benighted city.

The Yarric Heregy

The worship of Yarris, God of the Seas,
was codified by the val’Ossan family and the
ancient Milandisian priesthood as prescribed by
the Convocation of the Divine. The practices of
the Yarric church up and down the east coast of
the Coryani Empire thus became dogma and were
duly sanctified by the Mother Church.

Unfortunately, these same practices did
not hold for religious beliefs in the far south.
There, in the newly enlightened province of
Salantis, it was discovered by the priests of
Saluwe’ that something was greatly amiss.

In a hoarse, croaking voice, the elder
of the benighted fishermen of the province,
explained that Yarris existed long before the
coming of the Pantheon and was outside and
above it. It was also learned from the batrachian-
looking elder that the Valinor of Yarris now were
not his original messengers. The pre-God War
Valinor were of the deep and often came on the
dark of the moons to educate and have congress
with the villagers.

It was this devout worship, untainted by
outsiders, which allowed his people to prosper
where other villages nearby could not. In his
hubris, the elder lead the stunned priests down
the rocky walls of the cove to where the dark
waters lapped endlessly against the craggy coral
reefs. There, carved into the wall were a series
of craven stone idols of a Yarris. The first was
crudely sculpted, yet still recognizable as the Sea
God, but each successive one was more and more
bizarre, until the last was wholly alien.

Fearful that they would be sacrificed, the
Saluwean priests complimented the elder on the
fine likeness of the Sea God and quickly left the
village.

As soon as they were able, couriers
bearing scrolls describing what they had seen
were sent back to Coryan and the especially to
the General of the Nierite legion, The Legion of
the Cleansing Flame. Over the years, this legion’s
zealous and some would say obsessive adherence
to Church Dogma elevated them in the eyes of the
Patriarch. Such was their passion in ferreting out

dangers to the Mother Church that the Patriarch
took them as his personal honor guard and, by
extension, the Church’s the strong arm.

Once again, Inquisitors were sent to
investigate the provincials’ heretical practices and
to determine the best course of action. The church
of Yarris in Naeraanth also demanded that they
be allowed to send representatives to establish
idolatry of an Elemental being or, worse yet, an
Infernal.

After vigorous questioning, the surviving
elders confessed their sacrilegious practices before
the assembled populace, denouncing their version
of Yarris to be false and infidelic. This public
display of the orthodoxy’s might culminated with
a procession down to the rocky shoals and the
destruction of the idols.

Satisfied that the populace had been
enlightened, the Legion of the Cleansing Flame
retired to Coryan leaving the Naeraanthian priests
of Yarris to administer to their spiritual needs.

The populace, properly cowed, listened
attentively to the priests until the darkening of
the twin moons. That evening, something came in
on the high tide; something that tore and clawed
and gnawed at the good Yarric priests and their
converted flock.

One surviving priest babbled of the fish
men that came out of the ocean, delivering their
children back to the safety of the deep. Those
who stood against them fell as wheat before their
webbed talons and needle-like teeth. He alone
was spared, he said, so that the Word of Yarris
could be heard. With each successive syllable,
unfortunately, his speech slurred and his mouth
frothed as a man possessed.

The surviving priest was taken to the
bleak, fortified towers of Morilon, where priests
of Neroth care for those with brain fevers. There
he died on the following darkening of the moons.
Curiously enough, when the Nerothian priests
examined him, it was determined that he had
drowned. Curious because he was in a windowless
cell, hundreds of feet above ground and miles
away from any body of water.

Tragedy and Triumph

For over a millennia, the Mother Church
of Coryan has nurtured and cared for the spiritual
needs of the people of the Empire. Its many
charitable deeds, from the care of the infirm to
protection from the ever-present threat of the
Infernal, have given Imperial Citizens throughout
the Empire a sense of security and comfort during
trying times.
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But the years have not always smiled
favorably upon the Mother Church. The Gods
have tasked the clergy throughout the centuries
with arduous and perilous events to test their
devoutness and resolve.

During the reign of Emperor Marellius
val’Assante’, an assassination attempt conceived
by the black heart of a Nierite General cost the
Empire its kindest and most beloved Patriarch and
the Mother Church the aid of its right arm. Having
conspired to rid the Empire of both its leaders, the
General of the Legion of the Cleansing Flame,
Erdul val’Virdan, conspired to return the tyranny
that was the theocracy of Nier, responsible for the
downfall of the First Imperium.

Although thwarted by a valiant cadre of
the Legion of Vigilance, the damage was done.
When matters were finally sorted, the Patriarch,
Hulantin val’Assante’, was dead, the General
executed, the Legion disbanded and the followers
of Nier rounded up and exiled to the furthest
corner of the Empire, the Gods-forsaken province
of Canceri.

The fracturing of the Church did not
end there. Centuries later, a madman and self-
proclaimed prophet named Becherek began
to foment heretical beliefs in the province of
Canceri. He called for the elevation of the three
gods, Neroth, Nier and Sarish, replacing Illiir as
the head of the Pantheon and that a Nerothian
be immediately made Patriarch of the Mother
Church.

Shocked by these statements and the
support he was garnering, the Patriarch at the
time, Hemill val’ Tensen, reacted rashly. He placed
the entire populace of the province under threat of
excommunication, an act that would brand them
heretics and strip them of their citizenship.

He then petitioned the Emperor, Quron

val’Dellenov, an arguably unstable ruler, to send
in the legions and bring the heretic, Becherek,
back to Coryan. An entire Century of the Legion
of Radiant Glory was sent to Nishanpur.
The Centurion in charge of the mission found
that though he was able to arrest the apostate, the
populace would not let them leave with Becherek.
In an act of utter arrogance unmatched to this day,
the Centurion addressed the crowd, “You wish
to keep the heretic with you? So be it. Cradle
the madman to your bosom, the Emperor only
needs a small token of his remorse.” With that,
Becherek was brought out and with a quick flick
of his wrist, the Centurion beheaded the Prophet
and shoved the decapitated corpse into the crowd
and held up the head to the stunned assembly.

Within seconds, the resolute but peaceful
crowd howled in mad frenzy. One hundred
legionnaires were ripped limb from limb that day.
It is not known what happened to the body or
head of Becherek. What is certain is that the wild
dogs of Nishanpur ate well that night.

A full quarter of the Pantheon was
sundered from the rest upon that fateful day. Yet
the magnitude of the problem did not make itself
clear immediately.

In 767 1C, days after the Becherek
insurgency, the province of Canceri seceded
from the Empire. A few decades later, Milandir
followed, as did Altheria. Fearful that other
provinces would take similar actions, especially
the ever-rebellious province of Toranesta where
worship of Neroth and Sarish was as fervent as in
Canceri, the Emperor and Patriarch conferred to
stem the tide of insurrection. Emperor Gorvaticus
val’Assante’ who ascended the Alabaster
Throne after the assassination of the mad Quron
val’Dellenov, announced that the edict proscribing
the worship of the Neroth and Sarish was lifted.

Great efforts were made to promote
goodwill with those worshippers, even to the
point of appointing a Nerothian Arch-Prelate to
the Toranesta province. Finally, the rumblings
of secession were quelled and the Empire held
together.

This act was of vital importance as far as
the Mother Church was concerned. A prophecy
was discovered in an ancient shrine to Larissa
in the First City that was later verified by the
Oracle of Savona, the venerable prophetess Vanya
val’Sheem.

In it, the prophecy states, “a falcon, wounded and
torn would not stand before the deafening Quiet
that was to herald the End Times.” The Golden
Falcon of Illiir was the symbol of the Coryani
Empire and its meaning, at least in part, was
clear.

Other prophecies, such as those on the XVth Holy
Scroll of Lanfallen, a translation and transcription
of a portion of the Crypt of Memories in the First
City, have guided the Mother Church and the
Empire through many perilous times.

One passage in particular has triggered
not one, but two wars of unprecedented magnitude
with the Khitani Empire. He who sits upon the
Throne of Man shall rule all of Man. Other
translations of the same text adds, He who sits
upon the Throne of Man, consecrated by the
Hierophant, shall rule all of Man. Regardless
of which version is adhered to, the meaning is
clear; the Khitani can never take the First City. A
man must rule over man, not their alien ruler, the
Sleeping Emperor, Ruler of Khitan.
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"W ars without End... Amen"

“Tell us about all the wars you’ve fought,”
asked the eldest boy eagerly. “No, tell us about all
the wars.”

“Our masters say that all the Coryani
know is war and conquest, so that your brothels
overflow with the young flesh of the vanquished.”
This last question came from a young girl who up
to this point had not whispered a word.

Stunned by the resentment in her voice
and the cynicism in her eyes, the Centurion
paused and chose his words carefully.

Motioning her forward, he spoke to her
in a firm yet soft voice. “Child, they are not your
masters. They are very evil men who stole your
heritage from you. Know their words for what
they are; propaganda of the vilest sort that would
turn child against parent.

“We Coryani,” he spread his arms to
encompass all of them, “fight because we have no
choice. To stop fighting, to surrender to the will of
others is to heap disgrace upon the sacrifices our
ancestors made to give us the life we now lead,
full of wonder and glory.

“It is our duty to go to all the lands of
man and spread the joy of civilization and the
enlightenment of our honorable rule. Under the
banner of the Empire, all citizens are protected
by our just laws and know a standard of life that
is without equal across Onara.

“So it was when we met the leaders of the
Myrantian Hegemony and saw them for the vile
monsters they were. It was our duty to free the
people from the tyranny they lived under.”

The Deliverance of Abessios

“During the founding of the Empire, our
First Emperor’s crusade took him northward until
he reached the farthest reaches of Canceri. South
of the Empire was another nation which called
itself the Myrantian Hegemony, taking its name
from its lost capitol, Myrantis, swallowed Ilo
these many years by the swamp. This empire lost
many of its people during the Time of Terror, but
managed to stave off the Infernal forces due, in
large part, to their priesthood.

“These people worshipped a strange
amalgamation of Neroth and Sarish, which
they called Tzizhet, the Many-Limbed. This
blasphemous God constantly required huge
monuments to be erected in His honor as well as
blood sacrifices made in His name.

“The rigid caste system under which these
people lived perpetuated this evil practice. Under
thereligious caste, comprised of the val’Mordanes,

val’Mehans, and, surprisingly, the val’Inares, the
military and the builders’ caste were made up
entirely of those deemed expendable. This last
caste was used for the massive labor necessary in
building the cyclopean monuments to Tzizhet.

“When these workers were too frail or
injured to work in the quarries or on the ramps
constructing the tombs, they were taken to the
central temple, hung by their ankles, and bled into
a large ceremonial basin to slake the thirst of their
profane God.

“But at the time none of this was known.
Having just established our Empire, we wanted
nothing more than to have time to consolidate our
nation and have peaceful relations with all our
neighbors.

“The Myrantians, and by this I mean
Abessians, as the ruling capitol was now Abessios,
took our peaceful entreaties of trade and cultural
exchange to mean that we were weak and free for
the taking.

“How wrong they were.

“After striking out across the frontier and into
our territory, the Myrantian charioteers and slave
troops made to take the fair city of Sweet
Savona. Shocked to see our hand of friendship
so contemptuously slapped aside, we none-
the-less managed to hold Savona despite their
reckless attacks. Thousands of slaves perished
that day, their bodies lapping flaccidly, clogging
the hundreds of waterways that make up Savona’s
streets and byways.

“Our counterattack was as swift and
strong as our rage was hot. What they perceived
as a weak and young army tore through their lines
like a hot knife through butter. Did they think we
had not learned from fighting the Infernal for over
three decades? Did they not realize that to strike
at any city within the Empire was an attack upon
the whole? If they thought we had no stomach for
war, they were taught a swift lesson in Coryani
sayings: ‘Drink with me and I shall call you
brother. Strike at me and you shall be no more.’

“When our legions arrived at Abessios
and crossed the Nekhty River, hundreds of slaves
greeted them with cheers. The leader of these
people, the Phaeron Kefrin, hid in his den,
surrounded by his vile allies.

“There, at the cringing Phaeron’s side,
was a woman of deadly beauty, hissing while
baring snake-like fangs. With but a gesture, the
carpet beneath the legionnaires feet writhed and
squirmed as if alive. Dozens of venomous asps
and other serpents sprang from the weave and
attacked. This was a desperate act, aimed at
delaying the rightful retribution that the Phaeron
so richly deserved.
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“Quick action on the part of a young
legionnaire ended this mad charade. Ignoring
the vipers preparing to strike, he threw his spear
with the accuracy born of many years of Coryani
training and skewered the fleeing monarch to
the marbled wall. The woman, unfortunately,
escaped, leaving no trace as to her whereabouts.

“In honor of his quick thinking and his
superb aim, the young legionnaire was allowed
to present the High Crown of the Phaeron to the
Emperor, adding the title of Phaeron of all the
Myrantian Hegemony to his hosts of honorifics.”

The First thtani-Cm:yani War

“What of the Khitani? Didn’t they almost
conquer all of Coryan?”

“The Khitani are our most implacable
enemy, due to the fact that we are both children of
the First City. Thus when you fight a Khitani-man,
you are not only fighting a soldier who yearns for
your land or women, but one who fights so that
his beliefs will supercede yours.

“Sometime between the fall of the First
Imperium and the Shadowed Age, the Khitani fled
to the Northwest region of Onara, lead, they say,
by a Valinor. What God this Valinor represented
is constantly being debated, but suffice it to say
that it is truly a Valinor and not some deception
perpetrated by the Khitani.

“The Khitani enshrined it as their ruler,
calling it the Sleeping Emperor as it has the
penchant to sleep for days, years, even generations
at a time and then awaken to impose new edicts

or decrees. It was one such decree that almost ran
our Empires to the brink of ruin.

“Declaring that the Khitani were destined
to see the First City once again, the fearful hosts
of the Khitani rode down in mass through the
Fervidus Hills towards the Blessed Lands.

“Luckily, the Voei of the Fervidus Hills
tore into the Khitani cavalry with the same vigor
that they normally reserve only for us. Pilgrims
to the Blessed Lands hurried back and told the
legions patrolling the border of strange men
adorned in golden armor riding towards the First
City.

“Ordered to investigate, the Legion of
the Crimson Moon rode hard through the Blessed
Lands and reached the base of the mountain upon
which the First City lies in time to see the Khitani
scaling to the summit.

“The Khitani, who we later learned had
invaded with more than fifty thousand men, had
been whittled down to a mere twenty thousand
by the savage Voei. Even so, they outnumbered
the Legion more than twenty to one. General
Idan val’Borda sent back messengers requesting
reinforcements while his men used “unorthodox”
tactics to harry and wear down the enemy.

“By the time reinforcements arrived,
val’Borda’s men had been all but wiped out.
Somehow, the legion had managed to gain the
pass up the mountain and was holding the Khitani
below them. The General himself was engaged
in fierce combat, holding his Legion’s Standard
aloft and rallying his men. Transfixed by no less
than three spear shafts, General Idan val’Borda
smiled through broken teeth and bloodied lips at
the sight of the charging Coryani army. Handing
his Legion’s Standard to a young herald, he cried
out to his men, ‘For duty and honor’ and led
a mad charge headlong into the Khitani heavy
infantry.

“By the time the Coryani troops were able
to engage the enemy, the Legion of the Crimson
Moon was destroyed, but the valor evidenced
by the General and his men inspired the arriving
legions to new heights of bravery and boldness.
Taking up the courageous general’s battle cry, the
weary Khitani-men were slaughtered almost to
the man.

“To this day, ‘For duty and honor’ has
become the maxim of not just the legions but of
Coryan itself.

“As for the Khitani, their Sleeping
Emperor did not lie. They did indeed see the
First City. But due to the bravery of legionnaires
like Idan val’Borda, they never set foot upon its
hallowed streets.”
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The Childrens” Crusade:
The Coryani-Ymandragore War

For countless years, the Coryani have
had an understanding with the Sorcerer-King of
Ymandragore. His Arcane Majesty, in exchange
for defending the shores of Onara from the Infernal
who still rule beyond the waves, demanded a
small tithe.

The Lord of Ymandragore wanted not
wealth, land, nor goods. He desired only those who
possessed the “Gift;” those who could channel the
arcane forces. Sorcerers and Mages had always
been viewed suspect, as they manifested powers
similar to those wielded by those who bartered
with the Infernal. As such, the Sorcerer-King’s
request was viewed as not unreasonable and even
beneficial.

Thesecond Emperor, Almeric val’ Assante,
wisely agreed to the Lord of the Isle of Tears’
request, giving Ymandragore’s agents free reign
throughout the Empire in the pursuit and capture
of his prey. Almeric knew that his nation had to
consolidate its holdings and that the last thing it
needed was conflict with an ancient power.

Time passed and the Coryani waxed
in power. The Ymandragoran agents continued
to carry out their distasteful task unhindered
until the birth of twin boys to the Empress Shar
val’ Assante.

Mere months after the birth of the twins,
an Ordainer entered the Imperial Palace and
arrogantly demanded that the babes be delivered
unto him for tutelage upon Ymandragore. So great
was the children’s potential, that the Sorcerer-
King himself had taken notice and commanded
their presence upon the isle.

Aghast at the thought of her babes being
taken from her and raised by some inhuman
creature, the Empress refused. The Ordainer
laughed, calling her an insipid sow fit only to
rule over mewling babes and not an Empire. The
still grinning Ordainer’s head was sent back to
Ymandragore with a clear message tacked upon
his headdress: ‘Your reign of terror is done.
Neither you nor your kind will again set foot upon
the shores of Coryan. You have been warned.’

Ymandragore’s response was swift and
decisive. The Black Fleet set sail under the dark
of the twin moons and set upon the port city
of Celanto on the Verdant Coast with all the
viciousness of a ravenous wolf. By the time the
sun’s first rays lit its resplendent towers, Celanto
was littered with corpses of hundreds of its
citizens. Undaunted and unopposed, the forces
of Ymandragore marched directly for mighty
Coryan itself.

News traveled quickly to the capitol,
throwing it into complete chaos. Out of the swirling
cacophony of voices, one spoke clearly and
confidently. Senator Palic val’Holryn cut through
the panicking mob of sycophants and knelt before
the Empress. In characteristic Milandisian brevity,
he stated matter-of-factly, ““Your Majesty, give me
command of the legions and the Ymandrakes will
be swept from our lands.”

Taken aback by the Senator’s directness,
the Empress regarded him intently. The two
locked eyes for what seemed ages until finally,
the Empress called for silence. With but a few
words, Senator Palic val’Holryn was named
Defender of the Empire and given command of
the entire might of Coryan.

The Senator lost no time in springing into
action. He had, at an earlier time, risen through
the ranks of the legions and had commanded men
in battle before. He seemed undaunted by the fact
that the fate of the Empire was in his hands.

On a cold windswept morning, the 16%
of Anima, 536 IC, General val’Holryn assembled
over one hundred legions and more than one
hundred auxiliaries to meet the advancing
Ymandragoran forces on the Plains of Olian. The
battle was savage and merciless, with neither
side asking nor giving quarter. The Ymandrakes
fielded thousands of mages and sorcerers, who
called upon their Arcane powers to rain death
upon the legionnaires and hordes of beasts, both
foul and fell, that stank of the Infernal.

The battle went on for weeks, the Coryani
legions slowly gaining the upper hand, but at a
horrendous cost. The finest and dearest blood was
shed that day, but true to General val’Holryn’s
pledge to the Empress, the forces of the Sorcerer-
King were pushed back. Steadfast, despite the
dire losses suffered, the Coryani Legions chased
the remnants of the Ymandragore army back
across hundreds of miles of territory until at last
they were within sight of glorious Celanto.

Yet the gleaming towers and stained glass
windows of Celanto were no more. In its place was
a smoldering ruin, which now was more akin to a
charnel house than to the elegant city that it had
once been. A cry of anguish ripped from the lips
of the legionnaires as they strode into what was
Celanto. Smoking, burned out ruins and citizens
impaled upon stakes, resembling the meat snacks
on a stick sold throughout the Empire, lined
every street. Enraged by the horrors that lined
every corner, the legionnaires brutally cut down
any and all invaders that they were able to find.
Ymandrakes attempted to flee upon any ships of
the Black Fleet that were docked in Celanto’s
flaming harbor. They were not successful.
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Not satisfied with wiping out every last
invader on Coryani soil, General val’Holryn
sent back word to the Empress that he and
members of his personal legion, the Legion of
the Rising Phoenix, were taking the war back
to Ymandragore. In an uncharacteristic fit of
rage, General val’Holryn vowed to see what
color the inhuman Lord of Ymandragore bled.
Commandeering one of the ships of the Black
Fleet, he sailed off to the Isle of Tears.

General val’Holryn’s expeditionary force
was never seen again.

Weeks later, a message was sent from
Ymandragore to the Empress of Coryan. In
it, the Sorcerer-King threatened to continue
hostilities between their two nations ‘until the all
of Onara mirrored Celanto,” unless they agreed
upon a compromise. In return for the cessation
of hostilities and the sovereignty of Coryani soil,
the Dark Lord demanded one of the two boys be
given over to him for apprenticeship.

The Empress reacted with indignation at
the thought of giving up one of her children to
‘that monster,” but very forceful arguments from
the Senate, spearheaded by the Senator from the
Altharian province, swayed her. They reminded
that it was her duty to put the welfare the citizens
of the Empire above her own personal needs.

Despondently, she sent the youngest of
the twins, Jarok, to the Isle of Tears. Within two
years, the Empress passed on beyond Beltine’s
Veil leaving the Alabaster Throne to her remaining
child, Nurion.

The Sanctorum of the Arcane

When the young Emperor Nurion learned
of these events, he was appalled at the death
and misery he had inadvertently caused. Of
even greater concern was the abduction of his
brother whose fate was unknown despite the
many inquiries made. Irrespective of the terms
of the treaty between their two nations, reports
of kidnappings continued to grow. Emperor
Nurion knew that measures must be taken to
safeguard his people. Abdicating his throne and
naming his aunt, Duana val’Assante’, Empress,
he disappeared in the middle of the night without
explanation.

Nurion began to search out those who
shared his gift and found them living under the
most adverse and squalid conditions. The people
of the Empire feared and resented those who
wielded power not of the Divine. In most places,
practitioners of the “Gift” were shunned and given
a wide berth. In others, hangings, burnings, and
other fates too repulsive to mention befell them.

Adding to his “brethren’s” misery
was the constant threat of the Harvesters from
Ymandragore. These hunters were themselves
Mages and Sorcerers of great power, but their
greatest advantage was that they never hunted
alone.

Nurion, after a particularly harrowing
encounter with ateam of Harvesters, reflected upon
this benefit and resolved to use Ymandragore’s
tactics against them. Using the vast resources
of his family, Nurion slowly gathered others of
his ilk, banded them together, and gave them
whatever aid he could.

He began to establish safe houses in
the major cities of the Empire, which he called
Sanctorum. There he offered shelter, protection,
instruction, and most importantly, the brotherhood
of others who had ‘the Gift.’

Within a few years these Sanctorum had
denied the Harvesters many victims, its members
assisting each other and coming together as a
vibrant community.

Those who have “the Gift” are approached
by associates of this arcane society and offered
safety from those who would harm them, as well
as training in their natural abilities or the chance
to interact with others and exchange spells and
concepts in the magical arts.

Members traveling can find these “secret”
gathering places by searching for the Sanctorum
sigil, the profile of a Hawk in flight and a shield.
Once found, they can expect to be treated as a
long lost cousin, given food and shelter in return
for only their company and tales of their travels.
It has become a tradition for members of the
Sanctorum to exchange new spells with each
other as a gesture of good faith and brotherhood.
When a potential member is approached, a
powerful spell created by Nurion himself bars
the recipient from disclosing any information
about the Sanctorum, its locations, or members.
Much to the Sorcerer-King’s dismay, even he has
not been able to break this spell, as countless of
shattered minds can attest.

As for Nurion, now known as the
Undying, he still travels across Onara, still alive
and relatively youthful due to the tremendous
power of his magic. He is said to be searching for
ways to contact his brother and bring him back
home. He knows that he is still no match for the
Sorcerer-King, so he bides him time, learning and
growing in strength and might for the inevitable
confrontation.




vHE MIGHTY CORYANI EMPIRE = The Campaign Against the Voei

The Campaign Against the Voei

Each year, after the flood seasons, the
northern portion of the Blessed Lands is strewn
with small bits and pieces of the unearthly metal,
Fervidite. This magnificent metal is renowned for
its ability to slice through any known substance,
even Mithril.

It was discovered that this miracle metal
washed down from the hills north of the Blessed
Lands, a vast hilly area, pocked marked with
lakes. The hazy shimmer with which the hills
glimmered gave it its name, the Fervidus Hills,
which literally meant “the Hills which Glowed.”
A massive rush of miners, prospectors, and
merchant entrepreneurs went in search of the
source of this rare metal. What they found was
death; tall, nasty, and brutish.

The hills, it was discovered, were home
to a large number of feral and barbaric tribes that
called themselves the Voei. The Voei were barely
recognizable as human, standing on average
seven feet in height, incredibly muscular and
clothed in matted furs that matched their long,
unkempt beards and scraggly hair.

The first encampment of miners vanished
one night, without trace. Even the best trackers
from the Corlathien Mountains couldn’t find
any trace of them or their attackers. These
disappearances continued until a chance encounter
between elements of the Legion of Deliverance
and the savages took place.

The legionnaires had been assigned to
patrol the area of the Fervidus Hills after members
of the Imperial Assembly and the rich merchants
of Sweet Savona put pressure on the Emperor to
investigate these disappearances. The Centurion
leading the soldiers happened to come across a
small band of Voei in the midst of slaughtering
miners. True to Coryani form, the legionnaires
rode down the attackers without mercy. Though
efficient killing machines in their own right, the
Voei were no match for Coryani steel, tactics, and
superior numbers.

After the battle, the Centurion placed
the heads of some of the tribesmen upon stakes
as a warning and posted written notice that the
Coryani now controlled this land and that any
attack upon the miners was an attack against the
Empire.

Unfortunately, the Voei can’t read.

While guarding a mining camp on the
bare outskirts of the hills, the legionnaires were
beset by waves upon waves of attackers. To their
horror, these Voei had shamans with them who
called upon a bizarre perversion of Pantheistic
miracles to aid them. A few miners were able

to escape with their lives due to the valiant
legionnaires who sold their lives dearly. The
number of Voei, however, made defeat a forgone
conclusion. This battle went to the savages.

Strangely, a few survivors of the
massacre described the brutish Voei as twisted
mirror images of the noble legionnaires from
Milandisia. The nobles of the province have been
uncharacteristically evasive on the subject and
affect insult if the matter is pursued.

It was soon common knowledge
throughout the legions that it was better to die
while fighting the Voei than to be taken alive. The
shamans, it was discovered, were able to perform
a profane rite whereby the soul of the victim was
bound upon death and trapped inside their own
shrunken heads. To fall upon one’s sword to avoid
capture became standard practice among the
unfortunate legionnaires stationed in the Fervidus
Hills.

Even more shocking, legionnaires who
were able to escape from their captors reported
that the Voei did not keep slaves or prisoners, but
rather used them to augment their larders. The
Voeli, it appeared, had developed a fondness for
Coryani flesh.

Over the years, the Coryani have managed
to create a small beachhead in the hills in the form
of a fort with a shantytown built in its shadow,
near the site of a huge deposit of Fervidite.
This mining operation and the fort itself has
been retaken and rebuilt many times over as the
Coryani and Voei seesaw for dominance over
the territory. But as long as the vast vein of ore
continues to produce this rarest of substances, the
Coryani mercantile interests are loathe to leave it
to the savage Voei.

Despite countless punitive strikes against
the few villages known, the Coryani have never
been able to pacify the barbaric Voei. With each
attack, the Voei become more dangerous as they
scavenge weapons and armor from every battle.

To make matters worse, the Voei have of
late been making use of cavalry, something once
thought beyond these ignorant savages. Where
they got these horses is unknown as they are not
indigenous to the Fervidus Hills. With this the
Voei have now become a greater threat than ever
before, attacking not only mining interests in the
hills, but also sweeping down into the Blessed
Lands, menacing pilgrims and the First City
itself.

The day will come when the Voei will
seek to wipe their hills clean of the Coryani.
When that day comes, the Underworld will fill
to overflowing with the victims of their unholy
wrath.
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The Milandisian Campaign

After countless campaigns against the
Voei, several skirmishes against the Khitani on
the Flood Plains, the repression of a rebellion
in Toranesta, a punitive strike against the Elorii
of Malfelen, and a rare encounter with the
Ssethregorans, General Menisis val’Tensen was
finally awarded the title he most coveted, that of
Defender of the Empire.

Menisis elected to move his command
from Coryan, (and the numerous assassination
attempts there), to his ancestral home of Nevanne
in Ulfila. There, he would ride to the banks of
the Nardau River and gaze across at the land that
rightfully belonged to his family and the Empire.
During one typically foggy morning, he saw
three figures standing on the opposite shore. They
neither hailed him nor moved away, but merely
stood like sentinels, motionless. He dismissed this
as strange Milandisian behavior and rode on.
The next morning, he rode out to the banks and
again saw the three figures staring at him from
across the River. He hailed them but received no
response. Peeved at their rudeness, he charged
his horse across the river, but as he approached
the far bank, the figures seem to melt away into
the fog.

Week after week this strange event
occurred, even when Menisis traveled to another
point on the river or others accompanied him. The
same three figures never moved nor spoke, only
stared at the High General.

A visiting priest of Beltine heard of
these events and offered to go with Menisis the
following morning. As usual, the figures were
already in their customary places when the two
arrived, unflinching in the cold morning drizzle.
The priest held aloft his holy symbol and slowly
crossed the river on foot, with a wary Menisis at
his side. This time, the figures did not retreat into
the mist, but awaited their arrival.

Eager to finally speak with these men,
Menisis pushed ahead of the priest. He began to see
details he had been unable to make out previously.
The three were hooded and were dressed in gauzy
white robes, like burial shrouds.

Menisis addressed them directly as the
priest finally made it to shore. “Who are you?
Why do you mock me and fail to return the
simplest of greetings?”

The three stood silent, as still as the
dead. The priest’s voice sounded quietly behind
him. “Permit me, my General.” The Beltinian
took three steps and abruptly lowered his head
and dropped to a knee. After a few moments
answering unheard questions, he stood and

returned to Menisis’ side. “They will speak with
you, Lord, but only when you show them proper
deference.”

Menisis growled, growing impatient with
this foolishness. “Bend my knee to a Milandisian?
Do they know who 7 am? Not even if they were
the three Priest-Kings of ancient Axun would I
bow to them.”

The priest bobbed his head nervously,
but begged for the general’s indulgence. “They
know who you are, my General. They say they
have been waiting to speak to you since before
you were born.” Waving his hands, the priest
continued before Menisis could cut him off. “Yes,
Lord, I know it sounds bizarre, but these three
say they are the Shades of your ancestors. And
General, one of them claims to be your father.”

Stunned, he looked at the priest and then
at the three figures. One did indeed look to have
the right height and build, but his father was a
fairly typical Coryani in physique. Not quite
convinced, he approached the Shades and bowed
curtly.

The Shade that most resembled his father
spoke. Its voice seemed very far away and in
some pain. “My son, always the proud Coryani.”
Recognizing the voice of his father, dead these
long years, Menisis went to speak but was
silenced. “Do not speak, listen, then act.”

The taller of the Shades flowed forward
and addressed Menisis in a voice that chilled
him to his core. “For over two centuries now,
our people have been separated, torn asunder
by the ‘honorable’ actions of men who knew no
better. By breaking away from the Empire, our
family honor has been stained, regardless of how
dishonorably a long dead Emperor acted. Our
oath was to defend the Empire, not turn our backs
on it when we felt slighted.”

Its words exhausted, the Shade seemed
to fade. The final Shade came forward and
continued. “All of the val’Tensen bloodline,
whether oath-breakers or loyal Imperial citizens,
have been found unworthy to enter the Paradise
of the Gods. Until this blemish is removed, we are
all damned to the Underworld, in anguish.”

The Shade of Menisis’ father spoke again,
his words like a whisper. “We have great hopes that
you will wipe this dishonor clean, my son. Only
you have the fire and the ability to do so. Release
us from our torment, my son. Release us.”

Squeezing his eyes to remove the tears
that had welled, Menisis looked up and the three
figures were gone. His jaw set grimly, he knew
that his course was clear. Thanking the priest he
went back to Nevanne and prepared for war.
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Sending a message to the Emperor by
slow horse, Menisis intended to have fully taken
Moratavia before he could be ordered back. With
several Legions under his command, General
Menisis val’Tensen crossed the Nardau River,
intent on conquering and reuniting his ancestral
homeland and laying his ancestor’s spirits to
rest.

Although victory came quickly and easily
initially, the Coryani Legions became bogged
down in heavy fighting with the Milandisian
knights. Having taken a full quarter of Moratavia,
Menisis’ attack was blunted at Treslau Pass.
Then, without warning, the knights of Milandir
retreated and formed a defensive formation.

Menisis took advantage of this lull and
fortified his position, intending to reinforce
his army and continue the attack before the
Milandisians could counter. He never got the
chance.

Unbeknownst to the High General, the
Emperor, through the Senate, sent a message
of peace in his name to the ruling council in
Milandir.

Emperor Calsestus val’Assante’ could
not allow the popular general to succeed in this
campaign. Already, the populace of Coryan adored
Menisis and it would not be long before the High
General made a bid for the Alabaster Throne.

Entreating the Regency Council of
Milandir to accept peace in exchange for a
pledge accepting the current border as inviolate,
the Emperor hoped to foil Menisis’ plans. The
Regency Council, reeling from the crippling
casualties suffered during the invasion and fearing
that the legendary general would not stop until all
of Milandir was again a Coryani province, they
capitulated.

Menisis was outraged when a copy of the
treaty was presented to him. He had underestimated
the Emperor and now his ancestors would suffer
for it. He had no choice but to honor the truce
unless he was prepared to march on Coryan itself
and rip the crown from the Emperor’s brow. As a
loyal Coryani citizen, he could not do that.

He would have to wait for another opportunity to
fulfill his duty to the val’Tensen and his destiny.

“There are countless other wars I could
recount, like the Second Coryani-Khitani war
when the Khitani actually invaded the Empire
itself, but that’s a tale for your teachers to tell.”

“So that’s what it is to be Coryani? An
endless string of wars?” Once again the young
girl cut through the songs of glory that had
entranced so many young boys, himself included,
and struck at the dissonance of his ballad.

He parried her quick jab with a wry
smile. “No,” he said. “We are not Milandisian.”

Before she could press the issue, he
continued. “Life in the Empire is full of wonders
both subtle and extreme in numbers to satiate the
most gluttonous of us all. Let me tell you what
life will be like for you as Imperial citizens.”

Family Life in the Empire

The heart of Coryani society is the family.
Headed by the familial patriarch, (or matriarch,
in some cases) the eldest male holds sway over
his offspring, their mates, and progeny. The
familial patriarch decides which of his children
will succeed him in his chosen profession and
which will join the military or the priesthood.

Such power does not come without a
price. The familial patriarch is also responsible
for the care and welfare of all his charges, from
his mate to the lowest servant. He is expected to
keep his family well fed and protected as well
as providing proper education and instruction in
whatever vocation has been selected.

Obviously the higher social classes have
greater duties and expenses than those of the
lower castes, but the premise is the same.

Women in patriarchal families are
considered equals with the exception of matters
dealing with ascension. The senior male,
irrespective of any elder sisters, ascends to the
head of the family upon the death of the familial
patriarch. The reverse, of course, is true in
matriarchal families.

Only during childbirth and childrearing
are a woman’s needs and desires ignored in light
of her duties to the family. A mother is expected
to care for her child until they become adults
at the age of fifteen. Of course, in practice,
more affluent women skirt this issue by having
competent servants rear the children.

Education

As early as the age of five, Coryani
children begin their schooling. The more affluent
families have highly educated servants begin the
child’s instruction, but eventually they are sent to
the church of the family’s faith. There they learn
how to read, how to write, history, the tenants
of the faith and, most importantly, the ideals, or
the virtues paterna of the Coryani: duty, honor,
courage, and resourcefulness.

If deemed to possess an astute mind, or
if the student is of high birth, they may continue
their schooling past the age of fifteen at one of
the various institutes of higher learning, the most
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prestigious of which is the Altharian Academy in
Coryan. There students are given instruction in
higher mathematics, elocution, and philosophy
as well as poetry and music. Various languages
are also taught and most Coryani, from nobles
down to the middle class, are fluent in at least two
additional languages. For those of higher birth,
one of these languages is expected to be High
Coryan.

All legal documents are written in High
Coryan and the Senate sometimes debates certain
delicate subjects in High Coryan so that the
common folk in attendance in the stands will not
be able to understand what is being discussed.

In major cities, like Coryan, a public post
in the main plazas would have daily bulletins
relating current affairs. These communiqués
address everything from public holidays,
mercantile shipments, public executions, and, in
times of war, the news from the fronts. Those
items viewed as overly sensitive for the eyes
of the common man, are published nonetheless
but in High Coryan, thus assuring that any
confidential news would reach only those meant
to read it. Bad news, however concealed, always
manages to make its way to everyone, regardless
of social status.

Social Classes

Coryani society is divided into four
distinct classes. With the exception of the highest
class, these strata are not rigid and mobility up
(and sometimes down) is common. Unlike most
societies, where wealth is the greatest factor in
determining the ranks of the upper class, the

blood of the Valinor acts as proof of the Divine
Right of the Vals to rule. In theory, the most
destitute of Vals can command the wealthiest
of Patricians, though in practice, this rarely is
the case. For classes below the highest, it’s the
quantity of your gold, not the richness in your
blood, that establishes your place in society.

The Patrician Imperialis

As decreed by the Gods since the age of
the First Imperium, the Vals have always ruled
over the masses and helped guide humanity
through some of its most tragic years. In the
Coryani Empire, the position of the Vals is no
different.

All of the major bloodlines, as well as
a few of the minor ones are represented within
the Empire and are usually in places of power as
Governors, Senators and, of course, the station of
Emperor itself. The val’ Assante’, those descended
from the Valinor of Illiir, have had the longest
dynasty, only broken occasionally by short-lived
dynasties such as the val’Dellenov dynasty.

The patrician imperialis are expected to
take an active and commanding role in Coryani
society, extolling, by example, the virtues paterna
of the Coryani. Thus, many of Vals are likely to
be found as military officers, high public officials,
or as priests in the Mother Church.

Only citizens of this class are allowed to
wear a golden trim upon their toga. For anyone of
a lower class to be caught affixing the golden trim
upon their clothing, the penalties are harsh, from
public lashings to death.

The Patricians

Second only to the Vals in status, the
patricians are those normal humans that have
ascended the social ranks through meritous acts,
assets in excess of one million Imperials, or marry
into one of the Val families. If the latter, the
patrician is allowed to affix the Val family name,
without the prefix-val, to his own, i.e. Assante’-
Voucis, Tensen-Balin.

The patricians are expected to emulate
the patrician imperialis and also take positions of
public service, military command, or service in
the priesthood.

As a testament to the high value the
Coryani affix to their virtues paterna, any man,
even ones whose fathers were the lowest slave
could rise to this station through exemplary
service to the Empire.

Citizens of this class adorn their togas
with a deep green trim, signifying their status.
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The Plebeians

The plebeian class comprises the vast
majority of the citizens of the Empire. These loyal
citizens range from rich merchants and traders
to the farmers, bawdy courtesans, artisans, and
fishermen. The bulk of the Coryani legions are
comprised of these hardy souls who are able to
attain the rank of Centurion, but not general of a
legion.

Plebeians are barred from taking any
positions in the government by practical and
not arbitrary reasons. All government posts are
unpaid positions where the citizen is expected to
disassociate himself from all other interests. As
plebeians are usually not independently wealthy,
the practicality of the situation is evident.

The Provincials

When a territory is liberated from
the darkness of barbarism, its peoples are not
immediately considered citizens of the Empire. A
period of time must pass, usually three generations,
though sometimes longer for the more contentious
subjects, before the people are given limited civil
status. They are considered provincials and are
protected under Imperial law but may not hold
any positions of power regardless of affluence.
Provincials may legally own property and operate
mercantile interests without the need of a Coryani
partner. Permits are required for travel throughout
the Empire and the governor’s office must be
petitioned for such permits.

A provincial may attain citizenship before
his region is formally inducted as a province of the
Empire by military service. After a normal tenure,
anywhere from ten years to twenty in times of
war, the provincial is awarded the title of citizen
of the Empire with all benefits and honorifics
thereof. From that time on, all the children of the
new citizen are also considered citizens, assuming
they were born after his entitlement.

Slaves

Lowest of the low, without any protection
from Imperial law, this rank is reserved for
criminals, heretics, traitors, and prisoners of war.

These persons are no longer even
considered human, but are treated and traded as a
commodity.

Woe to he who transgresses against the
laws of the Empire or the tenants of the Mother
Church, for regardless of previous station, he is
cast down and branded persona non-grata.

The Gentiles

Those foreigners, who come to visit
from far-flung nations and regions, including
those non-humans who have not petitioned for
citizenship, are considered gentiles.

Afforded protection by Imperial law
and allowed to own and operate mercantile
establishments, these fortunate people are said
to have the best of both worlds. Foreign titles,
such as that of Duke or Speculator Prince, are
recognized within the Empire and are usually
used to address these nobles.

Gentiles are, of course, prohibited from
seeking public office or serving in the military
except in special auxiliaries. Most do not mind
these few restrictions, through many grumble at
the higher taxes they must pay because of their
status. But such is the price for living in the
‘Center of the World.’

Imperial Government

The obvious head of the Empire is the
Emperor or Empress. These august personages
have always been a member of the patrician
imperialis class and have ruled without question
since the time of the First Emperor.

With such a vast Empire to guide, many
public service offices were established to assist the
Emperor in his duties. These offices include that
of the Imperial Council, Provincial Governor, city
governor, and a multitude of lesser positions.

Imperial Council

The heart of the Imperial Government,
the Council is made up of two distinct bodies; the
Senate and the plebeian committee.

All of the laws of the Empire are written
by the Senate and ratified by the Emperor. The
Emperor cannot make law on a whim and depends
on the Senate to enact his wishes unless he abolishes
the Senate, which has occurred from time to time.
Public outcry and many back room dealings have
always forced the Emperor to reinstate the Senate
before too long a period has passed.

The Senate can also hold trials for
offenders who have transgressed against the
entire Empire or cases considered too complex or
volatile for a local magistrate.

Senators are appointed to their position
by the Emperor or by a majority vote by the
senate. A position must be open, usually through
death, though sometimes an ineffectual senator
will step down “voluntarily” to allow a more
persuasive individual a seat.
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Any citizen, regardless of social status
can aspire to hold a seat in the Senate. All it takes
is the blessings of Larissa, a spectacular military
victory, or enough imperials to choke a horse. Of
course, those born to the upper class need only
ask father to step down from his senatorial seat.
The fortune of birth is a funny thing.

The plebeian committee hasn’t any actual
legislative power. This “assembly” is more like
an unruly drunken mob than an actual public
office. Any citizen of the Empire is invited to sit
in the stands of the Senate and participate in the
plebeian committee.

Originally created to act as the voice
of the common man, this mob now makes its
displeasure known through the banging of their
crude wooden cups. If an unpopular Senator
or piece of legislation is being discussed upon
the floor, the rabble bang their cups until such
a racket is made that the orator cannot be heard.
It is common practice for Senators to pay key
members of the committee to either keep order
while they speak or to cause a thunderous raucous
while a rival addresses the Assembly.

The Emperor no longer addresses the
Council directly since the Night of Cups. Emperor
Hecton val’Assante’, the last of the first Illiiran
Dynasty, made a disastrous decision to personally
assure that a huge tax increase was passed. This
increase was to fund a large monument in honor
of his glorious reign, which, at that point had been
less than a year. Derisive, contemptuous, and
openly condescending, the Emperor berated the
Senators for taking so long in passing his decree.
When the plebeian committee began to pound
their cups in disapproval, he sneered at their
‘savage and ignorant ways’ and told his small
contingent of guards to ‘clear the rabble so that
their betters can conclude business in peace.’

During the ensuing scuffle, a guard ran
a plebeian through with his weapon stunning
the crowd. Disbelief quickly turned to unbridled
rage as the unruly drunken throng, numbering
hundreds, rushed down the steps and pummeled
the guards and the Emperor to death. The vast
majority of the Senators, reading the writing on
the wall, hastily left the Senatorium before the
carnage began.

Governors

Selected from patricians of the region,
a governor is the representative of the Emperor
in the city he administers. This can be a very
prestigious and powerful office, depending on the
city one administers.

The governor has almost unlimited power
over his charge and not even a senator can
override his decisions, though an edict from
the entire Senate can. The only power that can
summarily strip the governor of his duties is that
of the Emperor and his personal representatives,
i.e. The Legion of Vigilance.

Those patricians who are appointed to
cities that are also the provincial capitol are some
of the most influential people in the Empire. This
plum assignment, though without pay, assures the
governor a steady income in the form of grafts,
favors, and gifts from those who must curry his
good graces.

With the ability to levy taxes, and most
importantly, distribute the revenue, the governor is
besieged with offers and requests from the secular
sector as well as the religious one. Churches
constantly rely on the good will of a governor to
build, augment, or refurbish existing temples. To
say that the competition for attention is fierce is
an understatement.

The Legions of the Empire

The Legions of Coryan are the finest
military organization upon Onara. No other
nations can compare with their raw power and
disciplined might, regardless of what foreign
leaders would want one to believe.

Organized in a very simple manner, a
legion is a fighting force of up to one thousand
men, led by a General. The legion is then divided
into ten units of one hundred men called a
Century and is lead by a veteran officer called
a Centurion. Smaller groups, usually not more
than a dozen, are called Cadres and are reserved
for delicate missions requiring finesse rather than
brute strength.

Legions are further characterized by type,
such as light infantry, heavy infantry, or cavalry.
The type of legion usually, but not always, indicates
how it is equipped. A prestigious legion with a rich
patron can be issued gear of better quality than one
of the same, yet less esteemed, designation.

Legions may also have additional units
designated as auxiliaries that augment or add
unique abilities. Sappers, bowmen, slingers, divine
and arcane irregulars, as they are called, can lend
its support during times of war to whichever unit
it’s assigned.

The Founding of a L egion

To have a legion one must first have a
patron. This patron is usually a wealthy patrician
such as a senator, a governor, or the Emperor
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himself. It is also common practice for a particular
church, especially Illiir or Hurrian, to sponsor a
legion.

Once a patron decides to found a legion
and has the assets to house, equip, and train it, he
must muster one thousand warriors to his side.
This can be done by appealing to one’s general
populace for support, coaxing a popular general
out of retirement, lavishing gifts upon prospective
recruits, or having the Ancient Standard of a
legion from the First Imperium.

These standards from the First Imperium
are all but indestructible, having been created
using methods lost to time. Unlike the present
day, where a legion’s standard, along with any
war trophies captured, is kept at the legion’s
headquarters, the legions of the First Imperium
carried their standards into battle. A few of the
more fanatical legions that have an original
standard also carry on this tradition, to their
patron’s dismay.

Patrons fund adventurers, scholars, and
even members of the Emerald Society to search
and return lost standards of the First Imperium so
that it may be ‘remade.” According to tradition,
if a patron that has assembled one thousand men
that pledge themselves to the honor of a lost First
Imperium Legion presents the Emperor with the
standard of that legion, the Emperor must allow it
to be remade.

Only once before, during the reign of
Quron val’Dellenov, did an Emperor fail to remake
a legion to his and the Empire’s eternal regret.

Emperor val’Dellenov reigned during the
time when the Canceri seceded from the Empire,
during the Second Coryani-Khitani war. A retired
centurion, adventuring in the province of Ulfila,
stumbled across a lost legion’s standard while
investigating an ancient crypt. Knowing that
the Empire was desperate for troops, he hastily
assembled one thousand men from his birthplace
and practically bankrupted himself outfitting
them.

Racing to Coryan, he arranged for an
audience with the Emperor and presented his
legionnaires and the standard. According to
tradition, until the Emperor officially accepts the
legion into the Empire and has its name inscribed
upon the Roster of the Valorous, the warriors
are forbidden from calling itself a legion. When
the Emperor had the Imperial Seer, a Larissan
High Priestess, determine the identity of the lost
legion, he was incensed to discover that it was the
Legion of the Black Sun, dedicated to Nier. In a
fit of rage, he decreed that the standard be locked
away in the deepest vaults and that the offending
patrician be executed for this affront.

Somewhere, deep in the lost catacombs
in the province of Ulfila, the earthly remains of
the Legion of the Black Sun rose from its eternal
rest, awakened by the curse of the Emperor.
How it reached the south of Canceri is unknown,
but the Nerothians of that abysmal place now
count amongst its defenders the Legion of the
Black Sun, the scourge Coryan.

Not all legions must be the reincarnations
of ancient legions. Some are founded entirely
without lineage, such as the Legion of the Singers
of Sweet Savona. Of course, pedigree equates
with prestige in Coryani society. Such legions
do not receive the benefits or the respect more
celebrated legions have.

Once founded, the Legion is immediately
transferred as far away from its home as possible.
The logic of this is sound as legions are often used
to quell uprisings. It is better, goes the saying, not
to make a man choose between family and State,
as the final decision may be most unpleasant.

Legionnaires show their loyalty and
commitment by branding themselves. Upon the
right upper arm, near the shoulder, the legionnaire
receives the mark of the Empire, the Golden
Falcon symbolizing that he is the strong right
arm of the Empire. On his left, he is branded with
the emblem of his legion, keeping the honor and
memory of his unit close to his heart forever.

All legionnaires are trained and equipped
to master the short sword, called a gladius, as
well as the javelin or spear. A shield and steel
breastplate, greaves, and helmet provide protection
from attack. Some legions, due to a patron falling
upon bad times or because of its designation may
have different or lesser equipment, such as leather
armor or no shield at all.

At the present time, the Empire enjoys
the leadership of General Menesis val’Tensen of
Ulfila, Bane of the Khitani, Conquer of Moratavia
and Defender of the Empire. As Defender, the
general has absolute control over all the legions
of the Empire, their disposition, and placement.
A brilliant tactician, many whisper privately that
this man may be the only hope for an Empire
beset by corruption and bloated on its own
excesses. The legions have always held a special
place in the hearts of the imperial citizenry and
the general is viewed as the ideal legionnaire,
noble and incorruptible.

Co1:yani Overview

Capitol: Coryan

Population: According to the Census of 1000
I.C. 67,438,911 (Humans/Vals 98.7%)
Government: Imperial
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Religion: The Mother Church of Coryan
Currency: Imperial (1 gp), Decus (Silver), Centus
(copper)

Primary Import: Ivory, Iron Ore, Salt

Primary Exports: Grains, Wine, Gems, Marble,
Textiles, Sculpture, Silk

Alignment: Any, but typically Lawful

Geographical Overview

The immense Coryani Empire is host
to a vast array of terrains and climates. Gentle
hills and endless plains make up the lion’s share
of Coryan’s geography, with the massive Corvis
River bisecting it from top to bottom, but deserts,
rivers and mountains abound also.

Ulfila

The province of Ulfila forms the northern
border of the Empire abutting the rebel province
of Milandisia. It is bounded by the Corlathian
Mountains to the west, the Gulf of Yarris, and,
until recently the Nardau River to the North.

Long the ancestral lands of the
val’Tensen’s, the scions of Hurrian; a portion
of Ulfila broke away from the Empire during
the Milandisian Rebellion, a dark stain on that
family’s honor. For years the val’Tensen have
longed to be reunited with their errant cousins,
and last year, General Menesis val’Tensen took a
large step towards making that dream a reality.

Ulfila is made up of rocky, broken crags
that extend down and across from the Paerthian
and the Corlathian Mountains, respectively. This
difficult territory gradually becomes hills the
further south one travels.

Northern Ulfila is wracked by violent
storms, raging wind, and lightening strikes. It is
considered an ill omen for the skies to clear as it
signifies Hurrian’s displeasure. These windswept
lands produce some of the finest rangers on
Onara. Said to rival the Elorii in ability, these
austere folk are easily identified by their Wind
Staves, used to call upon Air Elementals for aid.

Overlooking the Nardau River and
perched on the starkest crags of the region is
the palace of the Provincial Capitol, Nevanne,
the Scarlet City. The city’s appellation refers to
the reddish hue of the stones quarried to build it.
These stones, ranging from a rosy color to a dark
shade of red, were mined directly from the base of
the escarpment and are also responsible for cliff’s
name, the Fiery Palisades. The irony of the name,
considering the rivalry between Hurrian and Nier
is not lost on the inhabitants.

The city proper lies at the base of the
cliffs in the shape of a huge semi-circle. Once
a haven for the arts and sciences, Nevanne has
become an armed camp with the return of the
Defender of the Empire and last year’s conflict
with the Milandisians. No less than five entire
legions are stationed there, straining the resources
of the city and the sparse outlying area to its
breaking point.

The Cﬂ:y of Nevanne

Type: Large City
Population: 23, 017 +5,000 legionnaires.
Governor: Fedor Tensen-Curtius
Power Centers: The Governor, General Menesis,
the Arch-Prelate of Ulfila
Military: Legions: 5,000 legionnaires

City Guards: 350
Industries: Trade, quarried stone, spring water,
gems (rubies and sapphires).

Valentia

The province of Valentia is a bleak and
foreboding territory, bounded by the Corlathian
Mountains to the north, the Western Marches to
the west, and the Corvis River to the east.

The ancient city of Enpebyn, now the
Provincial Capitol, was originally founded during
the time of the First Imperium and is the ancestral
home of the val’Ishi family, Blessed of Beltine.
Known as the City of Weeping Souls, visitors to
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this city report feeling uneasiness as if unseen
eyes are constantly observing them.

Many consider a post in Valentia
punishment for a transgression that does not
merit execution or exile, but nonetheless deserves
castigation.

This may be because, since the process
of creating steel was discovered, a large smelting
forge was built near the hills and mountains
surrounding Valentia, which are rich in iron
ore. Quickly becoming the primary source for
weapons, armor, and metal goods for the Empire,
the Forge continued to increase in size.

Today, the Forge operates night and day,
encompassing the entire production process from
mining to smelting to the smithing of weapons and
armor. As a result, large black billows of smoke
and cinders hang above the area and the city of
Enpebyn. The colossal Corlathian Mountains
act as a barricade, impeding air movement and
prevents the clouds of smoke from dissipating.
Despite the heroic efforts of the citizens of
Enpebyn, the city lies covered in black soot and
ash.

The Forge is managed and operated by
the Society of Smelters, a loose organization of
plebeian miners, blacksmiths, and iron workers
and wields considerable power and influence in
the area.

After the discovery of the First City,
hundreds of scholars began to recover lost lore
and ancient text from its hidden recesses. The
citizens and rulers of that golden metropolis
practiced many strange and alien traditions,
unique among them was the ritual performed
before the crowning of a new Imperator.

Before being able to sit upon the Throne
of Man, the ruler walked a circuitous route
throughout the First City called the Azure Way, a
task which must have taken days given the city’s
tremendous size.

Upon hearing of this tradition, the Emperor
Quintelus val’Dellenov decided to have an Azure
Way built connecting the entrance of the Palace
in Coryan to the gates of the First City. Although
thought by many to be a complete fool’s errand
and a waste of resources, these people wisely kept
their council and congratulated the Emperor on
his inspired idea.

Work began immediately, laying down a
path lined in blue mosaics that ran as commanded.
Given the vast distances, the completion of the
new Azure Way would take generations, but the
Emperor who succeeded Quintelus continued to
pour money into the project.

After more than forty years of work,
the Azure Way reached the city of Enpebyn in

Valentia. Commanded to create the quickest, most
direct route possible, work began on carving a
path through the Corlathian Mountains. Luckily,
the Second Coryani -Khitani war cut short that
project as all available men and troops were
needed to fight the conflict.

Since that time, Emperors have used the
project to punish those Patricians who fall out of
favor by tasking them to oversee the completion
of the roadway. The phrase, ‘to walk the Azure
Way’ is now a colloquialism in Coryani society
referring to a path to ruin or an unwise decision.

The first thing one notices upon entering
the city are the numerous ancient skulls covered
in arcane symbols that hang from every corner
building. These sentinels have stood vigil over
the city since before the Coryani Empire was born
and are tended by the priests of Beltine. Over the
centuries the thongs from which they are suspended
have been changed and the symbols have been
repainted, but the skulls are never replaced.

The reason for this lies in the aftermath
of the fall of the Theocracy of the Cleansing
Flame. In the frenzy following the Sword of the
Heavens defeat, armies fell upon armies in a
fury of bloodletting never before seen. Hundreds
of thousands of soldiers met death that day, far
too many for the priests of Beltine to bless and
give proper burials to. Denied the opportunity
to enter the Paradise of the Gods, these tortured
souls roamed unchecked, wishing to share their
torment with the living, which they blamed for
their anguish.

The city of Enpebyn was near one such
area, a place where the forces of Nier and those
who would see them destroyed engaged each
other in a titanic struggle.

Soon thereafter, Shades of incredible
power began to hunt the inhabitants of the city,
swelling the ranks of the damned until they were
too numerous for the priests to contain.

A gathering was held to decide what
if anything could be done. As the conclusion
that the city would have to be abandoned was
becoming evident, a general from the Legion of
the Doom of Chendo proposed a radical idea.

He explained that he and the remnants
of his legion had lost family, home, and hope.
They had lost purpose and now only awaited
death to claim them. Only in this city had they
been welcomed and given a chance to be at peace
again.

In very terse, desperate words, he
explained that they could not allow another city
that had befriended them to fall. To forestall such
a fate, they were willing to stand watch over the
city and its people from beyond the veil itself.
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That night, a dark ritual was performed
that ripped the soul from the legionnaires and
bound them to a fetish fashioned from their
very skulls. Using these fetishes as an anchor,
the spectral legionnaires were able to battle the
Shades on the Nether plane and consign them to
Oblivion.

Since that time, however, the souls of
the sacrificed legionnaires can be heard weeping
in the dead of the night, lamenting all they have
lost.

Enpebyn, City of Weeping Souls
Type: Large City

Population: 19,780

Governor: Gemel val’Sheem

Power Centers: The Governor, the Arch-Prelate
of Valentia, the Society of Smelters

Military: Legions: 1,000 legionnaires

City Guards: 300

Industries: Steel, weapons, armor

Illonia

This huge region is never called a
province, but always referred to as the Heart
of the Empire, in case any of the Emperor’s
many courtiers, sycophants, or other hangers-on
overhear.

Compared to any of the other regions, the
gentle rolling hills and pristine wood glades are
unmatched in their beauty.

Home to the Imperial Capitol, Illionia
is the hub of the world. The constant streams of
people and goods make this region the crossroads
of Onara, with wealth and prosperity beyond
reckoning. As a result, the region becomes
increasingly populated the closer one gets to
Mighty Coryan itself. Ironically, though many
citizens of the Empire dream of visiting the many
columned byways and monuments of the Imperial
city, many of its more affluent residents long to
leave its overcrowded streets and have villas and
estates in other parts of the Empire.

The native Coryani is not an especially
tall person, the tallest reaching a height of six
feet. Those of pure Coryani stock, especially
the val’Assante’, tend to have blonde hair. The
women wear their hair in long curls or picked
up, whereas the men cut theirs very short and
are always clean-shaven. This last conceit is to
further differentiate themselves from those less
civilized people who tend to wear their hair long
and have facial hair.

The city of Coryan is the most populated
urban locale within the Empire and possibly the

whole of Onara. With over one million inhabitants,
many of them living in filthy, congested tenements
called rookeries in the plebeian quarter, one can
see representatives from all parts of the world. It
is not an unusual occurrence to see Dwarves from
Solenos Mor, knights from Milandir, or even the
rare Khitani aristocrat or Elorii throughout its
teeming streets.

The sights of the capitol are just as
magnificent and delightful as its people. From
the opulent Royal palace, the Dome of the
Valinor, and the Senatorium in the Imperial
quarter, to the ancient temples, noble manor
houses, grand libraries, marbled bathhouses, and
the Grand Amphitheatre, Coryan is a place of
wonder. One need only stride through the main
thoroughfare, the via imperialis, to feel infused
with the centuries of culture and refinement,
passing refreshing plazas, marble statuary,
gigantic monuments of marble, copper or bronze,
magnificent architectural splendors, endless
colorful shops, and cool fountains. Once visited,
there can be no doubt that this is the pinnacle of
human culture.

Sports are a favorite pastime for the
citizens of the Empire and large amphitheatres
were built in every major city to satisfy this
interest. Everyone from the Emperor to the lowest
plebian is allowed to witness the events held
weekly. Depending on the personality of the
Emperor, the events were either exciting athletic
challenges such as chariot racing or mock combat
to some of the bloodiest and savage gladiatorial
battles ever witnessed.

Huge bounties are offered for exotic
animals and magical beasts. These creatures
are used to commemorate special occasions by
providing gladiators with unique and deadly
opponents.

The current Emperor, a worshipper of
Larissa to the indignation of his val’Assante’
family, is a great fan of these spectacles and
lavishes praise and gifts upon those gladiators
who he favors.

The current site of the city of Coryan was
not its original location. Shortly after the founding
of the Empire, the small city of Coryan was beset
by hundreds of wagons, animal trains, and people
all carrying tribute from throughout the Empire.
Within a generation, the population of Coryan
exploded to one hundred times its original size.

The fourth Emperor, Eladru val’ Assante’,
“the Divine Architect,” could no longer stand the
endless cacophony of traffic moving through the
capitol and decided to build a city that could cope
with the multitudes of people that Coryan now
attracted.
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Situating the new city just upon the next
hill, the Emperor made an innovative design
requirement. To mitigate the never-ending flood
of merchants and tribute, a roadway would be
built below the foundation of the city. This
would allow shop owners and the like to receive
deliveries of goods and material without clogging
the streets above. This underground labyrinth
would also act as a sewer system, removing
refuse from the city and allowing it to flow into
the mighty Corvis River. To assure that this plan
was adhered to, an Imperial edict was passed
prohibiting wagons, carriages, and even horses
from within the city limits.

Traveling from one side of the huge city
to the other soon became a daylong affair until
an innovative plebeian began to offer wealthy
patricians palanquins a quick, comfortable, and
discreet way to cross the city. So profitable was
this enterprise that his descendants are now
themselves Patricians, attending functions in the
Imperial court itself.

Only in Coryan.

Grand Co1:yan, Imperial Capitol

Type: Large Metropolis

Population: over one million

Governor: Velorin val’ Assante’

Power Centers: The Emperor, the Senate,
miscellaneous ambassadors, the mob

Military: Legions: 6,000 legionnaires

City Guards: 10,000

Industries: Anything found throughout Onara,
both exotic and mundane.

Cafela

Renown throughout the Empire and
Onara for its wild festivals, beautiful women, and
sensuous excesses, Cafela and its most prominent
city, Sweet Savona, is the most popular destination
after Coryan itself. It is also the ancestral home of
the val’Sheems, favored of Larissa and the flavor
of the city reflects their hedonistic tendencies.

Savonaisanurbanmarvel andunparalleled
anywhere else in the known lands. Built upon
two hundred eighteen individual islands and
interconnected by a spider web of walkways and
bridges, the port city of Savona is a welcome
sight to the hundreds of sailors and merchants
who converge upon it daily.

The most prominent feature of the city,
besides the Bridge of Exquisite Delights that
spans the central waterway, is the many-stepped
ziggurat temple of Larissa. Easily the tallest
structure in all of Savona, the temple is vibrant and

bustling with many worshippers and the curious
enjoying the holy services of the priestesses.
Anyone not familiar with the Larissan religion
could easily mistake the church as a market or
brothel rather than a holy shrine.

Crowning the temple is a large brazier
that is kept constantly lit and is used to burn
unique holy incense that spreads across the
city. This incense is neither cloying, pungent,
nor overpowering, but is amazingly, some say
miraculously, just enough to enrapt the senses
with its pleasant scent. This pervasive fragrance
gives the city its nickname of Sweet Savona.

Cafelans in general and Savonans in
particular, are sensualists at heart. They enjoy
good music, fine art, exquisite food, excellent
wine, and most importantly, the expression of
carnality. They have a saying in Cafela, ‘The
Coryani may be the heart of the Empire, but
Cafela is its passion.’

The average Cafelan is slightly darker
than a Coryani native, tending towards brunette
hair, dark eye color, and olive-tan skin tones.
Although the men of Cafela emulate their Coryani
cousins in being clean shaven and keeping their
hair short, the women tend to let their ebony,
luxurious hair cascade down to their waists.

Given the day-to-day carnival atmosphere
and its strategic location as a port city, it is no
wonder that Sweet Savona is the destination of
merchant fleets from every nation. So eager are
the men to participate in the religious ceremonies
of Larissa that captains have had to restrain their
crews from jumping ship when they sight Savona.

To alleviate this problem a small island off
the coast has been turned into a large warechouse
and storage facility where the merchants can
offload their wares before they lose their crew to
the festivities. Native Savonan sailors then ferry
the merchandise to the city proper for shipment
throughout the Empire.

Only the wealthiest of patricians, merchant
princes, and sea captains can participate in the
temple functions, interacting with the Larissan
priests and priestesses and enjoying the full benefit
of communing with the Goddess of Forbidden
Pleasure. Others make due by attending services
at smaller, more intimate shrines or by enlisting
the aid of the itinerant priestesses that can be
found on almost any street corner of Savona.

Although the incense hasn’t any adverse
side effects for humans, dwarves, gnomes, and
even the rare half-orc, Elorii, for some reason,
have an allergic reaction that causes violent
sneezes. When the Elorii trade in Savona, they
wrap their faces in heavy scarves to combat the
effects. Native Savonans began to call them “our
masked visitors.”
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Later, those nobles, especially from stoic
Milandir, who wished to indulge in the excesses
of the city, began to hide their features by
emulating the Elorii. The Savonan merchants
humored these shy nobles and turned a blind eye
to their affectations. Today, the phrase, “a masked
visitor” has a double meaning, referring also to a
hypocritical person.

Sweet Savona

Type: Metropolis

Population: 123, 675

Governor: Meliza val’Sheem, High Priestess of
Larissa

Power Centers: The Larissan Church, Hyrum
Ralcarrion, Merchant Prince of Savona

Military: Legions: 2,000 legionnaires

City Guards: 5,000

Industries: Every earthly pleasure known to man.

Balantica

The province of Balantica is the heartland
of the Coryani Empire. Balantica feeds not only
the Empire and its legions, but also the world,
or so they say. West of the Corvis River, which
divides the province, are thousands of acres of
farmlands growing every possible type of grain,
fruit, or vegetable. Flat grassy plains disappear
into the horizon where herds of wild horses roam
freely. To the east of the Corvis, rolling hills similar
to those of Illionia can be found. A pristine forest,
remarkably devoid of Elorii, covers the countryside.
The woodland, known as the Golden Bough’s
of Saluwe’, is a primordial forest, seemingly
untouched by man. The val’Dellenov’s who
claim this region consider the forest a sacred
place and fight to maintain its unspoiled
beauty for all.

Another forest to the west,
the Hechakel Woods, is the source
of timber and paper products that
are exported throughout the Empire.
Sorcerers and Mages covet the paper
made from these trees as scrolls
fashioned from them seem resistant
to fire, acid, or accidental tearing.

Another resource exported
to the far corners of the Empire is the
wild horses of the plains. The size of
these beasts, which tower over the
horses of the Hinterlands, in addition
to their aggressive nature, makes them
excellent warhorses. Those legions that
are primarily cavalry covet these steeds
and pay premium prices to acquire them.

Given all these abundant raw resources,
as well as easy access to the Corvis River for
shipping, the provincial capitol of Panari is one
of the richest cities of the Empire.

Panari is an odd mixture of rusticambience
with an obviously sophisticated population.
Sometimes called the Crossroads of the Empire,
Panari lies in the dead center, straddling both
sides of the Corvis. Trade from far-off Enpebyn
to Plexus, the Gateway of the Western Lands goes
through Panari. The people of Panari enjoy an
elevated level of comfort, as the governor spares
no expense in providing for her people.

Panari, Crossroads of the Empire

Type: Metropolis
Population: 358,120
Governor: Elana val’Dellenov, matriarch of the
val’Dellenov family
Power Centers: The governor, Merchant’s Guild
Military: Legions: 3,000 legionnaires

City Guards: 3,500
Industries: Wood byproducts, timber, food,
horses.

T oranesta

Once this region was home to the ancient
Mpyrantian Hegemony, an Empire so steeped in
malevolence that even those from Canceri would
shudder at its vile practices.

The ancient city of Myrantis was lost
long ago, swallowed by the ever-encroaching
swamplands to the south. Abessios, second
city of this unholy union, took over the
reins of power but continued to use the
name Mryantian Hegemony in memory
of their wicked capitol.
Toranesta itself is an inhospitable
place of hot, stale winds, saturating
humidity, glaring sunlight, and
endless tracks of wasteland. The
provincial capitol, Abessios, is not
much better. Enclosed as it is by
the high bluffs of the Altharian
peninsula and the swampland to the
south, Abessios is an uncomfortably
sweltering place, without any
prevailing coastal winds to cool
the area nor woodlands to absorb
the heat. Even the Nehkty River,
its closest waterway, is sluggish
and tepid as it drains into the
swampland.
The life cycle of Abessios is
decidedly nocturnal, with the




VHE MIGHTY CORYANI EMPIRE = Coryani Overview

“day” beginning a few hours before sunset and
ending after dawn. That is not to say that no
one works during daylight hours. Huge squads
of slaves, mostly captured pirates, criminals,
marauding humanoids, or those purchased from
the Hinterlands, work to maintain the countless
monuments and the necropolis that lie within the
city limits. As expected, the mortality rate among
these squads is very high, with dehydration and
exhaustion being the predominant factors.

The Coryani conquered the province of
Toranesta very early in its history. Even so,
after centuries of occupation, the native people
still consider themselves Mryantian and an
oppressed people rather than Imperial citizens.
The inhabitants have attempted to revolt no less
than five times since its conquest and for that
reason are still considered ‘provincials’ and not
full citizens of the Empire.

To further separate themselves from their
conquerors, the native Abessians wear clothing
very distinct in appearance and style. Both men
and women are usually bare-chested but for a
utility harness and wear a pleated kilt and sandals.
Both sexes also shave their heads to prevent lice
infestation and wear wigs to protect their scalps
from sunburn. A thick, black paste is applied
below the eyes to reduce glare, making the native
Abessian look menacing and grim.

The val’Mordanes and the val’Mehans
of this region are very different from those of far
off Canceri. Where the Canceri are isolationists
or masters of diplomacy, those of this region are
imperialistic and aggressive in the manner. Twisted
mirror images of each other, woe to the Coryani
should they ever decide to marry their strengths.

Abessios

Type: Metropolis

Population: 230,865

Governor: Severin val’Inares

Power Centers: Governor, Arch-Prelate
Kosnuri val’Mehan, General Hemin val’Tensen,
Commander of the Legions.

Military: Legions: 7,000 legionnaires

City Guards: 2,000

Industries: Gold, silver, gems (diamonds)

Salantis

The coastal province of Salantis enjoys
the rich bounty that Yarris, Lord of the Seas
provides. The fisherman of the region say that no
real skill is necessary to fish off the coast, as the
fish practically leap into the boats and nets. Calm
and clear waters assist in their task, with most

fishing only a few hours before coming back with
their boats filled to capacity.

The land itself is generally flat and fertile.
Only on the coast can one find small bluffs and
cliffs. White shoals and coral reefs are strung out
like pearls at the mouth of the cove and can be
waded to at certain times of the day.
On the largest of these shoals is a shrine to Yarris.
Made of white coral and precious metals, a statue
to the Sea God is the centerpiece of the cenotaph,
which seems to rise from the waters during low
tide. Sailors and fishermen alike always stop a
moment above the shrine and proffer a libation
of wine before sailing out of the cove to ensure a
safe journey.
The coastal area is also the breeding ground of
a species of giant crustacean. These magnificent
beasts are ill-tempered and aggressive. Their meat
is considered a delicacy throughout the Empire
giving the people of the region an additional
commodity. Over the years, the men and women
of the region developed a process by which the
shell of these giant creatures can be softened
temporarily and molded into a spiny, ceramic-
looking armor, which has the strength of steel.
The region is also a favorite spot for wealthy
patricians to vacation and rest from the stress of
life in the capitol. Opulent and splendid villas
dot the coastline and the Emperor himself has a
residence here that rivals many palaces in other
nations.

Annonica

Divided into two separate regions, Upper
and Lower, Annonica is the southwestern most
province of the Empire. Known for its high bluffs
and cliffs, it also serves as the training grounds
for freshly mustered legion recruits.

Upper Annonica has a higher elevation

than its sister. The grassy plains of Balantica
begin to gradually rise until they reach the
coastline where the land is far above sea level.
These crags and cliffs are honeycombed with
caves and grottos, which are the nesting place of
hundreds of bats of all types and sizes. Enterprising
plebeians climb down the treacherous rock face
and collect as much bat guano as they can carry.
This is then sold as fine fertilizer in Balantica for
a tidy profit.
This endeavor is not without its risk, however.
Besides the danger of falling to the jagged rocks
below or the rare attack from bats, these caves are
also home to numerous Night and Sea Hags, who
would greatly enjoy a change of diet from their
usual meal of raw bat.

Lower Annonica is not as high as its sister,
but is still home to beautiful white precipices and
cliffs. A long and narrow extension of land
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almost encloses the Bay of Annonica, leaving
only a slender waterway for merchant ships to
enter.

At the end of this land bridge is a gigantic statue
called the Monument of the Fallen Legionnaire.
Built by the Dwarves of Solenos Mor as a gesture
of good faith between their two people, this statue
looms over the Straits and Bay of Annonica.

The statue looks downward, its face hidden by its
helm, one hand by its side gripping a gladius, the
other holding up an immense brazier. This brazier
is lit by magical flames and acts as a beacon,
warning unwary ships of the shoals and sand
bars that abound in the area. Legend has it that
the statue is magical and will animate in times
of crisis.

At the very apex of both halves of the
province, situated at the mouth of the Corvis
River is the provincial capitol, Plexus. Known
as the Gateway to the Western Lands, Plexus
is a rich city serving as a convenient point of
departure or entry to and from the Empire. With
the League of Princes so conveniently located
across a narrow portion of the Gulf of Coryan,
trade between it and the Western Lands is brisk
and highly lucrative.

The Western Marches

If the Empire has a frontier, then it must
be the rugged and wild lands of the Western
Marches.

Divided into two protectorates, the Upper
Marches is marked by numerous plateaus and
jagged, broken cliffs. This desolate and barren
region is home to a strange race of winged reptilian
creatures the legionnaires call the Cormorants.
These cruel creatures have a frightening level
of intelligence that is as dangerous as their razor
sharp talons.

Standing as tall as a man, these deceptively
thin beasts have pale, sandy-hued skin that blends
into the surrounding landscape making them
almost invisible when they are motionless. The
two legions stationed in the Upper Marches lost
a great many men before the creatures were even
spotted. Their name, given to them by a sardonic
val’Borda, stems from their unending appetite for
human flesh.

Scholars from Altheria as well priests
and Druids from the Balantican province feel
that these creatures are an offshoot of the same
legendary beasts that once roosted in Nier’s
Spine. If so, then it may be some time before the
Upper Marches are safe to roam at will.

The Lower Marches are a much more
pleasant land than its elevated sister. These lands
are lush with vegetation due to the cyclical

flooding of the Peladorn River, which drains into
the Gulf of Coryan to the south. Towards the
western edges, indications of the trackless wastes
that lie beyond are evident.

Many in the Senate questioned the need
for six entire legions to patrol such a sparsely
populated region. The Senator from western
Illonia, which borders the Marches, informed his
distinguished colleagues of the Chauni bandits
and slave traders that were constantly raiding
the surrounding area and towns before the
stationing of the legions there. Even so, reports
of kidnappings and pillaging still persist, just not
in the same numbers as before.

Even more ominous is the knowledge
that no one truly knows what lies beyond the
Marches. Every expedition sent out that travels
beyond these outposts are not heard from again,
including those accompanied by the best Elvish
and human rangers on Onara.

Senators Gaius Tensen-Balin and Phineas
Assante-Voucis feel that the unknown is the
greatest threat the Coryani Empire faces. Without
knowing what potential threats exist beyond the
border, the Empire is vulnerable. To rectify this
deficiency, the Senators are actively recruiting a
force to go and learn, once and for all, what exists
beyond the Marches. So far, there haven’t been
many who are eager to leave the comforts of high
civilization and forge out into the wastes.

The Lost City of Mattawab and
the Temple of the Monkgy God

Somewhere in the mountains where the
Upper Marches abuts the Corlathian Mountains is an
ancient trail that leads to a lone temple. Hundreds,
if not thousands of different species of monkeys
and apes populate this temple, built in a strange and
hauntingly beautiful architectural style.

A pair of adventurers stumbled across the
trail while seeking new passes through the Corlathian
Mountains. Continuing on, they caught sight of the
temple and were amazed at the numerous monkeys
living in it.

Moving closer, small spider monkeys

approached them and began searching them in
a playful manner for food or treats. Allowing
the primates to grow tired of their search, they
eventually were able to advance a little further until
they were just within sight of the temple.
They immediately noticed two things. First was that
the overgrown temple was covered in writing and
secondly, the small spider monkeys had given way
to orangutans and baboons who did not seem as
playful as the first.

Beating a hasty retreat, the adventurers
escaped the hordes of snarling and howling apes
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that chased them down the pass but no further. When
they returned to civilization, they told their story to
any who would listen and added one additional
piece of information. One of the adventurers had
been able to read a small portion of the inscriptions
on the temple. Written in Ancient Altharin, it spoke
of the Temple as a Gateway to the city of Mattawab
and riches beyond imagining.

Unfortunately for the two, they have not
been able to find the path that leads to the lost
temple. It is as if the Gods themselves are not ready
for man to discover its secrets.

tanding, the Centurion brushed

himself and made ready to continue

the journey. “I have spent too long
waxing nostalgic about the Empire. Let us continue
and | promise to finish answering your questions
this evening.”

Before he could take a step, a fist
materialized out of thin air and clubbed the
unsuspecting Centurion across the back of the head,
stunning him.

Fully dispelling the enchantment that had
rendered him invisible, a Sarishan loomed over the
fallen Centurion.

Reaching down and taking his gladius, the
Canceri spat. “You have been a thorn at my side
for far too long, Bernarr. You should have turned
a blind eye to these slaves. I once told you your
vaunted Coryani arrogance would be your downfall.
And now by your own sword, I send you to Nier’s
Judgment.”

Before the Sarishan could run the stunned
Bernarr through, a rock smashed into his temple.
Then another. And another, until he fell, blood
running down his face. Wiping his eyes clear, he
saw his former slaves picking up more rocks.

Sneering, a spell leaping to his mind the
Sarishan gasped and fell dead, his empty stare one
of disbelief.

Pulling his recovered short sword out of
the Sarishan’s carcass, Bernarr rubbed his throbbing
head. “Give my regards to the Nier’s Valinor.”

Turning, he saw the children smiling, hope
replacing their fear of returning to the slave pits.
The young girl who had grilled him so poignantly
dropped the stone she held and crossed her clenched
right fist across her chest. “For duty and honor!”

Bernarr could not help but laugh. He stood
at attention and returned her salute. “For duty and
honor!”

‘Who’s Who in Cm:yan

Emperor Calsestus val’Assante’ Light of the
World.

The Emperor Calsestus ascended the
Alabaster Throne late in life. Just when it appeared

that his father would outlive them all, he died while
on holiday at the Summer Palace in Salantis. The
lady Livinia val’Sheem, High Priestess of Larissa
and his father’s consort, comforted him through
the long months of mourning before the fallen
Emperor’s final interment.

Calsestus, already late in his fourth decade
of life, quickly became infamous for his opulent
lifestyle and garish parties. In less than a year, his
festivals and weeklong spectacles in the Grand Arena
threatened to stress the bountiful Imperial coffers.

His disregard for the day-to-day governance
of the Empire earned him the scorn of many senators
and high-ranking military officers who see him
as a foppish buffoon not fit to sit upon the throne.
This open contempt was quickly quashed when the
Emperor ordered a purge by the Legion of Vigilance.

Calsestus’ reputation for cruelty and
vengeance soon erased his image as a wanton
reveler. Within the last few months, a royal visitor
and her entourage appeared at the gates of the
Imperial Capital.

Claiming to be the ruler of a far-off southern
Empire, Queen Alezha, as she was introduced, came
bearing gifts for the Emperor. Dozens of elephants
and other rare pack animals were laden with chests
and coffers of gold, silver and unique items never
before seen in the Empire.

Alezha, a raven-haired woman of unearthly
beauty, quickly ingratiated herself with Calsestus
and entranced him with her exotic nature. This
has caused an unheard of alliance between the
val’Sheem and val’Dellenov families, each of whom
see their chances of having one of their own wed
the Emperor diminish with each sultry move of the
foreign queen.

General Menisis val’Tensen,
Defender of the Empire

The General is a typical val’Tensen; curt,
pragmatic, fearless and proud. These qualities have
made the High General the epitome of a legionnaire
and the mark by which all others are measured. He
is beloved by the men he leads into combat and is
admired by the general populace at large for his
decisive victories against the enemies of the Empire.
These attributes and achievements have earned him
the title of Defender of the Realm, commander of all
the Empire’s Legions as well as the enmity of many
powerful men, including the Emperor himself.

These men fear that the general will one
day move against the Emperor and take the throne.
Should that occur, many illicit business ventures
and dealings would come to a screeching halt and
topple them from the lifestyle they have become
accustomed. Unknown to these fearful power-
mongers, Menisis does not lust for power. His
primary concern is making sure that the Empire does
not fall to its many enemies and precipitate another
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Shadowed Age. He truly believes in the promise of
the Empire, spreading the light of civilization to the
benighted rabble of humanity.

Soon may come the day, though, when he
may conclude that the only way to keep his beloved
Empire together and hold back the tide of night is
to seize power himself. On that day, Coryan’s many
sycophants and parasites will weep red beneath his
baleful gaze.

Patriarch Felician val’Mehan,
the Vessel of Illiir

The first val’Mehan to hold the position
of Patriarch, Felician is a man dedicated to ideal of
the Mother Church and the spread of its teachings
throughout Onara.

Born in Abessios to legionnaire parents,
Felician was given a Coryani name and sent to study
in Coryan itself. Though still broad-shouldered and
bearing the golden tan like all native Abessians, he
distanced himself from his native land and embraced
all things Coryani.

He moved up the ranks of the clergy of
Sarish and eventually became the confidant to the
previous Patriarch. On his deathbed, the Patriarch
named Felician his successor and the council of
Pyrman honored the elder by voting him into
office.

All exactly as the visions he received
since he was a child prophesied. But destinies
sometimes demand a considerable price. This one is
no exception.

A new vision has asserted itself now that
the previous one has come to pass. In it, he sees a
falcon, broken and crippled, beset by predators on
all sides. As the falcon is ripped apart, a light shines
upon a huge stone throne, The Throne of Man in the
First City, which immediately crumbles to dust and
blows away.

The pillar of flame, which cast the light,
is extinguished and in its place is a dark, empty
silence. Eternal and omnipresent.

Felician has interpreted this falcon to be the
Empire, crippled from having been sundered into so
many individual states. Determined to see that this
vision not come to past, he has begun by opening
a dialogue with the Sarishan Temples in Canceri.
He hopes that if he can re-unite the Theocracy of
Canceri with the Empire, Milandir and Altheria will
have no choice but to return to the loving arms of
the Empire and the Mother-Church, staving off the

horrible fate he has seen.
The World According to the Old Centurion

“Altheria

Arrogant to the extreme, the Altharians invariably
irritate true sons of Coryan. The conceit, first to think
that their relationship with Althares is superior to that

of our beloved Patriarch and then they look down
their noses at others, even the true sons of Coryan.
If it were not for the value of the Blastpowder we’d
have left them to the snakes long ago.”

“Canceri

They are nothing but filthy heretics and traitors.
It is fortunate for them that Milandir lays between
the Empire and their dismal realm. Their pacts with
unholy powers, be they dead or demonic, are an
affront to honorable men. One day their wickedness
will be put to an end at the point of the Empire’s
Gladius.”

“Milandir

They’re honorable enough and good in a fight I
suppose, but insufferably arrogant and prudish.
They have the gall to preach honor to the people that
have brought honor to all of Onara. Everything they
have, they owe to Coryan and one day Milandir will
return to the fold, like a petulant child that plays at
running away.”

“Dwarves

They should keep to their mountains. Onara is for
men and Coryan doubly so. Plus I cannot trust a
people that can never seem to relax and have a good
time.”

“Elorii

Which elves are you speaking of? The grim ones
from the southeast that will kill you or the sarcastic
ones from the north that will stand at your side and
kill everything that opposes you? Either way, we’d
all be better off if they stayed in the forest.”

“The Hinterlands

No people are in need of the civilizing influence
of our glorious Imperium as the unwashed savages
and bandits that eke out their meager existence
in the blasted wastelands of the far north. If they
were wise, they would join the Empire of their own
volition.

“The Pirate Isles
Pirate scum and barbaric tribesmen are beneath the
attentions of a Coryani.”

“Ymandragore

Those that steal children deserve only death. Once
the Ymandrake tried to take away the heir of our
empire and, to their sorrow, they found that Coryani
are made of sterner stuff than the pathetic nations
that littered Onara before the coming of the First
Emperor. I would never hesitate to slay one of the
Witch-King’s harvesters.”
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The Blessed Lands

The Epistle

o his most Reverent Lordship, Risel Prio
of Arcetta, High Savant and Steward of his

Holiness, the Patriarch of Coryan.

Greetings to your Lordship, from the
Savant-Scribe of the Nerothian Temple of Hophis
at Arcetta

What follows are the basic synapses
requested by his Holiness, the Patriarch of Coryan,
which will sum up and correlate the more extensive
treatises collaborated on by so many for this
greater work on the subject of the peoples and
regions of Onara. As requested, this particular
treatise has been kept brief and concise due to
clerical knowledge within the Mother Church, of
these common facts.

The work no doubt is included to make
these details available for future generations in
addition to those not fortunate enough to have
the wisdom and the prolific, erudite learning of
the noble clerisy at large, particularly where it
concerns the respective lesser churches of Onara.

This has been kept foremost in mind since
the work’s inception and I have hopes that this
rudimentary piece to the greater whole will suffice
to placate your Lordship’s wishes, as well as his
Holiness, the Patriarch.

May Illiir smile upon your most esteemed Lordship,
in all his works and endeavors.

Anlock Heptu

Savant-Scribe of the Temple of Hophis

Arcetta, Cafella

Introduction

Of all the events that have transpired across
the face of Onara, be they hapless or fortunate,
from the works and deeds of the serpentmen,
Elorii, giants, men or any other countless nations
of beings, every one of these have revolved,
however remotely, around the Blessed Lands.

This ancient region is the locus of the
continent,and through millenniaofwars, pilgrimages,
and the foundation and collapse of empires, this land
stands as testament to the reverence and veneration
of many peoples and races.

To give a summary recapitulation is near
to impossible, and doubtless, there will be many
more accounts of discovery and revelation in the
centuries to come, which will add to the already
indefatigable abundance of rich history this region
contains.

What follows below is a mere summation
of modern sites, active groups and places one
might find, which is hoped will enlighten and
inform to the glory of the Mother Church, and the
worthwhile scholarly pursuit of secular historical
record.

Of K nights and Pilgrims

To know the true heart of religion and faith
is to know and firmly realize the minds and whims
of the laity. So it is within the Blessed Lands.

Truly, nothing can be fully grasped in
this land without full understanding of the pious
aims of the common pilgrim, whose trials and
hardships in this somewhat inhospitable region are
endured only through steadfast faith and reverent
devotion. Many of these men and women save
for this journey for years, with no guarantee of
safe passage or salvation, so they might touch
the worldly representation of the divine, risking
robbery, disease and death. Some are even more
devout than this, wandering the wilderness in
search of visions, or sequestering themselves away
in tiny hovel shrines to contemplate the will of the
Gods.

This is not to say that all pilgrims are
zealous hermits or squalid common masses. As is
well known, it is expected to journey to the First
City at least once in ones lifetime, something that
is encouraged, and yea, even funded by the varied
munificent orders of Onara. Many of the landed
gentry trek across the dusty wastes to worship and
fulfill their obligations, some of them taking their
entire families as well as servants and retainers
with their kin. In most lands, a pilgrimage to the
Blessed Lands (successful or not) is seen as a
worthwhile and esteemed personal trial of faith,
endurance, and accomplishment, and marks one’s
family with honor.

Tens of thousands amass on the borders of
more civilized lands at certain times of year, hoping
for protection in numbers and comradely support
from hardship, bandits and predators. Much of the
traffic along the well-established roads occurs just
before the tidal months, coinciding with festivals
and press into the First City.

Armed patrols along the outer rim of
mountain ranges are rare, and the vastness of the
region precludes full protection from monsters
and troupes of highwaymen who prey on passing
pilgrims and merchants.

Sometimes knights, typically of Milandir,
traverse the length and breadth of the land, delivering
wagonloads of goods or escorting pilgrims,



but unfortunately, this is all too rare.
commonly seen group is a dutiful order, which skirts
the periphery of the thoroughfares and wild terrain
of the Blessed Lands. They are a well-established
order whose only goal is the protection and safety of
any pilgrims journeying to the First City.

The only

The Order of the
Soldier-Saints of Dagha

This valiant order’s elite ranks consist
of those who believe in the continued liberty of
the First City and the Blessed Lands. This, along
with escorting all pilgrims and visitors who come
to worship in the ancient temples of the Pantheon,
regardless of race (human, elf, or otherwise) or
nationality. Although they are currently at peace
with every nation that surrounds them, great
conflicts have erupted in the past due to wars or
political rivalries outside the order, the Patriarchal
Seat not withstanding.

The origins of this order stem from the
first Coryani-Khitani War, when pilgrims from
all nations were harassed, pressed into levies, or
butchered outright.

At one point during the campaigns after
a massive battle near Ghunlud, two small groups
of Coryani and Khitani soldiers became lost in the
wilderness while stalking one another in the dark.
Much of the soldiery was made up of creatures
pressed into service; these being orcs, dwarves,
and men of many nations. Eventually the Coryani
troupe surprised and killed the Khitani squad near
a ring of primitive altar stones.

These men were so tired from the day’s
events that they encamped around the altars,
sliding bodies aside and laying down between
them in a shameless display of lurid indecency.
They were awakened in the night by a searing light
from the head altar stone, and saw a terrible vision
of Illiir before them.

The soldiers cowered before His radiance,
groveling like dogs. Illiir chafed the soldiers for
profaning His sacred ground, proclaiming the guilt
of all nations involved. In His wisdom and might,
Illiir charged these men with the task of delivering

all pilgrims, regardless of their origins, to the gates
of the First City, in penitence for their gruesome
acts. Illiir told these men that they would be
persecuted for their deeds, but that they should go
about their task unabated, and seek His everlasting
will and glory, and not men’s temporal favor.

These soldiers sought out a priest, (it is
unknown to which church he belonged, or even if
he was human) to bless and purify the altar stones.
They then constructed a small chapel fort in the
wilderness, and proceeded to escort any pilgrims
that needed help, hunting bandits and monsters
alike fearlessly. Some of these men were arrested
and put to death for desertion or as enemies
of the Khitani and other races, even after they
had explained their tale. Anyone who had ever
judged, sentenced or executed these men were
found strangely burnt as if immolated, and as word
traveled of these miracles, the penitent soldiers
and their fort chapel were left well alone.

Since then the rag-tag group of soldiers
has become a devotional group with extensive
contacts, funds, and many fort chapels still based
on the design of the humble edifice constructed
so long ago. They were given the illustrious
honorific of the Order of the Soldier-Saints of
Dagha, still tasked with their holy mission to
escort the penitent to the rock plateau whose
name their order bears, and on which is the most
holy site on all of Onara. The number of the
order rests at around fifty warriors, with nominal
accompanying priests, servants, and specialists
staffing the various chapel forts and holdings.

They accept any man, woman, or being
into their ranks, so long as they pass the Rigors
of the Penitent, which is a mixed test of survival,
faith, and devotion to the Blessed Lands and the
pilgrims within. It is said to be easier to find a
living dragon than to pass this arduous series of
trials, and some do not survive it at all.

The Roster of the Canons holds none too
few names of men, and one woman (Saint Brigid,
The Zealot of Naeraanth) from this order over the
centuries. These names include Rindar Karyo
(the Just), and the famous Coryani Legionnaire,
Alrameus Vernico of Plexus, who is personally
responsible for the patroning of the Legion of
Honorable Accord, which guards the First City
to this day. Many Coryani applicants who fail
the Rigors of the Penitent fill the ranks of this
honorous legion. Others might serve in the chapel
forts or as messengers and emissaries.

These warriors are stoic and impartial,
often riding through and camping in the dusty
terrain for days or weeks at a time. They swear
fealty only to the temples and pilgrims of the First
City, and the ancient command given by the Vision
of Illiir so long ago.
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The Twelve Citadels of the Pantheon

During the Shadowed Age, the wonders of
the First City and its very existence were forgotten,
a mythical place that had no real worldly location.
It was through the works and endeavors of the
Emerald Society that the First City and its secluded
inhabitants were rediscovered. Many of these
folk combed the vastness of the Blessed Lands,
and discovered a ring of twelve citadels; each
dedicated to a specific God of the Pantheon. These
archaic edifices dated back to the before the First
Imperium, and were cleared of monsters as well as
fitted with modern accoutrements. Many of these
citadels are currently patrolled by the Soldier-Saints
of Dagha, and the appropriate priests and monks of
each respective church within them run the day to
day affairs, much akin to abbeys. It is thought that
they were designed as a first line of defense against
invasion of the First City, and to solidify travel and
congress amongst the inhabitants and visitors of
the Blessed Lands. Some are afforded units and
small armies at times, but they are usually merely
way stations more than thriving communities.

Pilgrims often stop at one or more of the
citadels, and though it is not expected, the most
devout worshippers of all lands attempt to visit as
many as is possible before entering the First City.
Many of these faithful go first to Coryan, to visit
the ruins of the Temple of the Pantheon, taking
a small stone from the rubble with them on their
journey, to place it in the First City at the finale of
the pilgrimage.

One of these Citadels is lost, it is assumed
by monsters of some kind, within the rows of
petrified trees that cover the southwestern curve of
the Corelathian Mountains. Once this area was a
lush forested region, lost now to the eldritch magical
nature of the Kurenthe, or powerful elven death
curses uttered here during and after the God War
between the Pantheon and the Elemental Lords.

The citadel, perhaps appropriately, is
dedicated to Nier, God of War, Destruction, and
Flames. The capture of this citadel or even meager
scouting efforts have been thwarted, due to some
unknown enemy or force that resides within the
stony bowers of the petrified forest. Many questing
knights and paladins of Nier have ventured into the
forest, never to return.

Sometimes statuary can be found within
the forest as well, remnants of an ancient culture
or perhaps the stony remains of the brave souls
who have entered and been petrified by monsters.
Some tales relate that these statues move from time
to time, and that they are in fact either golems,
petrified remains, or else something that matches
additional accounts of indigenous soldiers and
travelers in or near the region.

Reputedly, they relate that an ancient tribe
of primitive cannibals lives within the forest, which
disguise themselves with ash or white clay to give
the semblance of statues, to ambush the unwary.
These cannibals take some of those so captured
back to stone temples, wherein live Medusae
whom they worship. Bandits of the region often
use this camouflage tactic, and many that debate it
is these criminals that are in fact the “cannibals”.
Whatever the truth of the place, it is true that the
Soldier-Saints and legionary patrols report more
missing soldiery, merchants, and pilgrims in this
area of the Blessed Lands than in any other region,
and travelers are forewarned.

The Plateau of Dagha

This rocky mount stands on the western
edge of the Blessed Lands, next to the Plain of
Ghunlud at the mouth of the Flood Plain. A vast
natural depression, ringed by a ledge of hilly
protrusions has been carved out around it from
millennia of the quarterly tidal floods from the
tidal basin. The plateau is stark and rugged,
with many caves and overhanging cliffs. The
tidal waterlines are roughly defined by trees and
grasses, which grow in uneven circular rings on
the plateau walls.

The massive entrance to the First City is
a large pass cut into the eastern face, surmounted
by a marble arch with a large bejeweled golden
sundial surrounded by the holy medallions of the
Pantheon. A large staircase hewn from the dark
rock with many adjoining passages and stairwells
grant access upward to the fortified Gate of the
Patriarchs. Sometimes merchants selling water,
refreshments, or salt are allowed on the thirteen
tiers of the staircase, particularly when the weather
is hot or inhospitable. Two slim paths connect with
the mammoth stone piers placed on the northern
and western sides of the plateau for small boats
and ships sailing in when the tidal basin floods.

Upon passing through the stalwart Gate of
the Patriarchs, the First City is seen to be mostly
uninhabited. Fully three quarters of the city are in
ruins, once a majestic, sprawling metropolis that
now lies unused and inhabited by monsters. This
portion of the city is cut off by a long, zigzagging
wall with many well-lit towers, placed here during
the retaking of the plateau to protect those living
there from roving monsters, flying horrors and
undead. These creatures can occasionally be heard
shuftling about or spotted through arrow slits or stop
the catwalks on gloomy, ominous days or at night.

A small section has been retaken since
the re-founding of the First City, in which resides
the original Temple of the Pantheon and many
of the original holy sites and shrines of the First
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Imperium. They have been refurbished and built
upon, tended to by a dizzying array of monastic
orders, priesthoods, hermits and holy men of all
castes, race, and nationality.

The city itself gives the impression of
being cramped and lacking in space within most
quarters, particularly on the narrow streets. They
are lined in close rows by many tall buildings,
crenellations, temples, and towers, along with
the myriad of hostelries, shops, and businesses
required for the worshipful masses visiting the
First City. Many of the thin paved lanes culminate
in broad plazas of the ancient style, square with
fountains, huge monuments on elaborate pedestals,
and are lined by large decorative columns adorned
with beautiful gilding and gargoyles of all types.
Buildings facing into these plazas have loggias,
porticoes, and elevated covered walks with colorful
tiled steps in front of their entrances.

The population numbers at around fifty
thousand, with this number tripling and sometimes
quadrupling during holy days, festivals, and the tidal
months. The city is administered by an appointed
Altherian Prefect, Lord Ufem N’degoche’, who
also has the ecclesiastical rank of Divine Steward
of Dagha, along with a large staff of Altherian
bureaucrats, administrators and their staff. Lord
Ufem administers the normal laws, and they are
enforced by the Legion of Honorable Accord,
along with a small contingent of Khitani soldiery
and priests. These warriors are stationed in the
Hall of Valor or in the small garrison buildings
and forts around the city. A select body of clerical
officials chosen by various lands to represent
the interests of their respective churches runs
the affairs of the temples and shrines, and hold
elections, help to pass laws, and hold debates on
church doctrine and policies.

Most of the affairs go on daily as they would
in any large city of the land; contrasted against the
background of many centuries of worship and
devout prayer that continues to this day.

Ruins of the Fallen Ages

As was mentioned, the First City is by
no means entirely inhabited by saintly priests and
throngs of humble pilgrims. What lies beyond
the great wall that separates the city proper and
its quarters are the remnants of thousands of years
of war, decay, progress, and temporal passage.
Many of the ruins are so old as to date back to
the time before the God War, when the capitol of
the Ssethregoran Empire was the only city here,
called Yahssremore. It is even suspected by many
explorers and scholars of the Emerald Society that
there may have been another settlement outdating
this. What this settlement was is not completely
known, but many strange Stella and artifacts exist

within the ruins that are clearly not of saurian origin.
After the Ssethregore came the race they spawned,
who rebelled against their masters after the death
of the wizard Salos. Upon taking Yahssremore,
the Elorii founded the city of Belestor, “Shining
Home,” and according to records and written
descriptions, along with marvelous findings within
the ruins and crypts of the First City, it earned its
lofty name well.

After the God war came the peoples of
the First Imperium, who were brought here by the
Pantheon, making the First City the center of all
doings within their expansive provinces, states and
holdings. They worshipped the same gods, though
they had animal representations. This is still seen
today in certain temples or on ruins, many having
sacred animals on the large temple grounds within
the city proper. Then was the Theocracy of the
Cleansing Flame, which defeated the armies of
the First Legions under the banner of Leonydes
val’Virdain, better known as the immortal Sword of
the Heavens. The Theocrat ruled until he became
too despotic, and was killed in a rebellion.

What had happened during the ubiquitous
Shadowed Age, (also called the Time of Darkness),
is completely unknown. Whole generations lived
and died never having seen or even heard the tales
and legends of the First City. Fusions of separate
Gods within the Pantheon were worshipped in
remote city-states, while the rest were cast aside
during this dark and pagan time.

Then came the Time of Terror, when devils,
demons, and unspeakable planar beings plagued
every corner of Onara. Out of this chaos rose the
First Emperor, who named Almeric val’ Assante as
his successor upon his death, founding the dynastic
Imperial Families of the Coryani. Since then the
city has been disputed throughout modern history,
and the arrangements which stand today serve to
entreaty all nations and races so they might travel
and worship in this the holiest of cities.

The ruins and crypts reflect this many-
layered succession of occupancy, though the
main body of these structures dates to the First
Imperium.

Within certain portions of the ruins, large
covered stairwells leading down into massive
labyrinths, sepulchre-lined caves, subterranean
rectories, Elorii Halls, and saurian spiral chapels.
These passages and rooms are truly so vast as to
still not be fully documented.

It is believed by the Emerald Society that
there are at least five distinct cultural layers to the
subterranean crypts. Many holy relics and treasure
hoards have been discovered, along with countless
stella, preserved scrolls and tomes of many ages.
Roaming beasts, undead, powerful summoned and
bound creatures or cunning traps and deadfalls or
riddles often guard these places.
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It is unknown how deep the caverns and
passages go. Deep well shafts often pierce the
multitude of levels, likely they were for sacrificial
purposes, and evidence suggests a massive cavern
beneath the plateau that is filled with brackish
water.

Literally, there are too many things and
even basic facts to relate here.

(I strongly suggest to your Lordship that
the entire Plateau of Dagha be well documented
through the Emerald Society, in a very extensive
work or works separate from this one.)

The Flood Plain

West of the lofty Dagha plateau on which
rests the First City is a place the Chauni nomads
call Ghunlud, a worn and scored land that makes
up the large pass between the Khitau and Aqtau
mountain ranges. Broad plateaus descend from
this passage toward the western Sea of Lanterns,
and where they were once bold and jagged, they are
now worn smooth from millennia of erosion due to
the massive lunar tides that mark the seasons.

Below the rounded cliffs of Ghunlud,
the land drops in elevation, becoming more level
and lusterless, a great expanse of stony, pocked
ground in shades of brown and ochre lined with
flinty stones and bleached shells or coral. Ancient
glossy fossils inundate the cliff walls or dot
the pebbly ground, polished from the shifting
tidal currents. Occasionally there are small oases
lined with mangrove plants, but this is largely
near the coast, or in shaded stodgy pools fed by
mountainous water runoff that mixes with the salt
water and forms warm brackish saline flats or
ponds. Sometimes the ghostly skeletal hulls of
Khitani ships lie stranded upon the mountaintops,
or jut upward half-buried from the stony ground,
their ragged sails flapping eerily on splintered
masts with the dusty gales.

Very little can survive here normally, being
migratory animals, birds, or strange amphibious
creatures and fish. These adaptive beasts climb
the mountain cliffs and secure themselves in rain
filled crevasses or else dig into the water softened
ground until the quarterly tides rush in to replenish
the water and edible aquatic life of their homes.

One creature, the Gillicar, is a gigantic
amphibian animal that can grow to lengths of
twelve to fifteen feet. It resembles a dun armored
carp with a toothy maw and hook like finned
appendages, which it uses to walk or slide and
thrash about the brackish, muddy slicks with
copious speed. Normally the Gillicar is rather
sedate and sluggish, and can easily be mistaken for
a half-submerged rock or petrified log. However,
they are fierce creatures when provoked, and have

been known to ambush travelers at the water’s
edge, or climb and spring off tall rocks with their
tails, especially during the leaner parts of the year.
The armored plates of the Gillicar are very dense
and hard, and humanoids as well as the Chauni and
Voei nomads of the region hunt this beast, using the
plates for shields and armor.

The Tides

The seasonal flux of waters has been filling
the tidal basin since the primordial creation of
Arcanis due to the pull of the dual moons, Viridis,
and Aperio. The waters rush in during the tidal
months ascending and receding for a period of six
days, Winter Tide (Muto) is the highest and Summer
Tide (Dirigo) the lowest. The other two seasonal
tides fluctuate the most according to conditions.
The currents build and rise to fill the entire cone
shaped basin and lap at the foot of Ghunlud for the
first two days, and finally build to vault in frothing
waves over the highest mesas to fill the bowl-like
groove that surrounds the Dagha plateau and the
First City. The tidal flows cause maritime winds
and pull in storms, causing rains, and massive
lightning strikes to score the mountaintops.

Many festivals and holy days have been
held during these tidal months since just after the
God War. Ancient monks and priests (particularly
adherents of Yarris) placed great piers of stone with
tidal markers so pilgrims might sail to and ascend
to the temples and sites held sacred by every being
on Onara.

During the night, the glowing lights of
many iridescent creatures, which give the Sea of
Lanterns its name, swim about the waters or drift
along with the currents. Gillicars, dolphins, sharks,
and great shoals of shimmering Moon Fish leap or
rush about the piers, making this normally parched
environment a fisherman’s paradise. When the tides
rush out, many of these creatures become stranded in
tide pools, and Chauni, Hobgoblin, Gnoll, and Voei
alike descend on the Flood Plain to reap the bounty
the marooned aquatic life creates. Predators and
scavengers dwell here in abundance also, picking
up or devouring what remains of the nomadic hunts
and foraging. Near the end of these periods, a great
fishy smell fills the Flood Plain, fading slowly with
the coming dry weeks. The various hunters and
scavengers assault the basin floor and leave when
the waters dry up as quickly as they came.

Lanzhou Island

The broad mouth of the Flood Plain ends
abruptly in sheer cliffs of burnished dark rock.
They are pocked with caves and bird rookeries, and
under them is a cove called Gin Ho. At the center
of Gin Ho Cove is a tall formation of rock, used in
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times of old by the Khitani for seminal invasions of
the Flood Plain. It is used nominally now as a base
for training or as a harbor during rough weather.

Lanzhou Island is hollow, with two large
cavern apertures on the eastern side and at the top.
Stairwells have been carved up the sides of the
inner cave shaft, and wind-twisted mangrove trees
and rugged grasses ring the lip or dot the nooks and
cracks of the cliff tops. Other than the occasional
Khitani sailor, nothing sets foot on Lanzhou Island
with the exception of scuttling crabs and aquatic
lizards, birds, and other flying beasts. That is to
say...nothing normal.

Saamurkond and the Black Colossus

In ancient times, men would come here in
search of great artifacts left from an ancient race
of giants who lived there and on the surrounding
cliffs. To this day, great blocks of foreign stone can
be found in the shallows of Gin Ho Cove, or on the
nearby natural balconies overlooking the sea. They
look to be foundations of antediluvian buildings
and streets, now nearly completely eroded and
almost unrecognizable save that they are of a
different color and cast than the native cliffs and
sea floor.

Some of the blocks have old symbols
chiseled deep upon their surface. The language
seems to resemble the markings found on other
mysterious monoliths in farther regions of Onara
(such as the Sorcerer Stones in the western
Hinterlands, or upon the path markers at Maduwaab
in the province of Valentia.

Refugees from the Khitani Empire speak of
an elder magnificent port city of cyclopean giants,
called Saamurkond, founded before the First City.
The tales say that the giants became infected with
the sin of hubris from their greatness, building a
mammoth statue in their own honor, which rose
above the highest buildings of Saamurkond at the
heart of the city. The Gods cursed the city and a
dreadful cataclysm befell Saamurkond, plunging it
beneath the waves.

Many of the Cyclops of Saamurkond died,
but some survived a more horrid fate, becoming
scaled and gilled like fishes, cursed to roam
the watery streets of their ruined city and the
mountainous sea floor as they did on land. Their
hands and feet became webbed, and their large
eyes became bulbous like a frog, casting a great
beam of light to search the sea and illuminate their
way.

Many accounts exist of men seeing flashing
beams of light in the Sea of Lanterns, or even upon
the Flood Plain on misty nights. These lights can
occasionally be seen from as far away as the First
City or at the southern edge of the Vastwood over
the Khitau Mountains.

There is also a documented encounter
from a book titled “Investigations of Onara,” by
the renowned Milandisian knight and explorer,
Sir Armind Gerhard Tildighast, which reads as
follows:

Night of the Twenty Eighth, Pallidus

I had traveled late in the autumn season
on the Flood Plain in hopes of finding the wreck
of a large Khitani vessel said to be stranded atop
a mountain peak near Gin Ho Cove. I felt such a
vessel would truly be worthy of study, and worth
the risk of Voei marauders or the inclement foggy
weather in this treacherous landscape, lest the
coming tides of winter carry it off. Aperio was full
that night, and its glittering black form appearing
through the parting fog caused my native Chauni
guides to babble on about ancient Saamurkond and
the fishy giants that stalk the tidal basin on nights
such as this. (I must confess that at the time, I
thought it rather nonsensical and childish.)

The fog became too thick to press onward,
so we encamped for the night, making due within
the confines of a deep crevasse. The native guides
continued their senseless ramblings as I prepared
my papers by lantern light.

Suddenly, a low watery howl pierced
the dreadful silence, cutting through the fog and
resounding off the cliffs. It was answered in
kind by three other howls in the distance, and as
the frantic Chauni guides scampered about and
bemoaned their lot, I shined the powerful lantern
beam into the fog, drawing my Altharian flintlock
and cocking it.

What followed was chaos and madness.
At one point during the cacophonous melee, I had
heard a slogging noise directly behind me, and
wheeled around, leveling my arm for a steady shot.
I was stunned mentally as I spied the towering,
glistening form of a hulking giant...that which can
only be described as a thing. It was armed with
a glinting trident and grabbing for a guide. As I
made to shoot it, it turned on me with a searing
light emitted from its lone bulbous eye, blinding me
completely and causing me to lose consciousness.

When | awoke in the cool morning air,
all that remained were the sparse remnants of
our camp, and the body of one of the Chauni
guides, shot through the head from my discharged
flintlock.

I believe his name was Hoko.

Right. Must remember to bring an astute
wizard with me next time or perhaps a priest of
Hurrian.

Whatever these beasts are, and what
remains of hoary Saamurkond is not fully known.
It is enough to say that the Flood Plain and all its
inhabitants are strange beings and creatures, unique
to this far flung corner of Onara.
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The Whestern Lands

ast the provincial ports and green
Pcliffs of the Gulf of Coryan lie the
Western nations, known collectively
as the League of Princes. Within one of these
nations, Mhyrcia is the bustling, stoic merchant
town of Qhoon, a place where one might rise
from ambitious commoner to wealthy merchant
prince in a short span of time. Years ago, one man
in particular set out in his youth from Coryan to
capitalize on the lucrative opportunities he had
heard so much about from merchant tales in the
markets of the Imperial capitol.

He bartered and dealt successfully, first
becoming relatively prosperous, then wealthy,
and lastly well respected as a shrewd and honored
member of the Speculator’s Council. He lived
a long and contented life, and when at last he
passed away, many spoke of this foreigner as
one of their own, a powerful man and seasoned
merchant. He had no wife or family there, and
his will declared that his estates and holdings
were to be split between various folk or causes
that he favored in his final years. The executor of
the will sent many packages and parcels via
messengers across the land in order to fulfill the
merchant’s last wishes.

One such package was carried through
the Governors Gate in distant Coryan, to the
humble quarters of a struggling young man of
distant nobility named Florian Reed, and left with
the landlord. When Florian at last came home and
opened the package, he found a deed of ownership
in his name for a small but valuable merchant
house, and a letter explaining that the previous
owner was a distant relation, now deceased. It
also contained a detailed mercantile log, a well-
worn diary, and a golden signet ring, along with
directions to a place called Hollow Mound Castle
in the town of Blackwand. After examining
the contents of the package thoroughly, Florian
made immediate arrangements for departure. He
traveled through the western provinces, to arrive
some weeks later in Blackwand, a quaint fortified
city at the isthmus of the Amaryllis River.

It is here that we begin our tale.

It is said that Hollow Mound Castle
was built by adventuring men and mercenaries.
“Hmm. It showed its meager roots all too clearly
by way of its wretched, unappealing design”, he
thought.

Florian stepped through the dim, gargoyle-
lined archway to the rear of the dusty, book-
cluttered library tower, which revealed a climbing

stairwell. A clerk behind him had directed him
here; saying cryptically that what he searched for
was past the stone arch, before Florian had even
uttered a word. The elderly Undir clerk was the
only soul present in the room. When Florian
turned to ask for a lantern or assistance, the
strange man had left his post; a well used wooden
counter. A steaming cup of sour smelling wine
was the only trace that he had been there at all.
Libraries were characteristically quiet,
excepting the bustling Great College in Coryan,
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but this one in particular had an uneasy air
about it, feeling more like an abandoned hall or
courtroom than a place of higher learning.

He turned back to the stairwell at the
echo of voices conversing from the top of the
dust lined stair, and convinced himself to ascend
so he could put an end to all of this ubiquitous
foolishness. He had traveled for weeks to meet
someone he had never heard of before, and claim
an inheritance from a man he had never known
personally. The Gods and all the Valinor be
damned if he would turn back now, even in this
strange outlandish place.

Florian climbed the steps to another of
the lurid doorways where a large tamed forest
cat with green tinged russet fur was languidly
resting across the threshold. He stepped over the
lounging creature into a cool room of bluish-gray
stone, presumably the top of the western tower
from the great distance he had climbed. The new
room appeared much as the library; cluttered and
with the same abandoned cast about it.

At the center of the room, a tall woman
with long tresses of white-blonde hair had her
back turned to the door, and she stood behind a
diamond shaped oak table, thick as a man’s wrist.
She seemed to be engaged in working something
intricate that Florian could not see, and she spoke
suddenly without turning.

“You must be Florian Reed of Coryan. I
will be right with you.” Her voice had the sound
of many years of life, and an attractive, sober
clarity, with only the slightest hint of Kio accent.
How did she know his name? She spoke again in
crisp tones. “Do you happen to know anything of
engineering, or inventions? I suppose not.” Still
she did not turn, and continued her anonymous
fumbling.

Florian became impatient and decided to
take the lead. “Madam, I have come a very long
way, and as an aside, had not announ-"

“Silence young man!” she interrupted
sharply, “I know why you have come here, for
it is I you seek! Now sit you down there.” She
stabbed a finger toward a corner where a chair
sat, and took a deep breath. Taken aback and
flushed, Florian pulled out the chair and sat
down quietly. He looked over toward the door,
and saw the yellow-eyed forest cat staring at
him intently, no doubt wakened from the noise.
The woman finally turned, revealing an oblong
wooden device of some kind in her hands, with
a thin rocking bar that moved in time with a
clacking sound from side to side. She placed the
device on the table, and as she motioned to sit, a
twisted driftwood chair scurried and creaked as if
alive from another corner of the room to catch her

just in time. The woman slid her graceful arms
up on the high curving rests of the chair, settling
deep into its confines.

Florian sat dumbfounded, locking his
gaze with the woman’s face, who was no doubt
of pure Kio descent given her hair, lily-white
skin and fiery green eyes. They were almost
wolfish, and seemed to bore deep into him. She
was old now, but it was clear to Florian that she
was once very striking. In the flustered state he
was in, he could not decide to dispel his comfort
by excusing himself politely and fleeing, or by
striking up a conversation. The device on the
table kept its droning pace with a steady click-
clock, click-clock sound.

He still wondered how she knew it was
he, and how in fact she knew him at all. As if she
could read minds, she answered. “I have been
waiting for you and had estimated your arrival
somewhat earlier. Besides, no one else comes
here unless they are announced to me.” Her voice
became softer and sincere. “I knew your great-
uncle, who tasked me with your education. My
condolences. His passing was a loss. He was an
honored man.” She bowed slightly in her magical
chair.

“My education,” he asked, “What do you
speak of?” She replied, “Did you not come here
to claim your inheritance, and to learn the laws
and customs of the League?” Florian responded.
“Well yes, but ”

The Kiowoman interrupted again, “I can
only assume you have. Moreover, do try to
convince yourself that there are more important
things for me than your affairs, especially at my
age. I would not even be speaking to you now,
were it not for a personal debt I owed your great-
uncle. I will settle it in you. We Kio keep our
oaths, and do not take them lightly.”

Florian was intrigued. “What was the
debt?” he asked. Her face became fiery and stern
in character, and she leaned out over the table at
him. The fingers on her hands were claw-like on
the table’s edge. She barked her words out as a
hound might. “That is none of you affair, and
does not influence what transpires between us!”
Florian nearly fell over in his chair. Again she
breathed deeply, and closed her eyes, letting out
a measured sigh. She opened her eyes again and
smiled, speaking calmly now. “Perhaps I will one
day come to know you better and reveal it to you.
But for now, I shall be your Antar, and teach you
all you need to know.”

She emphasized the word “need,”
suggestive of a gradual or restrictive process.
Florian did not like the idea of that, and stood
up to leave. She stopped him in his tracks by

/
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saying, “You wish to know if the family stories
in the diary are true, don’t you?” He stiffened
and turned around to face her more confidently,
setting his gaze on her wolfen eyes.

She must have read the diary somehow or
worse yet, been involved directly. The Kiowoman
continued calmly, “There is some truth to the
tales.” Florian straightened himself and sat back
down in the chair. She stretched over the table
and leaned close to him, almost whispering.
“You must learn the histories of your new home,
including proper conduct and custom. I will teach
you everything, my young disciple. But first, we
will begin...small.”

The League of Princes

To grasp the notions of the west along
with the current state of affairs, one must peer
into its turbulent history.

The League of Princes was once an
untamed verdant wilderness. A vast jungle
landscape grew out to meet the coastal edge of
what is now the Gulf of Coryan. Fierce reptilian
monsters prowled the humid forest floor, and
leathery winged beasts or leaping tree dwellers

lived in the leafy canopies. Ancient tales relate
that huge monumental cities of white stone built
by the gods or spirits were hidden away in the
dark confines of the jungle, home to tribes of
intelligent white ape-men, lost civilizations, or
lurid demon cults of evil humanoids. Certain
ruins still stand within the far western frontier,
and it is thought these are the cities that inspired
such tales. What lied beyond the jungle was
unknown, and this distant territory remains a
largely unexplored tract of terrain to this day. The
landscape is a combination of low plateaus that
descend downward from the Lhauzyr Mountains
to the north and west, with lowland basins and
plains struck through with stony, green hills, and
hot, tangled forests or groves. Many lakes, rivers,
and lesser tributary streams line the lowlands and
meander into the woodlands from the plateaus of
the Lhauzyrs to spill out in the Gulf of Coryan.
The various forests are temperate flora and fauna
in the north, and give birth to tropical plants
and animals as one travels further south. Even
the cleared and populated regions are rife with
vigorous plants and creatures that constantly
encroach on civilized, cultivated areas, and must
be cleared with regularity.

')?‘
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The Undir

The only men to live in this pristine
wilderness were the Undir, placid clans of boat
dwelling folk, said to be descended from a lost tribe
of humans who mated with female water spirits
called Undines. The Undines taught the people
how to survive and ply the waters for their wealth
and sustenance, and the offspring of these pairings
became the Undir, or Watermen. It is not known if
this is true, but many Undir show strange, almost
fey characteristics, such as strangely colored and
inhuman looking eyes, slightly webbed digits, or
pointed ears. Some of them converted to the worship
of the Elemental Lords, though most adhered to their
ancient gods, many of which are subtle versions of
the Pantheon. They were also taught not to stray
too far into the depths of the forest, as this was
the home of Elorii, savage beasts, and humanoids
that would molest or harm the Undir. Many of the
current Undir populace can still be found along
the various streams, lakes, and on both sides of the
coast, though none too few have settled far into the
mainland on both sides of the gulf.

They are usually short and lithe, both in
build and in features, with dark straight hair and
skin the various colors of river clay. They dress
in simple, loose garb of white and earthy tones,
and carry large parangs or work knives stuffed
into sashes and work belts. Some Undir are
renowned for their expert knife throwing skills
and challenges of nimble “deck duels,” which take
place in ship’s rigging and masts, on small rocking
boats, slim docks, or poles. Sometimes these are
merely competitive contests, with belaying pins or
clubs substituted for knives.

They are a simple folk, piloting fishing
boats and rafts or becoming adept sailors at a very
early age. Both the women and men can be found
working on docks, at river fords, as merchants and
marines for various nations, or as potent priests
of Yarris. Most Undir are excellent swimmers.
Given their locales, it is easy to see why they are
called Watermen.

The Undir have a written language called
Unden, with characters taken mainly from the
Kio alphabet. They can be stubborn and a touch
xenophobic, garnering traditional ways over fast
change. However, the Undir are somewhat soft-
spoken and though they are simple folk in nature,
they are well mannered, and are often generous to
those who fall on hard times.

The Undir are often blunt and frank of
speech, getting directly to the point of a matter,
and this is often misconstrued as being (ironically)
cryptic or elusive. They make up a large percentage
of the populace in the League, and are found in
every nation, particularly on the coast.

Invaders from the Gods

The Undir lived the same way for many
centuries, and some villages in northern Bhiharn
(mainly in the Sword Fens) are the same as they
were three or four hundred years ago. They
interacted sparsely with the elvenfolk, and traded
sporadically with the various peoples of the
nearby coastal nations. However, a large influx
of another ethnic group would change many
things for the Undir irrevocably.

The tribal histories of the Undir relate that
during the Time of Darkness, a great flying island
of stone descended deep into the jungle near a
mountain called Djuar, and many of the people
were frightened. Many thought the True Gods
were angry for the heresy of worshipping the
Elemental Lords (or worse, devils and demons),
and that they came seeking retribution. Religious
infighting and clan feuds were a common
occurrence. After a time, nothing changed, so the
appearance of the island and the religious fear it
caused were forgotten.

Then, tall white-skinned warriors with
shiny golden hair and glinting metal armor
appeared out of the forest in small groups,
reigniting the clan feuds and volatile fear of divine
retribution. They were the Kio, and the Undir
mistook them for the Valinor of the Pantheon.

The foreigners were scouts from a
western mountain city, looking for new lands to
settle. Many Undir panicked at the mere sighting
of these warriors, and it took months before any
of the Kio scouts could speak with them. Many
of the warriors supposed them to be savages
and incapable of complex speech or written
languages.

Finally, the gathered chiefs of all the tribes

sent for a wise Undir elderman named Manuop,
who was also a powerful priest of Yarris. Manuop
went to see the “Valinor” near Yibho Lake where
they had made a fortified encampment (currently
near the city of Whon.)
Manuop used spells and spoke to the Kio,
establishing a truce. The Kio explained their
true origins, a lofty sky citadel from Yhriwhon,
known collectively as the Sky Kingdoms. They
said the city crashed during a bloody civil war
in Yhriwhon, which nearly destroyed their
civilization.

The Kio settled here, and many other
settlements followed over the next century. The
current locations of many cities of the League sit
upon the original sites of these settlements and
forts. Many of the Undir have mixed with the
Kio, forming new clans and familial alliances.
Not all of the contact between these peoples
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was as friendly as with the original Kio scouting
party and Manuop, however. In truth, many of
the countries are beset with tales of bloody Kio
conquest, long-lived racial or factional hatreds
dating back hundreds of years, rooted in grim
civil wars and despotic, tyrannical rulers.

There is no conceivable way to record
them in a modest written record. One might
sum them up in the subjects of subjugation,
clannish feuds and territorial disputes, struggles
for supremacy of both clerical and royal seats of
power, racial or political separatist groups, and
the heresies of elemental and demonic worship.
Some of the more relevant exceptions will be
spoken of in detail within specific regions, cities,
or locales. Many of the towns within the League
are not safe at times for traveling Imperial
citizens, and although most incidents involve
minor crimes, such as thievery or cons, some are
brutal examples of what can befall the unwary.
Ignorance of certain customs, laws, or biases
by no means warrants either innocence or safe
passage here.

The Kio

The Undir tale of Manuop and the Kio
tells when they met, but it does not detail much
beyond their far-fetched origins. Many Kio
consider the tale a fantastic version of real
events, but some adhere to the belief that the
Sky Kingdoms were, and in fact still are, very
real. Many people here claim to have seen these
fairy tale floating islands firsthand, and say that
sometimes they float by silently in the night.
These folk say they spied the glimmering outline
of graceful spires, ethereal lanterns, and curving
domes, particularly when the Emerald moon was
full.

Whatever the case, no other viable origin
is given for the Kio, and it requires further study
and exploration. They are a tall and comely
people overall, with every hair color, though
an unusual number of them have very pale
blonde hair, with hues ranging from the color of
dandelions to shiny golden straw. Many of these
folk have light eyes of beautiful cast, being icy
pale blue, shiny jade green, and rarely lavender or
yellow-hazel. They are typically pale of skin and
have bold, almost hawkish faces.

Kiowomen were very prized in ancient
times as wives or courtesans, and many were
forcibly taken by slavers to every end of Onara
and sold at hefty prices. Many of the Kio have
interbred since then with the Undir and the
Coryani in the League, but the kidnappings of old
caused many noble families to protect their wives

and daughters fiercely. They hid them away in
convents, or allowed travel only if they were
accompanied by heavily armed warriors with
famous reputations. Even these warriors were
not completely trusted, and the patrons of these
precious women sent only reputable Kiomen to
guard them, assuring that if carnal liaisons did
indeed occur, the child would be of the purest
descent possible. Many of the noble families still
practice this old tradition.

The Kio dress in well-tailored handsome
clothes of bright or neutral colors that offset and
contrast by hue with organic or avian patterns
and motifs. (Examples would be forest green
and cream, ice blue or blood red high collared
shirts with green knotwork, paired with russet
or black paneled skirts adorned with yellow bird
designs, clouds, stars, or spirals.) Long cloaks
with towered, gilded collars, and sparse but large
adornments and jewelry are common as well.
Sensitivity to sunlight and an aesthetic preference
for pale skin cause many Kio to be mainly
nocturnal or cover their bodies almost completely
with long sleeves, high collars, and broad rimmed
hats, even in this torrid environment.

The Kio have extended familial ranks
beyond the normal social castes in the League,
which is somewhat militarist in function. At the
top are the Kyhm’me’ (Sky Chiefs), which can be
of either sex, and are typically the heads of noble
families. They make all major military, social,
and monetary decisions and act as the commander
of the families or houses in their charge. Below
the Kyhm’me’ are the Kyh’yit (Wing Lords),
who serve them directly in the role of generals
or officers of law and finance. They act as direct
judges and arbiters in common trials, and perform
weddings and funerals if no priest is available to
do so. Next are the Antarn, (Eldermen, or women)
which are mainly older warriors, priests, or simply
wise and respected elders that act as chancellors,
extended familial patron-guardians, and teachers
to a specific person. Having a child watched
over by an esteemed Antar is coveted and lends
much prestige to one’s family reputation. Then
come the Vyhre’ki, (Talonmen) who have four to
six warriors in their charge. These warriors are
called Vyhrn (Talons) and the collective unit is a
Ve’ki (Flight). From one to three Ve’ki are placed
under a Kyh’yit and obey him or her with implicit
devotion and loyalty. Three Vhyre’ki units under
a Khyh’it make up a Kyhn (Wing).

Typically two of these Vyhrn are given
the additional titles of Yh’gi (Kite) and Ujch’ki
(Shieldman) respectively. The Yh’gi have
multiple tasks, acting simultaneously as scout,
information officer and planner. Often these



men or women also take the role T
of the troop’s troubadour, and are §~
responsible for relating tales of daring
at court, raising morale, or
entertaining while deployed
or abroad. They often have
trained kites or falcons that
carry messages and hunt for
their troop or family.

The Ujch’ki acts as
a subordinate military officer,
bodyguard, and trainer of
new soldiers for the Vyhre’ki.
Unless it is obvious that a
member of a Kyhn is at fault
for a particular transgression, the
fault lies with the Ujch’ki in the
eyes of his or her superiors, as
they are the warrior’s trainer and
immediate commander.

Mostoftheseroles arerelatively
clannish and private, and a Kioman
might have additional titles and roles in
normal League society, which he defaults
to publicly, especially while abroad.
An example would be Baron Rihel
val’Sunga of Grakha, who is also
the Antar of Lord Veerimar, Speculator-Prince of
Qhuoon. Multiple combinations do rarely occur,
making some Kio heraldic familial studies into a
complex and arduous process.

The Kio are not what could be called
overly patient, but do not give up on failed
attempts easily. This may stem from their view
of temporal matters, due to their long life spans.
A Kioman of pure blood might live as long as
two hundred years or more, and examples of
much longer life spans are not unheard of. Folk
who have interbred benefit from this gift, though
the span of life seems to delineate as successive
generations dilute with non-Kio infusions into the
bloodline.

The Kio mindset is hard to grasp and
almost as complex as their titular nomenclature.
They are often very regal, formal, and are
conscious of others in their perceptions of etiquette
and cultural social trappings. Nevertheless,
they can seem obtuse and aloof to an outsider
not familiar with their manner and customs,
especially within the daily routines that often do
not warrant explanation (particularly from the
Kio perspective.)

They are justas prone to fiery outbursts and
paroxysmal behavior as they are to calmer notions
of conduct, making them seem dichotomous or
downright insane. This can be particularly true
during times of war or inspiration. The spoken

and written form of their language, Kion, is a
prime example of Kio thought. One word can
have six or seven separate and distinct definitions.
For example, the word Ki can mean a human, a
male, a person of Kio heritage, a Kio male, a Kio
warrior (both sexes), an avian creature, even the
wind or sky itself. These separate meanings
and sentence structure are largely dependent
on connotation and inferred meaning in the
context of the sentence, making Kion one
of the most complex languages to learn and
understand, second only to High Khitan.
There are more practical pursuits,
T whichcanbeunderstooduniversally,
~—_— particularly Kio smithing and
~ swordsmanship.  Kio master
smiths have harbored an ancient smithing
technique that uses an alloy of purified steel
with infusions of mithril and meteoric iron,
and they forge the finest swords in the
southern lands, if not the whole of Onara.
They are fashioned with double-edged
blades like broadswords, but are much
more akin to rapiers in physical qualities
R and fighting technique. These blades
& are light, durable, flexible, and easily
enchanted, and to see a Kio duelist
fight with such a blade is truly a
marvel of fierce and dexterous martial
prowess.

Some swords are hundreds of years old
and are passed down as inherited heirlooms, still
completely functional. It is rare to see one up
for purchase, and they are usually only given
as great gifts. So great is the repute of certain
of these swords (even non-magical blades), that
some Kio warriors are recognized first by the
blade they carry before they formally introduce
themselves (though they are allowed to do so out
of courtesy.)

One thing is certain, that the Kio are an
alien and distant folk, in their manner, view and
culture, and that at times foreigners can grasp
only basic relations within the spheres of the Kio
tongue and thought concepts.

Nations

The League of Princes consists of six
separate lands, consisting of two relatively
autonomous  suzerainty-kingdoms,  their
territories, one Free City (in Bhiharn) and one
Coryani satrapy. Various trade and political
compacts bind them by treaty, and a High Council
convenes four times a year on the tidal months to
discuss seasonal or emergency events regarding
commerce and governmental policies.
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The League has many lesser nobles, Speculator-
Princes, wealthy merchant commoners, and pirate
lords, all with ostentatious or lengthy titles,
earning its colorful name well. (When the
Soldier-Saint Alrameus Vernico of Plexus visited
the League, he commented that if one swung a cat
by its tail in the countryside, one could not help
but hit a prince with it.)

The Coryani have made many attempts
over the years to persuade or conquer various
nations and cities of the League and add them to
the list of Imperial States. However, they now
seem mainly content to forgo the overwhelming
resources and political troubles of this undertaking,
and instead allow the nations of the League to
pay tribute and reign as allied suzerainties of
the Coryani Empire. Many of the natives have
no love for the Coryani, particularly where it
concerns Eppion and its policies.

Though the lands are similar in ethnic
makeup, they have distinct opinions, cultures
and policies regarding a multitude of subjects,
including religion, trade and alliances, particularly
within the realm of the aforementioned historic
(as well as current) views and conflicts. These
particularities and relevant points on geography
or cultural influences will be spoken of where
logic warrants that will form a clear, distinctive
separation of peoples. Listed below are the
names of the lands and respective rulers (with full
noble titles), capitol and population, in addition
to ethnic nomenclature and a brief description of
inhabitants, major cities, and geography.

Capharra

Ruler: Gyhliphe’ val’Sungha (of Larrisa and
Sarish), Regent-Prince of Capharra, High
Kyhm’me’ of the Kio, Knight-Commander
(Vyhre’ki) of the Order of the Yhrki
Capitol: Whon (pop. 146,700)
People: Capharrans

Once the most wise and powerful of the
western nations, elder Capharra has become tainted
with imperialism, Coryani ideals, and treachery,
both from within and without. Capharra is still a
lush and vibrant land however, a place of refined
Kio culture and beautiful countryside. A highland
plateau in the north splits the country, and the
halves are provincially referred to as upper and
lower Capharra. There is a political split along
this border as well within the populace, and much
of the lesser nobility side with Duke Geone’ of
Pajharo than the royal court of Whon.

Most of the ancient lowland forest has
been cleared and made into fertile pastures,
paved roadways, and arable land for farming. It

is still dotted with smaller forests, especially on
the eastern borders. Much of the populace is
relatively content and healthy, and the standard
of living is fair when compared to most lands of
the east. There is a dizzying array of princelings
and lesser nobility with estates and a multitude of
lengthy titles. Appointed military officials called
Archons act as judges and mediators, especially
in borderlands or non-Kio territories where there
are no Kyhy’it to keep the common peace.

The current ruler of Capharra is Ghyliphe’
val’Sungha, who was proclaimed Regent-Prince in
favor of the unstable and warlike Duke Geone’ of
Pajharo, until he completes his duty as Antar to his
young cousin, Tryhkon. Ghyhliphe’ has worked
a tenuous peace and treaties between the Coryani
Empire, the nobility of Mhyrcia and Lhyllifel, and
suppression of separatist movements in northern
Bhiharn. She is also Knight-Commander of the
Order of the Yhrki, an order of female knights
who forsake all familial connection and titles,
and who swear allegiance to uphold the ideals
and interests of the Kio as a people, regardless of
nationality. These knights are based in Whon of
late to support Ghyhliphe’s rule and enforce her
policies. It is rumored at court that Duke Geone’
is hateful of Ghyliphe’ and not being chosen as
the “rightful” sovereign of Capharra. Many plots
befall the Regent-Prince, and it is whispered
that her health is failing due to an assassination
attempt by poisoning.

‘Whon

The capitol, Whon, is a prime example
of elegant Kio architecture and civilized culture.
Whon is one of the oldest cities in the league, and
is situated on and around a large hill between two
deep lakes, Yibho, and Ghalka, which are fed from
the northern Lhauveris River. It was patroned
by the Kio Matron-General, Yhgime’ Sungha,
who also founded the val’Sungha dynastic line
of Capharran Kings after being crowned High
Kyhm’me’ and Queen at an unknown point
during the Time of Darkness.

There are ancient arches, frescoes, and
graceful white statuary on the city walls, said to
have been brought from Yhriwhon when the city
was founded, from which it derives its name. The
buildings are slim and tall, and have windows
with many arches or ribbed domes decorated with
colorful tiles and painted murals. Large moats
with fortified covered bridges and canal locks
follow the curve of the city walls, adorned with
seven arched gates and ancient Kio statuary.

The city is well maintained and beautiful,
with many towers, magical stained glass windows,
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and door-lined canal streets fed from the lakes.
Whon is the agricultural nexus of the League, and
its main export is grown or milled produce, such
as soy, yams, rice, various fruits and Huj, which is
a leafy stalk plant with elongated bulbs that bears
similarity to breadfruit.

The W ater Lalayrin"th

Many cities within the League built near
water have additional underground chambers
or duct systems constructed for the purpose of
irrigation and defenses. Whon is no exception,
and in fact, it is the prime example of this complex
architectural technique. The canal walls are made
with thick interlocking blocks of pale stone,
waterproof and strong. Many of the old walls
have small treated doors (or doorways where they
have rotted away) that lead to a dizzying array
of tunnels, ducts, waterchambers and diverting
systems, a few of which are attached via shafts
or pulleys to mills on the surface. Some of these
chambers are so well constructed that they require
little or no maintenance, and only routine checks
and repairs.

Many thieves, smugglers, and cultists
make their way into the labyrinth, including an
evil religious order known as The Cult of the
Frog who gathers on the shores of Lake Yibho.
They kidnap people in the night, or sacrifice
orphans and thieves they come across in the Water
Labyrinth. (In Undir, Yibho means Frog God,
and the lake is said to house a powerful, ancient
batrachian demon.) Nocturnal wild beasts and
aquatic creatures live in the labyrinth, and though
most are the normal variety, river serpents and
other large reptilians have been sited, trapped or
killed, as well as more unnatural creatures.

Pajharo

Ruler: Geone’ val’Sungha, Duke of Pajharo,
Kyh’yit of Gyhliphe’, Antar of Tryhkon
val’Sungha, Lord-Archon of Bhiharn, titular King
of Capharra and High Kyhm’me’ of the Kio
Capitol: Grakha (pop. 23,000)
People: Jharks

Whereas Capharra is largely cultivated
lowland, Pajharo stands in contrast with its high
stony hills, tall mountain ranges, thick, mist
enshrouded woodlands and rugged natural beauty.
The weather is often overcast and misty, with
drizzling rains or heavy fog at night.
A good deal of the land is wilderness, except the
eastern Lhauveris River Valley where Pajharo
meets the high plateau of upper Capharra. The
population is mainly Kio in the highlands, but the

river valley is largely Undir with a few Coryani
settlers, and sprinkling of Chauni desert nomads
from the northern plain. There is excellent hunting
and timber in the north and western Suhwe’ and
Luphyx Forests, long known as dangerous places
due to large predators, lurking monsters, traps,
and hunting humanoids from Uggur.

The ruler, Duke Geone’ val’Sungha, is
a scheming fiery man; especially since he was
passed over in favor of his cousin, Gyhliphe’
for the Cappharan throne. He had angered the
previous king for collusion with the High Coryani
Ambassador and the Satrap of Eppion, interested
only in his own power driven goals over his
appointed duty. By Kio tradition, Geone’s duties
as Antar to his younger cousin, Tryhkon, are not
yet complete, so the King used this as an excuse
to stave the Duke off from Capharra and replaced
him with the current regent. The Knights of
the Yhrki have uncovered many plots against
Gyhliphe’ which vaguely point to the Duke, but
all of these lack proof.

Grakha

Grakha sits at the head of the eastern
river valley on a cliff side overlooking Lake
Dynurech. The city has many dark granite
buildings decorated with carved wooden beams
and large animal horns hung over door mantles.
Some of the larger homes and buildings have
large courtyards on their crenellated roofs for
gathering places or outside taverns when the
weather is pleasant. The castle-like roofs lend the
nickname of the City of Towers.

Grakha is a hardy city, and its people live
as rugged and wild as the countryside. They do a
modest trade in ores, gems, timber, furs, and cured
meats with the townsfolk of upper Capharra, as
well as Blackwand and Liveh in Bhiharn.

All male Jharks must serve in the army
for four years when they come of age, and the
large ducal army is based here in the capitol, in
the smaller river towns, or in walled townships in
upper Capharra.

Jharks are partial to the Pantheon,
particularly Illir, Saluwe’, and Hurrian, and do
not tolerate the heresies of elemental worship or
dark cults.

The penalty for this, thievery, or violent
crimes is varied, usually swift and harsh, and
fits the crime so committed as mandated by the
Kyh’yit or Archons. They are loyal more to the
Duke than Capharran policies here, and they
enforce his law more fiercely in collusion with
military troops.
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Fort T yrmh

There is an old mountain fort atop the
plateau that sits just within the shady bowers of
the Luphyx forest. The fort is named after the
half-orc scout of a Kio war troop who discovered
it and held it against superior humanoid forces
until reinforcements could arrive.

The fort is a stopping point for many
mountain men and adventurers from Blackwand
who risk the dangers of the woodlands and
Uggur for hunting and looted treasures. They
are welcomed here as long as they help to kill
off hobgoblin soldiers, giant-kin and monsters
from Olioch or the many ruins and caves of the
plateau.

Tyroch is now the center of operations for

the Red Dragoons, a military wing of elite soldiers
led by the younger cousin of Duke Geone’,
Tryhkon val’Sungha. This auburn haired army
commander’s brutal tactics are feared almost as
much by his own men as the humanoids of
Uggur. He often raids deep into enemy territory
recklessly, and it is a secret hope of Duke Geone’
that one day Tryhkon will be killed or lost, freeing
him of his burden as Antar so he can be crowned
as king.
In truth, Tryhkon is looking for an ancient hidden
cave door, said to lead via tunnels in the plateau,
directly to the northern humanoid city of Olioch.
Tryhkon believes many of these beastly creatures
stage raids into Pajharo from here. He hopes to
cut off the route completely by finding it, or stage
a major raid of his own.

Bhiharn

Ruler: Prince Yhrgar Mathyhji of Bhiharn, Yh’gi
of Duke Geone’
Capitol: Liveh (pop. 17,480)
People: Harns

This oblong land sits along the Gulf of
Coryan, a strip of lowland countryside from the
Amaryllis River in the north, abutting upper
Capharra in the west, to the rocky cliffs of Eppion
at its end. The Quebho River splits Bhiharn in
two, starting at Chimera Falls, meandering past
the capitol, Liveh, and fanning out slowly to
spill into the Sword Fens around the Sarkhawood
Forest. Bhiharn is a mellow country south of
the river, filled with pleasant shrubs, copses and
rolling hills or farmland, with many types of
bright songbirds and flora. The northern portion
has slightly more rainfall from Pajharo, with
more undergrowth and hills, making it slightly
higher and untempered country.

The foppish Prince Yhrgar Mathyji rules
Bhiharn from Liveh, and though he uses Archons
appointed by the Duke of Pajharo, and serves
as his Yh’gi, he is a very popular ruler here
despite the hatred of the Duke by most Harns.
Prince Yhrgar is hailed as one of the greatest
diplomats of the League, and is best known for
diffusing volatile conflicts with his eloquent wit
and speeches, particularly concerning the Duke
and Undir separatist rebels of the Sword Fens.
The Duke uses the talent of his witty Yh’gi often
at court in Whon. The Duke actually despises
the genteel Prince, and often tries to embarrass
or dishonor him with political maneuverings or
social ploys. Though Geone’ has tried many
times to hinder, manipulate or entangle the Prince,
Yhrgar has always cleverly outfoxed the boorish
Duke.

Many Harnish bandits and Undir pirate
lords masquerade as patriots to hide behind
Harns who wish to gain independence from
Pajharo and its hefty taxation on trade. The Duke
does nothing about this, pulling his Archons
back at decisive moments and placing the blame
on Prince Yhrgar, Mhyrcia, or the Coryani to
infuriate the Regent-Prince in Whon. Occasional
isolated banditry, piracy, and outbreaks occur
across Bhiharn, but are usually selective to the
north and the adjoining coastal waters.

Liveh

In the Kio tongue, Liveh means “Fiery
Aura,” and the city truly earns its name. Many
reputed glassmakers and their traditional
techniques come from the capitol, and rare sands
and materials have been traded on the Amaryllis
River for centuries. These glassmakers fashion
beautiful and intricate designs for stained glass
windows, bottles and lenses, and at night the
cobblestone streets of Liveh sparkle, strobe, and
glow with radiant splendor. Much of the city is
Kio in architectural design, though the fieldstone
hive houses of the Undir appear here and there,
especially along the Quebho in the River District.
The city is at once quaint and majestic, easily
equaling the grand statuary and alabaster spires
of Whon.

The city is built around the natural stone
basin of Chimera Falls, with many arching bridges
and a tall temple to Yarris, replete with Undir
frescoes and magical stained glass windows on
the northern side of the basin. Prince Yhrgar
commissioned it from his personal coffers to end
a lengthy civil war, which stemmed from multiple
high taxes and merchant trade house conflicts in
the ports along the coast. The waters beyond the
temple docks are said to have magical healing
powers on certain holy days.
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Yarris is often switched with Illir as the
head of the pantheon, causing heretical schisms,
and canonical conflicts between the Mother
Church in Coryan and the Yarrite priests of
Bhiharn.

The Sword Fens

Much of the coastline of Bhiharn is
swampland or snags of mangrove copses and
salt marsh. This murky growth extends from
the mouth of the Amaryllis River and is seen in
tangled patches within the rocky shoals of Eppion,
ending along the northern towns of Mhyrcia.

Stiff blades of serrated sword grass shoot
up from under the trees and brackish pools,
harboring all manner of beasts, fish, and fetid
swamp life. The Sarkhawood forest tangles its
roots through an oval isle of packed rocky soil,
and there are many gulches, hollows, and hidden
trails cut by tributary streams from the Quebho
River. The Sarkhawood and the Sword Fens
are home to many Undir villages built in the old
style, woven reed huts built on poles with floating
platforms or plank bridges connecting them. The
Harns that live here are reclusive and adhere to
the old customs and traditions, uncaring for who
rules the “highland” in this tribal backwater.

They are a mix of Harns and the common
Undir that came from the eastern side of the
gulf with the val’Bhausicz clan (of Sarish and
Saluwe’, and the ancestors of the val’Sungha)
during the Time of Darkness. They settled
along many parts of the coast, mainly here, in
Eppion, and northern Mhyrcia through marital
aliances and treaties. It is these Undir that are the
progenitors of the Harnen dialect, and many do
not speak Low Coryan at all.

The Sword Fens also give a hidden refuge
to highwaymen and pirates that have erected
shantytowns around shallow coves or clearings.
Sometimes dark heretical cults that worship sea
demons around carved coral shrines, tidal pools,
and altars spring up among them.

However, the infamous fens are best
known for monsters of all types. River serpents as
long as two ships have been reported, and coveys
of Green Hags occasionally crop up, aligned with
trolls, other unnatural beasts and their Night Hag
sisters across the Gulf of Coryan on the rocky
cliffs of Annonica. Nocturnal flights of stirges or
the occasional harpy fly out of the woods or up
the coast from the Southern Forest. Sometimes,
Sahuagin stage nighttime raids from the salt
marshes on ships, ports, and coastal villages, and
numerous schools of sharks constantly patrol the
shoreline.

The Free Cibr of Blackwand

On the northern tip of the turbid
Sarkhawood trail, at the isthmus of the Amaryllis
River, is an independent port called Blackwand.
This quaint fortified town is a haven for river
merchants, spice traders from the northwest,
privateers, and most notably, an adventurer’s
guild underneath Hollow Mound Castle in a
maze of excavated rooms and natural caverns.
Blackwand was founded over five hundred years
ago by a group of adventurers hired by an
Undir merchant prince to clear monsters from the
northern Sword Fens and the Sarkhawood forest.
This arduous and expensive task took almost a
year, and bankrupted the merchant, who fled to
greener pastures without paying his hirelings.
The adventurers found the lair of an enormous
river serpent shortly after and killed it, gaining a
great hoard of gems and trinkets. They decided
to stay in the area and constructed Hollow Mound
castle as a mutual guildhall and safeguard against
humanoid pirate attacks along the coast. As the
area became more civilized, a town sprung up
underneath the castle, and the Undir developed
relations with the Harns, Pajharo, and a healthy
spice trade along the river with the lands of the
nomadic Chauni to the northwest.

The history of this town involves many
attempts at siege or takeover by Pajharo, the
Coryani or pirate lords, but the city has always
expunged itself of these invaders eventually.
It now claims total independence, ruled by a
council elect of six, called High Captains, a Lord
Mayor, and fields an army comprised mainly
of specialists, ex-adventurers and seasoned ship
captains. The symbols of their office are the
gold-capped black wands they carry, said to have
wonderful or deadly powers and effects.

It is the only city in the League to have
an ancient style Pantheon church, representing
every God with but one order of priests and
monks. Everyone is allowed to trade here freely,
(even pirates) especially the archaic Undir from
the Sword Fens, as long as they acknowledge
Blackwand’s liberal beliefs and laws. There is no
appointed Archon for Blackwand.

The city even flies its own flag, seven
black ships and seven black wands split by a
yellow sable on a green field, with an inscription
in Harnen that reads “Live Free, Fight Proud, and
Die Well.” Many adventurers and freebooters
come to Hollow Mound Castle seeking training,
knowledge in its library, or to equip before
leaving to the Sword Fens or Fort Tyroch in
Pajharo, chasing tales of pirate gold or artifacts.

/
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Eppion
Ruler: Alphaeus Jona of Plexus, Satrap of
Eppion

Capitol: Metra (pop. 34,900)

People: Eppish

The Satrapy of Eppion is more Coryani
than Undir or Kio in nationality, and culture,
and it has a dark and sordid history. It was
originally ruled over by the decadent and
diabolical val’Bhaucisz, (of Sarish and Saluwe”)
a tyrannical Undir family that allied itself with
the Coryani as client kings. Demonic visitations,
vicious acts of cruelty and despair were brought
upon the common folk, sometimes for the mere
entertainment of the nobility, or to spread senseless
terror. Eventually, a massive revolt flared up, and
many of the val’Baucisz were butchered in their
homes, or fled into exile. The leaders of this
rebellion seized the capitol of Rajhau as a base
of operations.

Many of the rebels blamed the continuing
rule of their sadistic masters on the Coryani,
and in the frenzy of the revolt they attacked
or expunged any Coryani colonials they
found. Imperial troops were sent to
attempt an evacuation, and were summarily
ambushed and killed en masse while
landing south of the capitol. The
Eppish rebels then decapitated the
commander’s bodies and put the
severed heads atop their Imperial
standards along the shoreline,
in full view of passing ships as
a warning.

The Coryani answer
to this gruesome and
dishonorable display was to
stage a full invasion. Three
entire legions descended
on Rajhau, butchered its
inhabitants, sacked the city,
and then burned it to the
ground. In but one year, the
legions founded a satrapy
ruled by force, based in
the newly constructed
port of Metra where the
old capitol once stood.
Shortly after, a few of the
surviving val’Baucisz in
exile returned, seeking
harsh revenge in a reign
of terror that would last
another two hundred
and sixty years. They
suppressed any remaining

rebel forces, and acted as regents under the
Coryani Satraps, who were easily bribed and
corrupted.

Since then, Metra has become a major
trade port, vying for mercantile control with
Mhyrcia and Blackwand by way of political
maneuverings, embargoes, or Coryani tariffs
levied from Plexus.

Only two small val’Baucisz families
remain, with the rest having been assassinated,
killed in wars, or else absorbed into the val’Sungha
line, which have erased the blasphemous name
of val’Baucisz from the royal heraldic records.
The val’Baucisz of Mhyrcia have forsaken their
familial name and become a monkish order called
the Penitent of Saluwe’ in Mhun. The remaining
val’Baucisz live in the wild southern countryside
of Eppion, content to rule over their ancestral
lands and serfs under the watchful eye of the
current Satrap, Alphaeus Jona of Plexus.

The Satrap is a stern and militaristic
man who is interested more in control and order
than in justice, and rumors abound that he is
more loyal to indigenous noble coffers and
his carnal appetites than the Coryani. The
Satrap has placed many of the traditional
noble titles up for sale, making Eppion
a land of wealthy Coryani citizens
and foreign aristocrats who purchase
what they cannot earn.

Whatever the case,
~ Alphaeus keeps Coryani goals,
) culture, and ideals at the forefront

of his policies. So long as
he keeps control of his
domain, the Empire

will continue to ignore
the dark and unseemly
rumors that surround the
common doings of this land.
Laws and punishment in
Eppion are harsh, and bondage
into slavery or public execution
by hanging or beheading
1S not uncommon,
particularly for
rebellious inhabitants,
pirates, thieves, and
heretics. The Gods of
the Imperial Church are
the only worship that is
legal here.
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Lllyllifel

Ruler: Girokhar Sungha-Mikyr, King of Lhyllifel,
Lord-Archon of Mhyrcia, Guardian of Broken
Reach, “Elf Friend.”

Capitol: Lhosk (pop. 37,849)

People: Lhyllifens

Lhyllifel has long considered itself a
sister nation to Capharra, and it is very similar in
many ways, both in its lands and in people, with
a few notable exceptions. Firstly, Lhyllifel has no
great love for the Coryani, though they hold no
grudges with Capharrans for doing so. Lhyllifel
pays its annual tributes to assuage war or political
strife, but its lack of loyalty to the Coryani lies
within another matter.

Many villages in southern Lhyllifel have
good relations with the Elorii of the forest, and
this attitude carries over to the northerly capitol,
Lhosk. Some of these towns are arboreal since
the days when Uggur occupied the country for
sixty-three years, causing many Lhyllifens to flee
to the safety of the Southern Forest and entreaty
themselves to elvenfolk for three generations.

This has in turn spawned long-lived elven-

human relations, and more notably, heretical
elemental worship among many Lhyllifens.
The political ramifications are harsh whenever
Lhyllifel deals with the pious Coryani Emperor
and the Mother Church, who are as a rule racially
biased and mistrustful of elvenfolk.
A secret organization called the Order of the
Twilight Bough is largely believed to be the
center of this heretical activity. Its leaders are
mainly human rangers and druids, who are loyal
both to Lhyllifel and to their elven counterparts.
The Archons of Lhyllifel have not yet been able
to fully penetrate this order or determine an
approximation of members, or any of their lesser
motives and workings.

Lhosk

The Lhyllifen capitol ismuch like Capharra,
but lakes and canals are replaced with large grass
covered earthworks and sloping ramparts lined
with wild flowers or eldritch trees. Lhosk gives
the impression of a giant cultivated fort with tiers
of agrarian orchards and a pale statue-lined city
at its center. Its main trade is in the wealth of
the Southern Forest, agriculture, as well as iron,
gemstones, gold, copper, or rare ores shipped and
refined from mines in the humanoid and monster
riddled pass of Broken Reach near Uggur.

Lhosk has a small but powerful army,
including many rangers, archer units, Kio wizards,
and professional mercenaries of high caliber.

The king of Lhyllifel is Ghirokhar Sungha-
Mikyr, who is also Lord Archon of Mhyrcia. King
Ghirokhar roams Lhyllifel frequently, overseeing
the affairs of the lesser nobility and officials, and
tending to the basic welfare of his people. Two
pet saber toothed lions often accompany him, a
gift from a noble elven druid.

Ghirokar is an older Kioman now, but he
is still greatly respected, and commands a burning
cunning and intelligence. He keeps the balance
of power between all political groups, be they
from his in-laws, the val’Sunghas of the League,
Uggur, or the lands aside the eastern coast of the
Gulf of Coryan.

Mllyrcia (The Shadow Towns)

Ruler: Rabauk Saskla, High Speculator-Prince of
Mhyrcia

Capitol: Mhyr (pop. 87,200)

People: Mhyrcians or Shadow Towners

At first glance, the emerald shores and tropical
coves of Mhyrcia lend the appearance of an
overgrown, untamed land, rife with much colorful
flora, flapping birds, and unusual jungle creatures.
However, closer inspection reveals man made
stone channel entries with deep canals concealed
under the leafy, vine-covered bowers. The misty,
overhung canals cut miles into the jungle, and at
their farthest point, dock-lined inlets and faceted
Undir buildings linked in rings appear along the
shore. Whole cities conceal themselves within
the trees, home to thousands of people. These are
the five trade cities of Mhyrcia, better known to
foreigners as the legendary Shadow Towns.

The Shadow Towns of Mhyrcia are the
oldest settlements of the League, originally built as
simple villages before the Time of Darkness by the
Undir, and enlarged as fortified trade cities by Kio
settlers from the west. They have since become
the wealthiest and most powerful merchant cities
on the Gulf of Coryan, easily comparable to the
Coryani ports along the eastern shoreline. Many
of the lucrative trade goods from Mhyrcia are rare
or obtained nowhere else, coming from within the
confines of the Southern Forest, the other nations
of the League, or else from hoary Uggur.

At one point, the Coryani were on the
brink of war with the Shadow Towns over maritime
trade lanes, but could not afford a costly and
enduring campaign. They rattled their saber and
attempted a grand bluff out of the conflict by way
of imposing amazingly high annual tribute and
trade compromises to seal a treaty between the
two powers. The Coryani ambassador assigned
to deliver these terms came back from Mhyrcia
white faced.
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Fearing the worst, the ambassador’s
superiors questioned him harshly about logistics
and troop counts, and orders were presumptively
given to convene a war council. However, they
were very surprised to discover that not only had
the Shadow Towners agreed readily to the terms,
but in addition, they gave a Mhyrcian galley
over as well, laden with treasures equaling the
outrageous tributary sum.

Shortly after this, agreements were met to
bring Mhyrcia and its brother nations into the fold
as suzerainty states, and to recognize the title of
Speculator Prince as noble and genuine within the
Coryani Empire. They have been loosely allied
with the Coryani ever since.

A council of appointed officials and nobles
rule the Shadow Towns, the Speculator Princes,
under the guidance of the senior council member,
the High Speculator Prince. They are chosen from
the ranks of the most successful and politically
neutral merchants of Mhyrcia (even foreigners
may be chosen, though they must have lived and
traded here for no less than eight years.) They vote
on and decide all policies and laws, particularly
where it concerns commerce, tariffs, and the
economy at large. The Speculator Princes are
allied strongly with both Capharra and Lhyllifel,
but are bound by bias and treaty to use the latter
for the appointment of Lhyllifen Archons as lesser
officials to enforce the regional law. By League
tradition, this makes Mhyrcia a nominal territory
of Lhyllifel.

The cities vary in appearance and makeup,
mainly Undir in design and architecture, with
clever fusions of Kio defenses or aesthetic splashes.
The two most common elements are a balanced
collaboration with the jungle environment, and the
sober activities that surround trade and commerce,
in all its facets. Any profession that does not
produce or accentuate these pragmatic goals is
often seen as impractical. Religion for example,
is tolerated in all its forms, so long as it breaks no
laws and is not disruptive. Moreover, there are
very few public temples, and though the role of
priest is not forbidden, it is seen as an impractical
and unseemly vocation, and nothing one could not
do at home with a private shrine.

The top five Speculator Princes under the
current High Speculator Prince, Rabauk Saskla,
govern the cities. He is a kind-hearted, sensible
and learned Undir elderman who speaks five
languages and ‘“does not truck with political
dichotomy or religious nonsense” of any kind.

There are currently slight conflicts between
the older nobility and the newer merchant elite
over control of Mhyrcian policies, but the High
Speculator Prince holds this from erupting into
major conflict.

Eejho

This northern hill town rests in the shadow
of the sloping cliffs and hills of southern Eppion.
It is known for producing some of the finest crafts
and items in Mhyrcia from raw materials and its
Craft Guilds have an old and reputable tradition
in the League and the Coryani Empire. Excellent
boats, woodcraft, distillates or alchemical elixirs,
and basic improvements or inventions are its
stock and trade, but many other basic goods are
fashioned here as well.

Eejho is also known for the large amount
of capable and noteworthy councilors, barristers,
and emissaries that are trained in the esteemed
School of Laws, which dates back three hundred
years. However, a small but popular liberal
movement has started here, with the theme of
mutual liberty and equality for all citizens of the
League, much akin to Milandiran ideals.

Due to this movement, the Speculators
Council often scolds this town and its Speculator
Prince, Giem Mano, for being too active in
the respective arenas of religion and political
disturbances. These events usually surround
exiled heretics from the other nations of the
League, or harboring escaped serfs and slaves
from val’Baucisz lands in southern Eppion, as
well as the obvious repercussions.

Mhun

The city of Mhun rests on a lone mount of
rock at the center of a vast network of agricultural
orchards and groves. It has an obvious heavy
Kio influence in its architecture, and Mhun’s
illuminated spires can be seen from the coast
on the clearest nights. The main industry is
agrarian, in addition to keen glasswork based in
Harn traditions, aquatic farming and fisheries,
rare plants, herbs, woods and by products (such
as rubber and hemp), woven expensive clothes,
ropes and nets, gold, high quality gemstones,
copper, worked jewelry and niello. The current
Speculator Prince is Armenna Ghikyr; a retired
knight of the Yhrki Order turned merchant and
farmer. Armenna sometimes teaches her Kio
fencing style to worthy warriors.

The people are a pleasant mix of Kio
and Undir attitude, being easy going yet focused
and well learned. There is also a small stone
monastery on the northern outskirts of the
city; home to a small enclave of monks called
the Penitent of Saluwe’. They are all that
remains of the val’Baucisz in Mhyrcia, and have
renounced their family name, seeking redemption
through contemplation of the atrocious acts of



Whalka = THE WESTERN LAN]y

their ancestors. They are sometimes behind the
political strife in Eejho, smuggling escaped slaves
to safer locations. It is rumored that Armenna is
also connected with these disturbances and the
new liberal group in Eejho.

‘Whalka

The town of Whalka is the closest to the
Gulf of Coryan, sequestered behind a maze of
channels and canal locks. It has a large interior
port, with many jetties and broad steps that
descend to the water’s edge for smaller boats.
Much of the trade from the Shadow Towns exits
at this port, and visiting merchants, travelers, and
sailors swoon at the mention of its name.

Whalka is widely known for reasonable
rates and fine goods, excellent cuisine, beautiful
women, and copious amounts of taverns and
gambling halls. It is the liveliest of the Shadow
Towns, and the best for hospitality. The Speculator
Prince, Trokar Herbood, is a garrulous and social
Undirman who often frequents the waterfront
taverns, walks, and plazas, speaking at length
with all castes of folk who bring up anything
interesting to say. He is a very popular leader,
and entertains most dignitaries and ambassadors
who come to the Shadow Towns seeking pleasure
rather than business.

In addition to being Mhyrcia’s most
used and frequented port, Whalka produces fine
clothing and woven crafts, massive amounts of
produce, expensive spices, extracts, and perfumes,
carved amber, ivory and jade to name a few.

It is also home to a pair of beautiful Kio
twin swordsmiths, Hyhga, and Vyhktar, who
fashion Kio blades on a secretive regal estate
at the rear of the city. Even the typical blades
produced from these Kiowomen are said to
rival dwarven quality, both in performance and
in elegant beauty. They have a fencing school,
which teaches a technique called Five Branches
on the rear of the estate, run by their three
daughters, who are said to be more beautiful than
their mothers are.

Qhuoon

The majestic town of Qhuoon is an
interlocking walled city on both sides of a large
bulbous inner harbor capped by a vaulted natural
dome of trees, and connected by three arching
bridges further down the outward channel. Fair
sized schooners can fit their masts underneath
the tall bridge arches, and guard towers rest
underneath the ends. It is known colloquially as
the City of Birds for the endless variety of parrots,

waterfowl, hawks, and songbirds that flit about
the masts of the harbor.

Qhuoon is home to the Hall of Archons
and the center of all activity in Mhyrcia where it
concerns these officials. The two largest temples
in the Shadow Towns are here as well, to Saluwe’
and Yarris respectively. Yarris is often switched
with Illir as the head of the Pantheon (sometimes
he is even portrayed as being Saluwe’s husband)
and this causes no end of consternation with
the Speculator Princes, through the Patriarch of
Coryan. If any of the cities are specialized in
specific trades, Qhuoon is the exception only
by virtue of the fact that it dominates all trades,
products, exports, and designs across the scale
in comparison. The current Speculator Prince is
Lord Veerimar of Qhuoon, a stately and savvy
noble merchant and politician who caries himself
with the regal countenance of a king.

Mhyr

The capitol of Mhyrcia, Myhr, is simply
the grandest of the Shadow Towns.

Myhr is much akin to Qhuoon in design,
though it is much more Kio in the design of
its lesser buildings. It has three inner harbors,
with many side canals where boat markets and
trade barges sell right on the water to docking
customers. Where Qhuoon drowns out the other
Shadow Towns in diversity and bulk of trade,
Mhyr pales it in comparison with the legendary
skills of its master crafters, artisans, and the
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sheer worth of its goods. Anything that can be
garnered, fashioned, traded, sold, constructed, or
imagined from a vast exotic wave of wealth and
materials is found or made in the capitol.

The sites of the city show the magnitude
of its proficiency and splendid grandeur. From
its mosaic paved waterfront plazas, gilded lantern
lit docks, vaulted guildhalls and manors, collosal
fountains, decorated arches, tree shrouded lofty
buildings and garden lined thoroughfares, Mhyr is
the equal of Whon, perhaps more so in appearance
from its natural arboreal dome.

The city is cool and under constant shade
from the forest cover and large glowing insects
drift about at all hours, giving Mhyr an eldritch,
dreamy cast. The Speculator’s Council and High
Speculator Prince Rabauk Saskla rule Mhyr as
they rule Mhyrcia, with detachment, practicality,
and unbiased equanimity (insomuch as can be
afforded). They have forsaken proselytized
or publicized religion, lofty noble aspirations,
expansion, and prolonged or unnecessary war in
exchange for order, natural communion, and the
pronounced ideals of the art of commerce.

The Grove Tenders

When Mhyr was young, an entourage of
Elorii came from the Southern Forest representing
several clans. They gave the gift of a small
green pouch of seeds they called Ellifyr to the
Kio Kyhm’me’ of the city as a secret test, and
disappeared back into the forest. The seeds were
planted in a special grove ringed with stones, and
took some years to mature into bright green leafy
trees with silvery bark. It was discovered that
the Ellifyr trees had many uses in healing, foods,
and magical studies. The Kio sent many scouts
to find the Elorii of the forest to lavish gifts upon
them in return for such a powerful boon. None
were ever found, and it was assumed that they
had left completely, or else migrated nomadically
within the forest.

One year later, the workers of the grove
woke to find many colorful beetles had come out
of the forest and were eating the leaves and sap
of the Ellifyr trees. At first, they were destroyed
by magic, but wave upon wave assaulted the
trees continuously. Finally, one of the workers
noticed that the beetles secreted viscous oil after
devouring the leaves and sap of the Ellifyr trees.
The Kio tested the substance as highly magical,
and useful in more ways than the trees themsElorii.
The Khym’me’ himself made an altar to Saluwe’
and many sacrifices were made in atonement for
killing the beetles. He had a wall erected around
the grove to protect it, and then gave the workers

there the title of the Grove Tenders, proclaiming
they would serve and protect the Ellifyr trees as
an Ujch’ki to his sire.

The day after the completion of the wall,
the Elorii returned to Mhyr, telling the Kio they
had passed the test given to them, and were allies
to the elder race.

The Ellifyr grove has grown large and tall
over the centuries, and Ellifyr Oil is one of the
most valued substances in the League of Princes
and beyond.

Though the worship of Saluwe’ has fallen
largely to the side, the original altar still stands
at the head of the Ellifyr grove, and the Grove
Tenders are a current and honored tradition in the
city of Mhyr.

Uggur

Across the western borders of Lhyllifel,
Capharra, and Pajharo lies a vast tract of territory
called Uggur. It is filled with impassable cliffs,
dark jungles, and inhospitable scrub broken
by jagged ravines and dead falls. Humanoids,
enormous saurian creatures, flying beasts, and
monsters of all kinds skulk about the periphery, and
even normal animals act with an uncharacteristic
cunning and savagery, as if demonic spirits
possesses them. Not much else is known of
hoary Uggur or its inhabitants. The actual length,
size, and total geography of this frontier territory
largely remains a mystery, and only a few tales
and intelligence reports shed any light at all on
this murky subject. Apparently, the region is
divided into three lesser territories, each ruled by
a city-state.

T ales of Maalioch

The older stories come from the ancient
migrating Kio, or snippets of conversation
told by Lhyllifens eavesdropping on Uggurian
humanoid warriors during their country’s lengthy
occupation. According to an old Kio historical
document, broad rugged plateaus ascend to the
foothills of the Lhauzyr Mountains. There are
many passes to the top, all fraught with danger
from predators, horrid creatures, and monstrous
humanoids, but only one is the correct path to
an ancient Kio city called Maalioch, now likely
overrun by humanoids. The history relates that
Maalioch is the original home of the waves of
migrating Kio that flooded ancient Undir lands.
They fled in separate groups over the years from
another faction of sinister Kio that took over
the city and used humanoids in their armies,
under a banner bearing a bloody crescent moon.
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This may indeed be true, for there is proof in
other well founded histories to support this. In
fact, mercenary hobgoblin and orcish armies
under the founder of Whon, Yhgime’ Sunga
bore this standard, when she first invaded Lower
Capharra.

Maalioch is said to be a huge city
that was cracked in two from an earthquake,
(sometimes a great magical disturbance in the
tales) and though the lower half slid off the
city’s plateau foundation, many of the well-
constructed buildings survived, or protected their
inhabitants from harm completely. The upper
section had a large edifice called the Hall of
the Moon at its center. Within the hall was a
powerful magical artifact called the Moon Table,
and it was attributed with a variety of powers,
including telekinesis, many types of defensive
wards, and the power to harness and control
storms. There were also many under-corridors
and secret passages throughout the city proper
and very few knew all of them. The troubles with
the “Red Crescent Faction” and their humanoids
began when the Kio used many humanoids for
more dangerous tasks in the tunnels, and that
these laborers eventually learned to navigate
them. Many secret armories and treasure vaults
underneath Maalioch were looted of Kio swords
and magical artifacts. The Red Crescent faction
armed and equipped itself and seized the city by
force, which set off the migrations.

The Lhyllifen tales go on to say that
the rulers of Maalioch are a great council of the
highest chieftains and strongest generals of its
armies. There is also many temples and priests,
which sound very similar to the Pantheon and its
respective religions. One of these priests knows
a sacred chant as complex as a full language, and
this magical song can waken an ancient monster
called the Hegig. This creature slumbers for ages
in an ancient cavern in the Lhauzyr Mountains,
and is very hard to awaken. The Hegig was
seen flying over Lhyllifel in the night during the
first invasion of the country, described as a cross
between a dragon and an enormous black bat,
which could vomit volatile balls of green flame.

Hegoch

Newer intelligence trickles down from
the northern mountain pass under Fort Tyroch in
Pajharo, through the Red Dragoons, who penetrate
deep into northern Uggur on scouting missions
and retributive raids.

The military reports tell of a mountain
city-state, resting on an inaccessible plateau above
a huge cold lake in the north of Uggur. Details of

battles with indigenous hobgoblin warriors, giant-
kin, and gnolls speak not of thieving bandits or
unkempt humanoid rabble, but of highly disciplined
soldiers armed with high quality weapons and
armor. These warriors used well-practiced tactics
and ambushes that included complex traps, poisons,
and trained war beasts, such as saber toothed lions
or huge carnivorous white apes.

All these facts suggest a highly developed
and motivated society, and the Red Dragoons warn
adventurers entering Uggur that the Humanoids of
Hegoch are not the average variety found across
the wilder pockets of Onara. Nothing else is
known beyond this of Hegoch, its leaders, or the
details of life in the city and its inhabitants.

Quaaga

The irony of this city-state is that it is the
best known, yet most obscured of the territorial
capitols. Hidden Quaaga lies in an enormous
cavern at the center of a subterranean lake,
somewhere underneath the roots of the Southern
Forest. Quagga’s exact location is unknown, but
it is believed that an obscure access tunnel exits
from the giant cavern to the sea. Occasional raids
by humanoid pirates on passing merchant ships
on or near the mouth of the Gulf of Coryan lend
credence to this theory.

A half-orc chieftain, known as Ig of the
Many Tongues rules Quaaga. He was once a
mighty Coryani centurion who disappeared with a
penal troop into Uggur while searching for one of
the lost legionary standards of the First Imperium.

Neither Ig nor his troop ever returned,
and it was thought they had been killed or died
somewhere on the wild fronteir or possibly
defected, so they and the search for the imperial
standard were forgotten. By the time Ig had
resurfaced, he had risen to the rank of High
Warlord of Quaaga, founded three humanoid
legions commanded by the most loyal of his
officers, and amassed a wealth of stolen goods
and treasures from conquest, banditry, or acts of
piracy. Some of these treasures included hefty
sums of gold ore from Broken Reach in Lhyllifel,
Ellifyr Oil, scrolls and potions stolen in Qhuoon,
and an entire Altharian galley pirated with a cargo
of newly designed armor, flintlocks and alchemical
powder destined for Pajharo via Blackwand. All
prisoners taken in these raids are sold as slaves to
various humanoid tribes.

Further crimes include the witnessed
kidnapping of Salkyhl val’Sungha, who was
hunting near the Southern Forest in Lhyllifel.
Since no demands have been placed, it is assumed
that either she is dead, sold as a slave, or worse,
kept in the High Warlord’s harem for the purposes
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of breeding an orcish Val bloodline. This
bloodline would have titular claim to the thrones
of Capharra and Lhyllifel as well as their lesser
states. According to Kio tradition and laws, the
strongest of their leaders are seen as fit to rule
in the rare event of contested rule, a coup, or the
winner of a personal martial challenge.

Intense interrogation of a captured orc
scout reveals that human and half-orc messengers
were quietly sent out before these occurrences,
with the express purpose of delivering a message
to any humanoids they might come across while
traveling Onara (particularly orcs.) They were
to tell any that they deemed worthy that once a
warrior reached Quaaga, they would be given
training, a weapon, and two meals a day, so long
as they flocked under Ig’s banners. Reputedly
many humanoids slowly made their way to the
shady bowers of the Southern Forest, or crept out
of Uggur, swelling the ranks of Quaaga’s legions.
The scout died with an evil smile before the
location of the city-state was found, stalling his
interrogators with this tale as he slowly expired
from a sword wound.

Whatever the truth is, it is clear that Uggur
and all of its inhabitants should be researched by
seasoned experts thoroughly. This, along with any
hefty preparations, divinations and well-trained
scouts a group or expedition can possibly muster
before penetrating this perilous frontier.

Who’s Who of The Western Lands

Ghyliphe’
Capharra

val’Sungha, Regent-Prince of

The left-handed and martially astute Ghyliphe’
was seen as an obvious addition to the ranks of
the Order of Yhrki in her youth. After becoming
a knight and following the custom of renouncing
her family name, Ghyliphe’ served faithfully only
in the name of her order.

She was called to serve as Regent-Prince in place
of the ambitious, unwieldy Duke of Pajharo. She
has dedicated herself to the sacred oath given to
the previous king before he died, and though she
is quite capable of her role as regent, Ghyliphe’
doubts herself constantly. Her role as a knight was
quite different, and now that she is burdened with
Capharran policies nd the welfare of the people,
this has clouded her once impartial judgment.
She is by no means a weak-willed commander,
fearing instead the long-term repercussions of
striking without hesitancy. She longs for the day
when she might return to the ranks of the Order of
the Yhrki and leave a capable leader on the throne
of Capharra. (In truth, she has been heard saying

that if she were “merely a knight,” she would
have already killed the Duke personally, and put
his younger cousin, Tryhkon on the throne.)
Ghyliphe’ is the epitome of a righteous monarch,
and her retainers are fanatically loyal to her. They
are not burdened with her doubtful worries, and
will not hesitate to serve her to the death, or raise
an army in her defense with frightening speed.

Geone’val’Sungha, Duke of Pajharo

The only reason this man is alive are many
alliances with the Satrap of Eppion, the Mother
Church, and the regent-prince of Capharra’s wish
to keep peace with the people of Pajharo. Geone’
is ambitious, arrogant, and very lucky (so much
so that he has escaped impossible odds in fatal
situations and has also been accused of making
pacts with devils to protect him.)

He plots constantly to seize the Capharran throne,
and would even murder his own cousin to free
him of his duties as Antar so he could be crowned
King and High Kyhm’me of the Kio. He uses
every angle possible to drain Capharra’s resources
and give the Regent-Prince a bad name. This has
failed miserably, much to the Duke’s chagrin.
Geone’ has been adopting certain Coryani tactics
in his army, and his relationship with Eppion may
break out into an alliance with the Coryani Empire
and be the staging ground for a full invasion.

Ig, High Warlord of Quaaga (of the Many
Tongues)

No one is so hated and feared within and near
the Western Lands as the elusive half-orc leader
of the hidden city of Quaaga, Ig of the Many
Tongues. Ig was once a brave Coryani centurion,
and his exploits and victories could not easily
be counted. Since then, he has defected, formed
three humanoid legions of his own, (one of these
is the dreaded Legion of Fury, supported by an
elite cavalry corps of orcish fighter-berserks)
and taken the title of High Warlord of Quaaga.
It is estimated that fully one third of all bandit
activity or piracy in the Western Lands, the Gulf
of Coryan, and the Lauriol Sea is tied to him and
his operations.

Not much else is known of Ig, except that he
speaks at least six languages and is still a very
driven and capable tactician. He is said to have an
amazing cunning, with many agents throughout
the Western lands, Uggur, and the western coastal
provinces of the Coryani. Those venturing too
close to the Southern Forest by land or sea are
often swallowed up and disappear, never to be
heard from again.
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The Noble Nation of Mﬂandir

s commanded by His Divine Grace the
AHoly Patriarch of Coryan, the vessel

of Illiir on Onara, this detailed history
of Milandir and description of true and noble
behavior of the enlightened has been prepared.

A Milandisian is the equal of all; no man
is property, and it is this simple fact that separates
my land from the unenlightened nations of Onara.
If His Divine Grace wishes to understand Milandir,
he must first learn the import of this truth.

To explain Milandir, I will start at the
beginning and explain what has come before.

The Fall of the Cleansing Flame

It is common knowledge that in the fading
days of the First Imperium there arose a mighty
theocracy of Nier. What is less known is that the
rebellion that broke the iron grip of tyranny found
its first spark in the Milandisians cities. Though
the Sword of the Heavens was invincible in battle,
he could not defeat the armies of Prince Volthar
val’Holryn of Tralia as the Prince refused to meet
him in battle. In a brilliant campaign, the Prince
struck with uncanny foresight, striking only where
the invincible general did not command. Alas, the
Prince’s own prowess led to his demise when the
Sword of the Heavens resolved to remain within
Milandir until the insurrection was smashed.

In the seventh year of rebellion the lands
of Milandir lay in ruin, the farms burned, the cities
razed. The Sword of the Heavens finally managed
to trap the Prince’s army on the banks of the
Tares River. With the Prince’s retreat blocked by
the rain-swelled torrent and his efforts burdened
by teeming masses fleeing the Nierite’s wrath,
victory was beyond hope. The Prince’s men stood
bravely and sold their lives dearly to bleed the
enemy white, Volthar’s own demise coming at
the point of the tyrant’s spear. In the dying light
of day the Tares ran red with blood as the Sword
of the Heavens was without mercy, a gruesome
orchard of impaled women stretched for leagues.
The sheer brutality of the massacre led the entire
Empire to rise in revolt and the Empire collapsed
under the weight of its own cruelty.

The Campaigns of Dolfgar val’Ossan and
the forging of the Milandisians League

The righteous insurrection against the
stifling oppression of the Cleansing Flame carried
a great cost and this debt of blood took many
generations to overcome. Slowly the land healed

its wounds and the abundance of the region
could only serve to return the people to their
prosperity. This prosperity drew the wicked greed
of the Canceri. Too lazy to bring themselves
to prosperity, they sought to steal what they
were unwilling to earn. Armies of the dead
and the unholy, heeding the commands of their
treacherous masters, swarmed into Milandir like
locusts leaving destruction in their wake. The
Prince of Naeraanth, Dolfgar val’Ossan, in an
inspired move, suggested to the other Milandisians
Princes that they form a grand alliance to oppose
the Canceri invader, but first he had to prove that
the Canceri could be beaten. The campaign of
Dolfgar of Naeraanth is widely considered one of
the most brilliant military accomplishments of the
Shadowed Age.

The Vintakan army of the dead, lead by
the Lich-Lord Ratik was met in battle on the banks
of the Niechau. Heavily outnumbered, Dolfgar
drew the Nerothians to his position behind an
intricate system of earthworks and palisades. In
the daylong battle, the Nerothian priests were
separated from the bulk of the walking dead
and cut down. Without the control of living, the
dead were no longer an effective force and were
butchered. So many of the dead were present, to
this day, there are still tales of undead stalking
that region.

Encouraged by the victory, the other
dominions of Milandir rallied to the val’Ossan
banner swelling the ranks. The remaining Canceri
army, the far more powerful of the two, continued
to cut a bloody swath through the countryside
of Milandir. The demons of the Sarishans and
the elite hoplites of the Nierites posed a far
more serious threat than the mindless horde of
Nerothian dead. Abandoning a thousand years
of military experience, the Prince set aside the
time-tested formation of the shield wall in favor
of a new tactic. The Nierite phalanx was far more
powerful than any the Milandisians could muster,
and stones dropped by flying demons found easy
targets in the tight formations of a conventional
formation. Using javelins and arrows to foul the
shields of the enemy, Dolfgar’s army disrupted
the Nierite formation. Unable to effectively wield
their long spears, the Canceri were unable to
defend themselves when the Huscarls of Tralia
and Naeraanth crashed into their front line. Soon
a general rout ensued as the Sarishans broke and
fled at the sight of the slaughter, taking their
infernal servants with them.
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Acclaimed as the savior of Milandir,
Prince Dolfgar reforged the alliance into the
Milandisians League of Cities, the first nation of
Milandir. A majority of the Princes of the five city-
states of Milandir would select one of their own
to lead the league. This pact of cooperation and
mutual defense preserved Milandir throughout
the remainder of the shadowed age.

Alliance and Empire: The Time of Terror

The centuries of the Shadowed Age passed and
Milandir enjoyed relative peace. The strength of
the league served to deter would be aggressors
and warfare in this period was mostly fought
against various barbarians from the east. This
idyllic existence was abruptly shattered as the veil
between the mortal plane and the underworld was
torn asunder and the legions of hell poured forth.

Many years of war followed, and
the foresightful unity of the league cities was
Milandir’s saving grace. Where one city may have
fallen, the combined might of five stood defiant.
The Milandisians despaired of war without end
until a great army of men arrived from the south,
led by the First Emperor of Coryan. His offer was
welcome, aid in defeating the armies of hell; but
his price was less so, submission to his will and
allegiance to his fledgling empire. The excesses of
the First Imperium left wounds that even centuries
of independence could not salve. Demanding of
the First Emperor proof that his empire would not
follow in the footsteps of the last, Prince Walport
val’Holryn, then Overprince of the League, at first
refused to submit. In a brief private meeting, the
First Emperor convinced the val’Holryn that his
Empire would be just and that only through unity
could humanity survive the infernal onslaught.

The thousand armies of Coryan marched
ever northward with the men of Milandir as the
vanguard. The Huscarls of Tralia served as the
First Emperor’s personal guard. At the Battle of
the Godwall, it was Prince Walport himself who
pulled the First Emperor from the clutches of the
treacherous demons who poisoned him. The men of
Coryan despaired at the loss of their Emperor until
these words were spoken by the Prince of Tralia,
“My new countrymen, our Emperor is no longer
for this world, but do not despair for he has told
me that a great miracle shall save us from the Hell
spawn. We must march south, as on the morrow
this place shall not be fit for man or demon.” With
this command the thousand armies broke camp and
marched southward through the night. When dawn
arose and Illiir looked upon the field of battle, he
made a great mountain range to erupt from the
earth, trapping the hordes of Hell beyond.

A Crown for Milandir

For thirty generations the men of
Milandir stood as citizens of the Coryani Empire,
honoring their oaths of service as the Emperors
of Coryan honored their oaths of stewardship.
Some two centuries past the Canceri followed
the heretic Becherek into insurrection against the
Coryani Emperor. When the Imperial governor
had Becherek slain, the Canceri nation rose up in
insurrection. The insurrectionist heretics formed
their own church to legitimize their distasteful
practices and created a potentate to rule them in a
twisted mockery of the office of Patriarch. They
elected Arthmoor val’Virden to the office of Dark
Apostate. It is said that Arthmoor sought redress
for the actions of the Emperor six centuries before
when the disloyal guard of the Patriarch was
banished to Canceri. It is far more likely that he
was a greedy man with Imperial ambitions of his
own. Arthmoor set his sights upon the northern
reaches of the Coryani Empire, then the province
of Milandir. Governor Osric val’Ossan appealed to
the Emperor to honor the oaths of protection that
the First Emperor swore to Milandir during the
Time of Terror. The Emperor, fighting a war with
the mysterious Khitani of the west disregarded
these oaths and chose to leave Milandir to its
fate. The val’Ossan, under no further obligation
to the oath-breaker and left with little option
but to recall the Milandisians legions sent to the
far reaches of the Empire, some of which were
engaged with the Khitani, was branded a traitor by
the deceitful Emperor. From his Alabaster throne,
the val’Dellenov pronounced sentence upon the
val’Ossan, sending the dreaded Vanomiran guard
to return his head. Unbeknownst to the Emperor,
the General in command of the Vanomiran legion,
one Augustos val’Tensen, held bonds of affection
with the val’Ossan house, desiring the hand of
Osric’s sister in marriage. Together, they turned
back the Canceri threat at the battle of Ashvan
as again the wicked saw no success against the
righteous. A great alliance was formed with the
other noble houses of Milandir, Osric being
crowned King of Milandir, and Augustos being
made the Count of Moratavia.

The Unquict Crown

Surrounded by enemies, Milandir has not
enjoyed peace during its centuries of independence.
Most val’Ossan monarchs spend more time in the
saddle than on the throne. Prosperity invites greed
and strength at arms often encourages the strong
to take what they think they can grasp.
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The Battle at Nacre

Shortly after wresting free of the Coryani,
Milandir was faced with an ancient threat. The
Sorcerer-King of Ymandragore sent his minions
to steal the gifted children of Milandir. Rebuked,
they returned to Ymandragore empty-handed.
Threats followed, but the favor of Yarris was
thought to be adequate to keep away the Black
Fleet of Ymandragore. It was not.

The waves were swept clean of
Milandisian ships and the coastal villages were
sacked and burned. Realizing the need for a
powerful fleet Osric I commanded that one should
be built. In short order a fleet of fifty war galleys
was completed and rowers were trained. Put to
sea, they met the Ymandrake fleet in sight of the
city of Naeraanth. The inexperienced sailors of
Milandir were slaughtered and Osric I was slain
when his flagship was consumed by Dragon’s
Fire.

Bound by oaths of protection, the nobility
never considered simply permitting the talented
children to be taken, but it was clear that a new
tactic would be needed to forestall defeat. A new
type of ship was built to fight a new kind of war.
Long and sleek, these galleys sliced through the
water at great speed. Ramming was abandoned as
a tactic; instead the goal was to close to grappling
and disgorge masses of heavily armed men onto
the enemy ship.

Using the older ships to attract the attention
of the Black Fleet, the newly constructed navy hid
in the mouth of the Niechau River near the island
of Nacre. Upon sighting the Black Fleet, the older
galleys fled as if they were seeking refuge in the
river. Giving chase, the Ymandrake fleet was

surprised by the sudden appearance of the mass
of the Royal Fleet. Turning to face this new threat
the tactics of the Black Fleet failed them. As they
moved to ram and shear oars from the galleys
they found themselves grappled and boarded.
The carnage was great on both sides, but the day
was won for the Crown. Fewer than a dozen ships
escaped back to Ymandragore and the Sorcerer-
King’s fleet has not troubled Milandir since.

The Barbarian Wars

Without the guardianship of the mighty
Coryani Empire, the savage Ying-heer saw
Milandir as vulnerable. Seeking wealth and
women, the barbaric Hinterlander nomads
descended upon the eastern reaches of Milandir,
ravaging the land as they went. Mounted on
their swift steppe ponies, the lightning raids of
the savages were difficult to stop. Though both
peoples relied upon the horse, that is where the
similarities ended. The powerful steeds of the
Knights of Milandir, though mighty in battle,
were ill-equipped to chase the Ying-heer back
into the steppes of the east. For years these acts
of banditry persisted until an ambitious chieftain
named Ni’Hu arose among the barbarians and
united them into a massive army.

Ni’Hu’s army swept from the east like a
great wave, capturing several fortresses and towns
of Milandir with apparently impossible ease.
King Osric II set out from Naeraanth with sixty
thousand men to put an end to the Hinterlander
threat. The King advanced on the Ying-heer, who
retreated slowly until they reached the plain of
Darsh, near the Niechau River. The Ying-heer
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then crossed the river, vanishing beyond the
forest on the opposite bank. Osric camped on the
plain and drew the wagons of his baggage train
around into a laager for security and sent Knights
to hold the only bridge across the river.

Even while the Milandisians were securing
the bridge, Ni’Hu had found a fording point to the
south. Just before dawn of the following day, he
led thirty thousand of his horsemen across and
with the sudden reappearance of the main Ying-
heer force, Osric found his army surrounded.
By midmorning, the Milandisians, finding
themselves completely outmaneuvered, fell back
and took refuge in their camp. For remainder of
the day they Ying-heer assailed Osric’s camp with
catapults, throwing stones and burning tar.

By late afternoon, a conspicuous gap to the
west appeared in the Ying-heer lines. Cautiously,
a few of Osric’s men tried to escape through the
gap and passed without difficulty. Others followed
and soon the flight became uncontrollable. As the
army retreated, however, they began to string out,
at which point the Nomads reappeared in force,
riding along their flanks and showering them with
arrows. The retreat degenerated into a panicky,
disorderly rout and moving in for the kill, the
horsemen rode them down and killed thousands
with lance and axe.

With the destruction of the army of Osric
I there remained but one force between the
invader and Naeraanth. Hopelessly outnumbered
by the barbarian host, Duke Andreas val’Holryn
set about an audacious plan. Sending his infantry
into the cities to serve as a core garrison, he
conscripted all able-bodied men between the
ages of fourteen and forty into service. Armed
in many cases with the tools of their respective
craft, this citizen army stood to hold the walls
of their cities. The Duke’s Knights moved from
their heavy chargers onto their lighter travel
mounts to increase mobility and set out eastward
to harass the Ying-heer. Using screens of mounted
crossbowmen to counter the horn bows of the
nomads, the Duke led a fighting retreat westward
past several of the city garrisons.

Determined to see an end to the Duke’s
army, Ni’Hu bypassed the cities, and pursued
Duke Andreas back to Naeraanth. There at the
walls of the capital, with the sea to one side, the
Ying-heer laid siege to the great port. Supplied
as it was by sea, the city held for several weeks
while the val’Holryn’s stratagem developed. The
bypassed garrisons marched southward to the sea
and took ship, landing behind the Ying-heer lines.
With the sea blocking retreat to the south and east
and the city to the west, the Ying-heer lost their
advantage of mobility. The heavily armored men

of Milandir held all of the advantages in such a
fight and crushed the barbarian host.

The Interregnum and the Pretense Wars

Put simply, the great bloody civil war that
tore at Milandir’s heart began because Willem II
had too many sons. Had his brood been a smaller
one, it would not have expanded as it did into
a family with so many ambitious men of noble
blood. With so many claimants and so little of
Milandir to go around, conflict was inevitable.
The period during which the rightful val’Ossan
line did not rule Milandir is known as the
Interregnum.

Willem 11, King of Milandir, courageous,
stolid and seemingly tireless, had time and again
humbled his enemies be they Canceri, Coryani or
Barbarian. He left behind three sons and an elder
grandson, heir of the dead Crown Prince, to take
his throne: Andreas 1. King Andreas showed little
of the martial prowess of his grandfather, but
had a famously evil temperament, with a dose of
egomania as well. He refused to follow traditions
of government, promoting his favorites at the
expense of any he took a disliking to. His taxes
were indiscriminate and excessive and infuriated
the people.

As with all tyrants, Andreas crossed the
wrong man in the end. Oswald Val’lnares of
Eastmarch, son of Willem II’s eldest daughter
Princess Marelda, was indicted in an odd
conspiracy to betray the Crown and the young King
exiled him to Coryan for 10 years. It was unwise
of Andreas to alienate as powerful a personage
and the young King further compounded his error
by abruptly seizing his cousin’s rich lands for
his own. It was his last mistake. When Andreas
went to settle a peasant uprising in Moratavia,
Oswald broke exile and landed in Eastmarch,
gathering support as he marched on Naeraanth.
King Andreas could only muster feeble adherents
to his side, and was eventually captured and
brought before his cousin. Oswald demanded that
Andreas abdicate his throne. Andreas, despised
throughout Milandir, was in little position to
refuse. Oswald declared himself King Oswald
I. The former King Andreas was imprisoned,
eventually dying months later, reportedly due to
starvation. Oswald was undoubtedly a better man
than Andreas, but what right had he to set aside the
rightful heir of Willem II? Even disregarding this,
the second son, Osric of Vulgast yet lived. With
this dangerous precedent, what was to prevent
any would-be usurper who considered himself to
be more worthy than the reigning monarch from
making a play for the throne?




Many said that the Gods would punish
the usurper. Perhaps they were right. Oswald’s
reign was exhausting and largely fruitless. While
he was a man of some intellect, he was never
truly great. Those who had loathed Andreas now
spread rumors that he yet lived, and this became
the focus for rebellions. For although Oswald had
freed Milandir from the injustices of its former
King, his methods won him little sympathy.
Usurpation is a dangerous business and plots
against the stolen crown were common. Oswald
went so far as to have his uncle, Osric of Vulgast
and an Archprelate, Rudolphus Pious, executed
for treason. Outrage followed. When Oswald
became afflicted with and died from a horrible
disease that dried his skin so that it was covered
in scaly shingles of necrotic flesh, all saw it as the
Gods’ will, both for murdering clergy and for the
betrayal of his oaths to the rightful King.

Oswald II was not the man his father was
and upon his coronation, he gave insult to Bernar
val’Holryn, Duke of Tralia. The Duke arose to
depart and the King was said to ask, “How am I to
know your loyalty without your oaths?” To which
the Duke replied, “The val’Holryn line has always
been faithful to the rightful Kings of Milandir.
You will know my loyalty by the absence of my
armies.” Osric of Vulgast’s son, also named Osric,
grew to manhood under the tutelage of the parfait
knight, Tretan val’Holryn, the Duke’s young
brother. One of the most powerful and best-trained
masters of the Valanoric arts, the Prince was
determined to reclaim his birthright. Osric led the
forces of the val’Holryn and val’Ossan against
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the Usurper and roundly defeated him at the
hamlet of Tehwara when the val’Tensen levies set
aside their arms in favor of the val’Ossan prince.
Oswald IT’s queen, born of the val’Dellenov, fled
with their infant son to the safety of Oswald’s
Val’Inares kin in the Hinterlands. As a reward for
their actions, the Count val’Tensen was elevated
to Duke and Tretan val’Holryn was granted
suzerainty over those lands of the Val’Inares not
taken for the Crown. The val’Dellenov, despite
not aiding the rightful prince in any form, acted
as though they were slighted and have agitated
against the Crown ever since.

In the centuries that have followed, the
Pretender’s heirs have attempted to enforce their
claims upon the Crown of Milandir. Many noble
sons have died in these wars of Pretense, until at
last, the final male issue of Oswald’s line died in
the battle of Jerrold’s Bridge just ten years ago.

The Infants” Sleep and the Heretic Wars

Though plague is not unknown to
Milandir, never before had the Kingdom known
pestilence of such horror as that of the Infants’
Sleep. Spreading south along the trade routes of
Milandir the disease afflicted thousands, but it
only killed the very young.

The direction from which the disease
spread clearly proved from whence it came and
Archprelate Hayden of Tralia, long an outspoken
critic of the heretical doctrines of the Church of
the Dark Triumvirate, placed blame squarely with
the val’Mordanes and called for their destruction.
Shortly thereafter, his Grace was assassinated.
With the threat of the Canceri made so plainly
obvious, the Patriarch of Coryan called for a
crusade to be waged against the heretics. The men
of Milandir, outraged at the death of their spiritual
leader and bound by oaths of piety, formed great
armies to destroy the Canceri.

The first such holy host set out northward
some twenty years ago under the command of
Duke Sigmund val’Holryn of Tralia, at first they
met with great success, smashing a Canceri army
outside the city of Kielmun and occupying it
for the push onward to Vintaka. Alas, the noble
Knights of Milandir began to die in droves.
The twisted val’Mordanes polluted their own
people with disease, poisoned the wells and even
slaughtered the herds of their own farmers to
spread rot and sickness. The crusading army was
decimated. In just two weeks, what appeared to
be certain victory became a hopeless campaign.
The old Duke came to realize that his army’s
position was untenable and ordered the retreat
back into Milandir.
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Other defeats followed each as costly in
both lives and wealth as the first and there was
precious little gain to show for such a high price.
The entire crusade against the heretic church
was in jeopardy. King Andreas Il appealed to the
Patriarch of Coryan for assistance. The Patriarch
agreed to finance the war against Canceri and the
campaign resumed in earnest once Coryani gold
flooded into the royal coffers.

This time a young man arose to lead the
crusade, Sir Aeorin val’Holryn. Favored by both
[liir and Saluwe’ it was thought that none could
defeat him. He swore by Illiir that even invincible
Vintaka would fall to him within a year.

Victory upon victory was his as each
army of Canceri fell before him. On the plains
of Kielmun, the walking dead were trampled
beneath the hooves of the great coursers. Before
Sohbuk, the sky was black with the arrows of
countless archers and the earth was salted with
the blood of Sarishan dead. The Nierites declined
to meet him in battle east of Nishanpur, showing
their intellect at least, if not their fabled courage.

None believed that he could fail to take the
city. His men loved him and would have marched
into hell itself if he but asked. The righteous
might of Milandir, bolstered by other faithful
from places as far as Altharia and Abbessios,
camped before Vintaka with the expectation of a
glorious morning of victory.

It was not to be, none know what became
of young Sir Aeorin val’Holryn, but on the morrow
he was not in his tent and the army, despairing
of the loss of their invincible general, fell into
disarray. The Nerothians poured forth from the
city, driving all manner of undead, both of man
and beast, into the camp of the crusaders. As the
battle raged, the fallen men of Milandir arose to
join the enemy. Without their general, and caught
ill-prepared for such a ferocious onslaught, the
army of the Gods fled the field. Curiously, the
Nerothians did not attempt to finish the battle and
declined to pursue beyond the border.

With such a recent conflict there is much
firsthand knowledge of the campaign. 1 have
attached a letter from a Knight of the order of the
Brethren of the Shield, present that day and sent
to His Grace, the Archprelate of Tralia:

The Battle of Jerrold’s Bridge

Ten years ago, the last of the Val’Inares
Pretenders, the would-be Oswald III, attempted
to capitalize upon what he must have perceived as
weakness due to the Canceri defeats and returned
to enforce his frivolous claim upon the throne.
Leading an army of Val’lnares Hinterlanders

Most Holy Father,

Although I did not have the opportunity
to report personally to your Holiness, I now
confidently do so by manner of this missive.
1 send you news of the late conflict, in which
it was not so much our strength, but our
spirit that was betrayed. Having had wide
experience in matters of the martial arts since
my youth, I easily admit that the whim of
military fortune is such that, according to the
slightest movement of the divine Spectators, it
falls to fortuitous or unfortunate outcomes. The
Gods may be the judges of those who were the
cause of such misfortune for the Milandisian
people. With the cause of our faith so ably
led by llliir’s favored son, we marched with
our army, crossing into the territory of the
Heretic. As all that we required was our own
faith, we confidently penetrated farther each
day into that benighted realm. Many of the
enemies surrendered without resistance, some
we crushed with but little difficulty. Soon we
stood before the great dome of mighty Vintaka.
We then were faced with a situation beyond
our anticipation for our General was not to
be seen upon the day of battle. An inequitable
battle then took place and though fiercely
fought, victory was beyond hope. Only the
setting sun halted the carnage. The battle
became a staggering defeat one because of
the continuous waves of an endlessly attacking
multitude of unholy charnel, from which we
retreated, not so much defeated as overwhelmed
when our own dead arose to join the ranks of
the Heretic. Nevertheless, I saw with mine own
eyes that we did not inflict fewer wounds to the
enemy than we suffered. If nothing else, we left
the Heretic with the remains of a bloody and
costly victory. It is worthwhile to lament with
great cries of grief the deplorable casualties
suffered by the faithful. For there perished at
Vintaka, the Margrave of Eastmarch, our most
illustrious lord and father, Kerbasi val’Ossan,
whose soul was virtuous and sound. Defeat
was found neither in our weakness nor in the
superior bravery of the Heretic. It was a divine
reprimand, which administered the defeat to
us; the Heretic won the day because of our sins.
Recognizing more the weight of our guilt than
that of our wounds, we have a firm hope that
the Gods will provide a remedy and will move
the mind of Your Holiness to strengthen the
unbroken but bent power of the Faithful.

Lord Valdemarr val’Ossan,
Margrave of Eastmarch
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and mercenaries, he invaded Eastmarch with the
stated goal of Naeraanth. Not wishing to provide
the Usurper with any opportunity to raise support
among the Val’lnares of Eastmarch, Andreas II
set out with a hastily assembled army built around
the core of the Knights Militant of the Blinding
Truth and the Dolphin Guard. With so many men
of Milandir north fighting the Canceri Heretic,
this small force was all that could assemble
quickly.

The Royal forces met the Pretender on
the plains of Darsh at Jerrold’s Bridge. As so
many times in the past, the mobility of the
Hinterlander light horse was troublesome. With
the flanks harried by swift cavalry, the King
drew his infantry into a great square. With the
long Tridents of the Dolphin Guard to the outside
backed by the stout halberdiers and crossbowmen
of those city cantons able to march with the King
surrounding the ensigns, the enemy cavalry was
effectively negated. The Pretender prepared to
commit his mercenary infantry to the fray when
the men of Milandir knelt and began to pray,
a move which drew scorn from the sell-sword
scum and prompted Oswald himself to order the
attack.

By this time the Milandisian infantry
squares were firmly established and a small forlorn
hope of two hundred Knights of the Blinding
Truth, wielding their Altharian handguns, was
sent forward to harass the enemy advance causing
great disruption and with the sharp reports of their
handguns taking a terrible toll on the enemy’s
morale.

The Milandisian square must have been
a glorious sight. With over two thousand men

in shining scalemail and polished crested helms
packed together to form a veritable forest of pikes
and pole axes. In the center flew the great azure
Dolphin banner, surrounded by twenty-one other
standards; and before that, mounted upon his
mighty steed was the august personage of King
Andreas. The small force of val’Holryn lancers
was positioned directly to the rear to await an
opportunity to counterattack, their brightly colored
wings and banners fluttering in the breeze.

The battle was opened with a great volley
of arrows from the Hinterlanders that tore into the
square. The massed tridents and pole axes of the
Milandisian formation provided some protection
from the arrows’ flight, and the city cantons
responded in kind with several damaging volleys
from their crossbows. The skirmishing knights
soon felt the brunt of the mercenary advance as
they hastened to return to the s