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ion 
There’s a question that I think all game designers 

really need to ask themselves whenever developing a 
potential expansion to a popular setting. “Should we 
really be doing this?” 

It’s not as simple an answer as you might think, 
since it requires determining what it is that makes a 
setting popular in the first place. Do we just do more 
of the same? Make the new region/aspect/continent/ 
whatever exactly like those that have come before? 
No. Do that, and there’s no point in us writing the 
book, or in you good folks buying it. Make it totally 
different, then? No. Do that, and it’s not really part of 
the same setting; just a whole new animal with some 
old and familiar names slapped on it. 

The trick, then, to expanding a popular setting 
- like, oh, just for argument’s sake, the Scarred 
Lands - is that you have to walk a very fine line. The 
new expansion - again, just for the sake of argu- 
ment, we’ll say Campaign Setting: Temm - has to 
offer something new, something different, something 
interesting, and yet still really feel like a part ofwhat’s 
gone before. 

So did we accomplish that with Termana? With 
the hard work and effort of a lot of talented people, I 
really think we did - and I’m saying that as a fan of 
the setting, not as a contributor. It is very different 
from Ghelspad. Here is a land in many ways primeval, 
primitive. Across much of its face, Termana remains 
unchanged from the epochs before the Titanwar, or 
even the birth of the gods. Elsewhere, it has suffered 
from the titans’ touch in ways the people of Ghelspad 
can only imagine. Here, though the titanspawn are 
vile, powerful and exotic, the land itself is one of the 
greatest threats an adventurer could face, full of 

toxins, diseases and primal powers the likes of which 
are unknown in more “civilized” regions. Termana’s 
dangers are legion, from the thickest depths of the 
Gamulganjus to the highest peaks of the Titansforge 
Mountains, from the dictatorial nation of Virduk‘s 
Promise to the evil-infested stagnant waters of the 
Blood Bayou, from the rising might of the militant 
charduni dwarves to the stealthy kidnappings orches- 
trated by desperate forsaken elves. 

Yet this is still the Scarred Lands. Termana, like 
Ghelspad, is a land recovering from the ravages of the 
Titanwar. Its history is tied inextricably to that of 
Ghelspad, and the world beyond. The waters of 
Kadum’s Deluge taint the shores here, as they do 
Ghelspad’s southeast coasts. Druidic servants of the 
titans still strive to see their masters reborn, and 
worshippers of the gods still struggle against them. 
This is still a land ravaged by divine and unholy 
forces, struggling for survival - and in which your 
characters must face that same struggle. 

We’ve given you every tool, every story tech- 
nique, we could cram into these pages. Here you’ll 
find additional detail on Termana’s races - gnomes, 
gnolls and terali - to bring more life to your PCs and 
NPCs both. Here you’ll find a brand new religion, a 
new way of looking at the world that reveres neither 
titan nor god, yet is so seamlessly integrated with 
existing Scarred Lands mythology, you’ll swear it’s 
been part of your games all along. 

In short, and in answer to my initial question, 
Termana is precisely what a campaign expansion 
should be. It’s a new continent, but the same world. 
Not more of the same, but more of the Scarred Lands. 

I hope you enjoy playing in it as much as we 
enjoyed bringing it to you. 

An’ Marmell, 
Writer and Small Auxiliary Developer 
Sword and Sorcery Studios 



complete accuracy - barbarians and foreigners are notorious for their exaggerations 
and outright falsehoods, after all - I believe that they regresent a relatively truthful 
accountofTemna’s history. With thesefactsinhand, my most beneficent lord, ltrust 
that you will have a better understanding of T e m n u  - an understanding that I am 
certain will aid in your future campaigns and efforts to bnng the wonders and benefits 
of Calastian civilization to this benighted and distant land. Hail Chardun! Long life to 
you, my liege, and your blessed wife, Queen Geleedu. 

Submitted humbly, 
- Historian Jarnos, Second Apprentice Court Historian 
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Ancjen t Emp jres 
My research has revealed that several empires 

have risen and fallen throughout Termanan history, 
of which the Charduni Empire is only the most well 
known. Most of these empires have been short- 
lived, barbaric states that collapsed quickly in the 
face of internal struggles and the inability of their 
rulers to control such vast territories. Some of the 
best-knownof these empires are listed below, though 
many others may have existed over the millennia, 
and I am certain that my continued research (and 
your continued kind, generous support, my dearest 
monarch) will reveal the secrets of those realms as 
well. 

The Dragon Kjngdoms 
As elsewhere on  Scarn, the mighty dragons 

once ruled their own states on the Termanan 
continent. As the humans, gnomes and terali 
struggled for existence in the deep jungles, these 
dragon-kings oversaw a number of kingdoms, each 
ruling in the manner of his own species. Legend 
holds that the gold dragon Umaenes ruled with 
benevolence and wisdom, controlling a nation of 
elves, humans and halflings. This state fell when it 
came into conflict with that of the rapacious red 
dragon Ma’exar, whose armies of lizard-people and 
flying dragon-men brutally destroyed all who op- 
posed them. The rulers of these dragon-states 
treated with the elves, and formed alliances that 
endured even as the last of the draconic kingdoms 
fell to the conquering charduni. 

The Halantj 
The region now known as the Centaur Plains 

was once far vaster than it is today, a place of lush 
grasslands with many predators and herd animals. 
The predecessors of the Ulanti tribes who dwell 
there today once created a potent empire. The 
Spear-King Shantu is said to have forged his tribal 
warriors into a well-disciplined army, utilizing great 
plains-cats as cavalry mounts, with tribal sorcerers 
casting offensive magic on his behalf, all towards the 
purpose of conquering and subverting surrounding 
tribes. For over a century, the Halanti ruled the 
plains, and even defied the mighty charduni for a 
time. Try as they might, the dark dwarves could not 
fully pacify the plains, for though the Halanti Em- 
pire was destroyed, its inhabitants scattered, many 
living free of charduni influence until the Divine 
War and the collapse of the Land of Chains. Since 
then, the Ulanti tribe has become the most powerful 
and influential, though the extent of the plains has 
been greatly reduced. 

Khanughu 
North of the Centaur Plains, massive gnoll 

tribes fought for dominance. Adopting the ways of 

his human foes, the gnoll-king Khanugu began to 
build cities, and equipped his warriors with metal 
weapons and armor. In this fashion, he created a 
savage gnoll kingdom, conquering humans and in- 
dependent elven settlements, and enslaving their 
inhabitants. Soon the weight of the massive empire, 
and Khanughu’s taste for luxury (and, it is said by his 
critics, his love for the females of other races) 
proved too much, and the empire fell in a cataclys- 
mic slave revolt and civil war. Khanughu’s empire 
lasted less than three decades, but brought untold 
destruction and suffering in that short time. 

The Lands of the Silver Circle 
Before the rise of the charduni, the humans of 

western Termana were united by a single state, 
based on  Silverisle. Ruled by a council of warriors 
and druids, the empire was a powerful but harsh 
one, where faithfulness to the titans was the most 
valued quality. Those who strayed from the path 
were harshly suppressed, even sacrificed in mas- 
sive, bloody ceremonies. At its height, the Silver 
Circle encompassed all of the modern human states 
of Temana but, weakened by the spread of divine 
worship, finally fell before the rise of the charduni. 
Eventually, only the ruling elite still paid homage 
to the titans, and when the followers of Belsameth 
and Enkili rose up, the druidic council could do 
little. They, their families and their followers were 
ruthlessly slaughtered, and sacrificed to the gods in 
the same manner they had once given others to the 
titans. 

The Shan’Khud Empire 
An odd alliance of human nomads and elven 

spellcasters once controlled vast stretches of what is 
today called the Iron Sands Desert. The wizards, 
ensconced in well-defended cities, learned the se- 
crets of smelting iron from the red-stained sands of 
the desert, and gave metal weapons to the tribes- 
men, who conquered in the elves’ name, and in the 
name of their patron titan, Golthagga. The elves 
also provided arcane support for the conquests, 
while the humans rode on powerful sloth-like crea- 
tures covered in sturdy scales, capable of withstanding 
enormous amounts of damage. In the years before 
the rise of the chardun, while Khanughu and the 
Halanti forged their own empires, the elves and 
their allies oversaw a collection of city-states and 
conquered tribesmencalled the Shan’Khud (or “Iron 
Tribes” in an ancient elvish dialect). Partially con- 
quered by the charduni, a remnant of the Shan’Khud 
survived until the Divine War, when climatic 
changes caused deadly winds to scour the desert, 
overwhelming protective spells and reducing the 
once-proud elven cities to dust. The few survivors 
perished when Chern’s Curse struck, and little re- 
mains of this ancient state. 
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The jungles of southeastern Termam, known as the 
Garnulganjus, are also called the Land Without Gods, 
for t,he inhabitants are notorious for shunning the worship 
of any divine beings, instead revering the ancestral spirits 
of the forest, called ushada. This tale is from a terali 
shaman named Ikuma, who tells of Termana’s earliest 
history. 

I, Ikuma, speak for the spirits. I, Ikuma, hear their 
words. I, Ikuma, shall tell you of this land and its past. 

I welcome you, the chiefs and elders of the many 
terali tribes, to this council. You have come here, 
among the shamans, to speak of the past and of the 
future, and to think on matters that affect our people. 
You have come to hear the words of the law-chiefs 
and tribal elders. And you have come to learn more 
of the ancient tales of the ushada, the Primal Ones, of 
the Young Gods, of the yuan-ti, of monsters and 
demons and heroes. I speak to you now, as the spirits 
spoke to me, and I shall tell you of our people, and 
how we came to live in this place. Hear me, for I am 
Ikurna, and I speak for the spirits. 

ThePmjent Tjme 
The ancient ushada speak to me of aTime before 

Time, in tongues that I can scarce comprehend. In 
that Time before Time, there was only the Land, who 
was Mother of All. She slumbered and dreamed, but 
for how long we cannot say, for there were no days 
then, and no nights, no sun and no moon, and no 
means of marking the passage of time. There was only 
the Land, and the Land slept. And as the Land slept, 
she dreamed, and slowly the world came to be. The 
Land dreamed the Sun into being, so that day and 
night came to be, and together they birthed the other 
ushla.  Mountains rose up, oceans appeared, forests 
grew from the soil like grass, and the moons appeared 
in the night sky. 

And at last, as she stirred to wakefulness, the 
Land dreamed of other things - great and mighty 
ushada like her, who also arose from the stones, from 
the seas and from the rivers. These were the greatest 
ushada, and from their number eventually came the 
Primal Ones - what the hairless amani call the 
titans. They were beings of the land- living embodi- 
ments of stone, of wind, of water and fire. Mighty 
ushh were they, greater in stature and power than 
any other spirits. As the land prospered, so did they. 
Living things grew up from the land - fish sprang 
from the rivers and seas, birds appeared in the air, the 
animals of the forest emerged from the shadows of the 
trees. As the Mother of the Land’s dreaming called up 
the Primal Ones, so did it call up the living things that 
today inhabit the world. And it  came to pass that the 
Land came awake, and became Mother of All, creator 
and destroyer in one. She and the world were one, but 

they were also apart, for she oft walked the land, 
striding over mountains and forests and seas with 
mighty steps. And so did her children, the Primal 
Ones, the titans, the builders. 

The world was different in those days.The ushada 
who speak of it are inestimably old, and their pres- 
ence is weak, like wisps of smoke or cloud tossed on 
the winds and barely seen. Only the oldest shamans 
can hear them, and even then the words they hear are 
faint. For long years have I listened, and still I do not 
hear all of the ancient spirits’ wisdom. 

Today, the amani call the Land Denev, the 
Earthmother, and believe her to be no different from 
the other Primal Ones, the titans whom the Young 
Gods defeated. But the spirits whisper that she was 
more than simply another titan. She was first, she will 
be last, and today alone among her fellow Primal 
Ones she rests peacefully, and once more she begins 
to dream, and with her dreams she changes all that is. 

But in those days, she and the other Primals 
walked the land, and their power was limitless. In 
time, they began to warp and change the world for 
themselves, and so it was that the troubles began. 

Jhe Primal Age 
Younger spirits speak of the Primal Age, but 

these too are old and feeble, though their voices echo 
with greater clarity. They tell me that once the last of 
the Primal Ones had come into being, the world 
changed once more, as each of the great titans rose to 
primacy, each in his or her own turn. 

The Primal Ones learned much in those days. 
All were inheritors of the Mother’s powers, though 
none could create life as flawlessly and perfectly as 
Denev. To amuse themselves, the Primals made their 
own plants and animals, and watched them as they 
were born, lived and died. And so did countless ages 
pass, until at length the Primalsgrew bored and weary 
of the land that gave them birth. 

The spirits say that it was the least of them, the 
titan called Gormoth in the amani tongue, who first 
made a thinking race. These were the viren, a peace- 
ful race who lived in harmony with the other children 
of the land. Seeking to emulate their brother, the 
other titans created their own races as well, each in 
his own era. The viren were forgotten, and called 
Abandoned, and now dwell in the depths of the 
jungle, shunning others and slowly dwindling. Other, 
newer races, rose up to replace them. 

The new races - the mortals, the thinkers, the 
soul-bearers - were made in a different manner from 
the animals. The spirits of the land were fused to the 
elements of the land, and often with the animals and 
plants that lived there, creating minds that could 
reason and hearts that could feel. These new crea- 
tures behaved in new and unexpected ways. They 
banded together, built cities, raised crops and cattle, 



quarreled and fought, loved and yearned for enlight- 
enment. And most important of all, they worshipped. 
They saw the great beings who strode the earth and 
hastened to appease them, bowing down and begging 
for mercy, appealing for prosperity or justice. 

The Primal Ones were puzzled at this, but in time 
came to derive endless amusement from the tinv 
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In those days, we ruled the jungle, and fought the 
terrible things that Hrinruuk sent against us. We 
learned to speak with the jungle spirits, and learned 
of the ancient times, of the Mother, and of the 
creation of the world. We harnessed the forces of that 
ancient time, and grew apart from our brethren who 
still served the titans. We were the spawn of titans, it 



__ _. ___ _____. 

SCARRED LANDS CAMPAIGN SETTING: TERMANA 
k- 

but in the end he came to realize that we were not his 
to command. By that time, it was too late, for we were 
strong and proud, and the monsters of Hrinruuk were 
as nothing to us. 

Others came to our forest - the amani and the 
toroii. They were not great hunters like the terali, but 
they had their own strengths. Sometimes we were 
friends - we traded and feasted together. At other 
times we were enemies, fighting bitterly for control of 
hunting grounds and sacred places. We wielded the 
power of the ushada, and moved like silent shadows, 
but the others fought well, and honorably. The amani 
builit great cities atop the mighty tepujes, the toroi 
wandered the forest, never staying in one place for 
long;, and as time passed we all came to share the 
jungle. We were like a great family in those days - 
loving and hating each other in the same moment. 

Then came the Years of the Snake, and the 
jungle was drenched in blood. 

The Comjng of theYuan-Tj 
The Epoch of Hrinruuk ended with the death of 

our greatest chieftess, the shaman Uhira. With her 
pawing, the terali were sore beset and sorrowful, and 
in our sadness, we did not see that the minions of the 
Primal One known as Mormo had entered our jungles. 

The Snake-Mother came, heralded by a wave of 
wicked serpents. These were not ordinary snakes, 
who like all living things are our brothers and sisters. 
No, these were evil creatures possessed by wicked 
spirits, driven by madness. Some were twisted into 
evert more frightening shapes, with arms to bear 
swords, and cunning minds that dreamed of the 
terali’s destruction. They were led by great, many- 
armed snake-demons, who were not of this world, and 
whoise very presence was an abomination. Mormo 
herself walked these lands in those days, gathering 
the serpents to her and twisting them to match her 
own foul soul. 

It is said that the Snake-Mother was not always 
mad.. Like Denev, she was a goddess of the land, but 
like most of the other titans, the power she consumed 
from the nameless ushada of the larger moon drove 
her mad, torturing her mind and body, making her 
into a thing of darkness where she might once have 
been a being of light. The fell twilight of Mormo fell 
over our jungles in those days, and to our shame, we 
did not rally against it until it was near too late. 

Fully half our jungle home fell to the snake-folk 
before the surviving chieftains called a great tribal 
meet:ing. We even asked the a m n i  and toroi to 
attend, as well as the few katare dwarves who dwelled 
in the jungle, drawing riches from the earth or main- 
taining trading posts. For long and long had we 
dwelled in the jungle, to the point where we all 
believed that it was ours and ours alone. Perhaps we 
fought, but never did a single race attempt to drive 

the others out. Now came an enemy determined to 
destroy us all, and claim the jungle as its own. Al- 
ready, the foul magic of the snake-man had turned 
vast stretches of forest to a sickly yellow, sapping the 
natural life from the very trees themselves. 

The humans of the tepujes shared their knowl- 
edge. These creatures, called yuan-ti, were among 
Mormo’s most valued servants, and it was through 
her own fell magic, and that of her snake-demon 
servitors, that ordinary serpents were transformed 
into serpent-men. It is said that another race of 
serpent-men lived in another land, far away, but 
these yuan-ti were different. They served Mormo 
directly, and their mission was conquest and extermi- 
nation. Other creatures also marched with the yuan-ti 
-lizard-men, giant serpents, and other titan-spawned 
beasts. 

Armed with this information, it was decided that 
our people would join in a great alliance to stop the 
yuan-ti’s advance. In the months and years that 
followed, we struck back. Terali hunters killed yuan- 
ti soldiers in the night. Gnome blowgunners picked 
off stragglers. Human warriors and windriders fought 
the snake-men in open battle, often aided by the 
dwarves. 

Many noble warriors fought and died in those 
days, but in the end it seemed hopeless. We slaugh- 
tered yuan-ti by the thousands, but more came to take 
their place, and slowly - ever so slowly - we were 
driven back. It seemed no one could stop the advance 
of the snake-folk. In desperation, we appealed to our 
creator Hrinruuk, but the Hunter had long since 
grown bored with us, and ignored our pleas. 

Then it was that the terali shaman Kaneeka 
received a vision from the ushada. A terrible distur- 
bance drove the spirits themselves from the depths of 
the Yellow Jungle, they said. Something unnatural 
dwelt there, sending out foul emanations that cor- 
rupted the jungle and destroyed those things that 
were right and natural. The human sorcerers of the 
tepujes sought more information, and the truth proved 
terrifying. 

Mormo and her minions had constructed amighty 
artifact deep in the heart of the Yellow Jungle. Its 
terrible magic transformed ordinary creatures into 
monsters, creating greater and greater abominations 
with each passing year. It was this magic that had 
originally created the yuan-ti, transforming them 
from ordinary snakes into what they are today. 

If the great artifact could be destroyed, then the 
land might once more return, and the power of Mormo’s 
creatures might be broken. So it was that a band of 
heroes was gathered - Kaneeka the terali shamaness, 
Iman the human warrior, Hulo the gnome, and Rentana 
the dwarf. Together, these four crossed over the fron- 
tier and into the Yellow Jungle, as the jungle alliance 
launched a desperate final attack. After much travail, 
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and many dangers, they reached the snake-demons' 
citadel, and destroyed the fearsome device. The cost 
was terrible, however; of the four, only Kaneeka re- 
turned alive. The others gave their lives that the jungle 
might live and the demons be defeated. 

Their numbers now limited and their source of 
power destroyed, the yuan-ti were driven back, and 
retreated into the Yellow Jungle. The alliance lacked 
the strength to pursue them immediately, but with 
their victory, the people of the jungle began to 
prepare to  attack and finally destroy the yuan-ti. 

But it was not to be. A greater war was about to 
begin, and the world would never be the same. 

The Divine War 
None can say how or why the spirits that we call 

the Young Gods came to be. Again, the ushada are 
ambiguous, and speak in words that I cannot compre- 
hend. Though we do not know the reasons for their 
existence, we know with absolute certainty that the 
Young Gods came, and that their coming helped to 
shatter the world. 

Perhaps the Primal Ones grew bored again. Perhaps 
the teeming mortals no longer amused them. Perhaps 
theyretainedsomeofthecreativepowersoftheMother, 
and the coming of the Young Gods was inevitable. 
Whatever the cause, the Primal Ones began to give 
birth to new beings - spirits of immense power. 

First was the brutal Vangal. Born of a strange 
union between three Primals, he was a being much 
like them, with the ability to change the very fabric 
of the land. 

But this creature was different. The Primal Ones 
derived their existence from the land itself. No mat- 
ter if a million million mortals perished, so long as the 
land was intact and healthy, they continued to live 
and prosper. The inhabitants of the land were noth- 
ing-mere annoyancesor, at best, amusingdiversions. 

Vangal, though, seemed to derive his very 
strength from those creatures. When they fought and 
died, he grew stronger. And when they fought and 
died in his name, he grew stronger still. A strange 
thing it was, but the Primal Ones thought little of it, 
so eager were they to create more like him. 

The other Young Gods soon followed. In the 
end, there were eight of them, and when we speak of 
them we use their umani names, for we do not worship 
them in our lands. They were: Corean the Warrior; 
Madriel the Shaman; Tanil the Huntress; Enkili the 
Mad; Hedrada the Law-Chief; Chardun the War- 
Chief; Belsameth the Witch; and the firstborn, Vangal 
the Berserker. 

Not all were as bloodthirsty as Vangal. The 
Shaman was agentle healer with only love in her sun- 
bright heart. The Warrior was as noble and resolute 
as the bravest tribal defender. The Law-Chief was 
stern and merciless, but always fair and just. Even the 

wicked Young Gods - the War-Chief] the Witch 
and the Berserker - were not entirely corrupt, for 
like their fellow gods, they depended upon mortal 
worship for their very existence. 

The love and devotion of the mortals fed these 
gods, even as the health of the land fed their parents. 
And when the Primal Ones playfully or thoughtlessly 
destroyed mortals, the Young Gods felt it like the stab 
of a sharp spear. In time, the Young Gods came to 
realize that the Primal Ones had indeed gone mad, 
and called a great council to decide what to do. 

In the end, much like the great jungle council 
that went to war with the serpent-folk, these mighty 
beings decided that the Primal Ones must be defeated 
and driven from the land. 

And so began the Great War that ravaged the 
world. The other mortal races call it the Divine War, or 
the Titanswar. But our people call it the Time of 
Sorrows, for although our land was spared much of the 
destruction that devastated the rest of the world, we felt 
the pain and anguish of both the land and its peoples. 

We terali saw but little of the Great War, but 
what we saw was fearsome enough. When titans and 
gods clashed, the land itself shook and cried out in 
agony. When the armies of the divine races (as they 
called themselves) and the titanspawn (as they called 
their foes) marched, the air echoed with the sound of 
their footsteps. On some days, the sun shone black 
and blanketed the land in darkness. O n  some nights, 
the moon shone brightly and lit the land like day. 
Battles raged across our world and beyond, and the 
sky itself seemed as though it might shatter. 

The Young Gods had created fortresses in the 
places beyond the world, but in those days they could 
still die, and the struggle against their parents soon 
became a struggle for the very survival of the world. 

From our jungle, we watched the fight, and 
debated what to do should it ever spread into our 
lands. We knew that, far to the north the dreshi and 
those kantare known as the charduni struggled against 
the minions of the titans. Many spoke out in coun- 
cil, calling to aid one side or the other. If we aided 
the gods, it was said, we would know freedom, and 
help destroy the ones who had unleashed the yuan- 
ti onus, and the one who had created then abandoned 
us. The gods brought a new way of thinking, a new 
life, and a new world. W e  must fight for the gods, 
they said. 

Others called to support the titans. Whether we 
loved or hated them, they were our creators, and it is 
a child's duty to fight beside his parents if called upon 
to do so. The titans were of the Land, as were we, and 
they prospered as the Land prospered. If they were 
destroyed, or driven from the world, what would 
happen to the Land? Would it die? Would it change 
into something wrong and unnatural? Would the 
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gods twist it and toy with it as the titans had? Would 
victory only bring a change in masters? 

IOn and on the debates raged. For the most part, 
the lhumans and gnomes continued to follow the 
whispers of the ushada, and refused to choose sides. 
To no one’s surprise, the yuan-ti rose up again in the 
name of Mormo, and tried to invade our jungles once 
more. Though we terali also remained neutral in the 
fearslome conflicts of the Divine War, we nonetheless 
stood with the humans and gnomes as we fought the 
serpent-folk, and after a long and bitter conflict, 
drove them once more to their lairs in the Yellow 
Jungle. We did not fight for the gods - we fought for 
our homes and our loved ones, and we fought to 
honor our ancestors. 

One by one, the titans were dragged down and 
destroyed, dismembered or exiled. Every terali felt a 
dread emptiness in his soul when Tanil the Huntress 
and Corean the Warrior slew Hrinruuk. Father to us 
he w;as, but he was no loving parent, and we felt the 
same sorrow that an unloved son feels when told that 
his father has perished in a far-off land. The truth was 
that we had come to hate the Great Hunter, for 
though we were created in love, we were discarded 
and ignored by a selfish and thoughtless maker. 

Tremors rocked our continent, the evidence of 
distant battles. The Primal One called Golthagga 
built his forge in a great range of mountains far to the 
west (of the jungles, and was slain there by Corean the 
Warrior. Travelers told us that the titan Kadum had 
been imprisoned beneath the sea, and that his blood 
had flooded the northern lands of the dreshi. Other 
tales reached our ears, of the dreshi’s defeat of the 
Primal One called Chern and of the terrible curse 
that Ihe laid upon them. Ushada whispered of other 
fearful events in even more distant lands - of be- 
trayal and tragedy, of rebellion and death. All the 
while:, we went about our lives in the jungle, wonder- 
ing how and when it would all end. 

And end it did. The Young Gods were trium- 
phant, for the Primal Ones, despite all their power, 
were never able to stand together, and never realized 
the danger to their existence until it was too late. The 
Young Gods remade the world, free of the influence 
of the Primal Ones. The world did not end, nor was 
it twiisted into unnatural shapes. It went on as it 
always had, and the spirits still spoke to us. 

This was, we learned, because the Mother still 
slumbered beneath the land that she had made. The 
one c,alled the Earthmother had in the end sided with 
the Young Gods against her fellow titans, and as a 
consequence was spared their fate. 

And well that is, for the spirits know that it is the 
Moth.er who nourishes the world and keeps it alive, 
and it is her dreams that fill the world with life. Had 
the Young Gods, in their arrogance, chosen to de- 
stroy or exile her, all might have ended there. 

Perhaps, the shamans say, this is a5 it should be. 
The Primal Ones each in turn served their purpose, 
and made the land what it is. As the Mother created 
the land from her dreams, so it was that her offspring 
filled it with life, and made the races that populate it, 
and even today struggle to survive. Now, as the jungle 
changes from dry season to the season of rain, the 
world has also changed, and the days of the Primals 
are over. The days of the Young Gods have come, and 
though the terali pay homage to no god or titan, we 
stand ready to defend our land, and to live by the 
wisdom of the ushada. 

I, Ikuma, have spoken. May the ushada walk with 
you and guide you, always. 

e Faithful and the F ~ ~ s s k n  
The tragedy of the forsaken elves is known through- 

out Termanaand beyond. The scholar-sorceress Shanak 
saw many of the events that are now spoken of as legend, 
andshe tells herstory withaninsight thatfew other beings 
could have. 

My strength fades, and my body grows old and 
weary, for even those of my race eventually reach the 
end of their days. Yet, unlike the other races, we seek 
not peace and solace in the arms of a gentle god; 
rather, we desire the darkness of oblivion and the 
peace of the blessed void, for our god is slain, and we 
are forsaken. I am called Shanak, and I remember, 
though my heart and soul often wish that I did not. 

In those days we ruled a mighty empire. It was 
called Eldura-tre, before the sundering, and before we 
were forsaken by titan and god. And mighty it was - 
a realm of vast peaceful forests, lazy rivers and snow- 
capped mountains. Our cities were as none had ever 
seen before or since, with their slender, soaring tow- 
ers, graceful palaces and endless halls. It is said that 
our wizards delved into secrets that even the titans 
did not know, and each of our warriors was worth a 
thousand lesser swordsmen. Our kings were the wis- 
est, our laws the most enlightened, our people the 
most beautiful and learned. 

Like the other races, we suffered under the titans’ 
heel, but our scholars and arcanists were wise, delving 
deeply into the Mysteries of Mesos, stealing that power 
which was originally the birthright of the sorcerers. 
The great Citadel of the Rose was founded, and there 
our greatest magi dwelled, exploring the infinite reaches 
of creation. Such was their power that they were able 
to communicate with the ancient dragons, and we 
formed solemn alliance with many of them. Our races 
grew together in mutual respect and friendship. 

Our realm reached its heights during those days. 
But it was also in that time that we planted the seeds 
of our own doom. 



C H A P T E R  O N E :  H I S T O R Y  O F  T E R M A N A  

Gods and Titans 
It was in those days that our magi became aware 

of the gods, discovering the infinite intelligences of 
beings that knew of our lands, but dwelt in planes not 
our own. The children of the titans, these mighty 
beings actually seemed to care for - even love - the 
mortal races who inhabited Scam. I t  was in those 
days that one god came to favor us. His divine body 
appeared as one of our own, yet absolutely perfect in 
form and free of defect, and his words were sweetest 
High Elven. He was that now-nameless and forgotten 
god who rose up and took our people as his own. 

Ages passed, and none but our people openly 
worshipped the gods. The Epochs passed as they do, 
and the Epoch of the Great Hunter ended when 
Mesos caused his brother Hrinruuk‘s greatest cre- 
ation - a gargantuan beast of horrible might and 
terror - to enter a slumber, defeating the beast that 
even mighty Hrinruuk could not. And so it was that 
our people chafed under the rule of Mesos, who was 
a cruel and petty creature, demanding total obedi- 
ence in exchange for his patronage. Slowly, we began 
to turn to this young god, this patron who seemed to 
love us as we loved him. We knew joy then, that we 
had at last found the one who would always watch 
over us and protect us. 

But this joy came with a price. The days of peace 
were over, for the rise of the gods was the coming of 
war and tragedy. Many of the titans’ servants troubled 
our realm- goblins, orcs, gnolls, ogres and other fell 
beasts assailed our borders, but we defeated them 
easily. To the south, however, the dark ones, minions 
of wicked Chardun, rose and grew in power. Across 
the continent they spread their evil, killing and 
enslaving in the name of Chardun and by the com- 
mand of their ruler, the One in White. Only in the 
west, where a few weak human states managed to 
survive, and in the north, where the elves, the drag- 
ons and the magi in the Citadel of the Rose held them 
at bay, did the charduni fail to conquer. 

Our god stood with us in those days, sometimes 
taking the field himself to drive back the endless 
legions of charduni and their foul undead servitors. 
For his part, the Great General did not deign to do the 
same, preferring to watch as his servitors conquered 
and fought in his name. The charduni had numbers, 
and endless fanatical belief in their cause, while we 
had the strength of an ancient realm, powerful allies 
and magic of the highest order. We knew that some- 
day a reckoning would come, and that in the end 
either we or the charduni would survive. Coexistence 
was an alien and incomprehensible thing to our foes. 
The coming of the Titanswar changed all that, and 
for a time, we stood side by side with our old enemies. 

When the Titanswar begin with the destruction of 
Mesos, we knew that we would have to side with the 
divine races. Little did we know what it would cost us. 

Chardun decreed that his legions fight on the side of 
the gods and drive the titanspawn from Termana. We 
disliked this, but when our god said that for a time there 
must be truce between the two warringraces, we ended our 
conflict with the charduni, and turned our might against 
the titanspawn. 

For many years we fought. On rare occasions we 
even fought alongside the charduni, but for the most 
part we pursued our campaigns separately. We were 
relentless. We fought and died, and ever our god was 
with us. For their part the charduni fought as well, 
brave and selfless despite their evil natures, and 
together we drove the titanspawn from our lands. 

All knew it was but a brief respite. Someday we would 
fight again. 

The cost of this war was terrible. Seeing the power of 
the Citadel of the Rose, the titanspawn opened doorways 
to distant realms, summoning honifc demons and mon- 
strosities to assault the fortress. These gates were a threat to 
all of Scarn, and our sorcerers and wizards responded by 
cutting the citadel and its surrounding lands from the rest 
ofTermana, sealing it behind impenetrable walls ofmagic. 
Many of the dragons were trapped behind this wall, and so 
it was that we lost our most powerful allies. 

The beginning of the end came when Kadum the 
Mountainshaker was defeated by the gods Belsameth, 
Corean and our foes’ patron, great Chardun. His heart was 
cut from his M y ,  he was chained, and flung into the ocean 
north of Termana. 

When the mighty titan struck the water and sank,  a 
terrible flood of blood-tainted water rushedout, lashing the 
Termanan continent. Our realm was sorely beset, as coastal 
lands sank beneath the onslaught, and ancient cities 
vanished overnight. We struggled to survive, and as the 
waves receded, to salvage what we could from the disaster. 

The charduni were worse off, however. Their armies 
were almost all in northern Termana when Kadum’s 
Deluge struck. Emboldened, and less damaged by the fld, 
the humans rose up and swarmed through the mountain 
passes, shattering the dark dwarves’ armies and sending 
them reeling back toward their homeland. 

The war had passed us by, and the titanspawn 
were defeated. With our ancient enemies in full 
retreat, we prepared to renew the war, and destroy 
them once and for all. 

Chem’s Curse 
It was not to be. Far across the Blood Sea, the titan 

Chern was driven from a distant land, defeated by the 
goddess Madriel and her fellows, on behalfof anoble race 
of elves known as the drendali. Enraged, the Lord of 
Plagues felt our presence, and turned his anger south 
against Termana. The magi in the Citadel of the Rose, 
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now an island in the roiling Blood Sea, sent one last 
message, waming of Chem’s approach. 

Our armies, musteringfor thedefeat ofthe charduni, 
turned instead toward the north and the newly-created 
cliffs above the Blood Sea. There we stood and waited. 

‘fie tale ofwhat happened then has been told many 
times, and in many tongues across the world. I was there, 
though, and I witnessed all. It was our greatest moment, 
and our most terrible. Corrupted by Chem, our god’s 
herald rose against his former patron and treacherously 
slew him. The Plague Lord expected us to flee then, 
terrified by his fearsome visage and disheartened by the 
deathL of our god. 

Ik t  we did not. We threw ourselves against the 
titan. In our thousands we attacked, our manaspears 
flashing, our wizards summoning fearsome spells. For 
every warrior who fell, another rose in her place, advanc- 
ing fearlessly, heedless of our losses, the death of our god 
enraging us, filling us with the need for vengeance. 

And vengeance we gained, by the sword of the High 
Priest of our god, Vladawen. Infused with rage born of 
surviving the death of that which he held most holy, he 
struck and slew Chern. Of all the divine races, we were 
the only ones to defeat a titan without help from the 
gods. Of all the divine races, we were the only ones to 
face tlne foe on the field of battle, and not flee. Of all the 
divine races, ours was the greatest triumph. And the 
most terrible punishment. 

Chern perished, his plague-filled body falling, his 
dying curse echoing in our hearts and souls. As the god 
Vangal arrived to bear away the corpse of his father, we 
felt Chem’s evil worming its way into our souls. 

We were changed that day. Changed into the 
things that we are now - mere shadows of our ancient 
selves, our hearts and souls tainted by the touch of the 
Plague Lord. 

Worse still, our children sickened and died, and 
since that day only a handful of new elves have been 
born, and those were fearfully, fatally deformed. To save 
our race, we made a terrible decision - we would take 
the children of humans and raise them in our culture, 
using them as breeding stock so that our people would 
notdieout.Allknewthatthiswasanunforgivab1e thing, 
unworthy of our lost god. Yet we have done so, to our 
everlasting shame. 

Theyears following the warwere astark,sadshadow 
of the old ways. We were shattered, broken, unable to do 
much save defend ourselves. We met in a great council, 
and decided that the old realm ofEldura-tre was lost, and 
that we would have to divide into independent princi- 
palities. 

So it was that we became the forsaken elves, and the 
Forsak.en Realms. 

4fter the War 
Our eldest princes ruled each of these separate states. 

Though theoretically we were allunited and would regularly 
meet incouncil to discuss important issues, we began togrow 
apart almost immediately. The forest elves of Ganjulael 
isolated themselves in their wilderness, seeking solitude and 
wisdom in the natural world. The midrealmers of Pelegael 
became wild and decadent, seized by the madness of the 
desperate, indulging in every pleasure and perversion imag- 
inable. In Sylavael, the Shield Realm, our martial strengths 
were emphasized, and the military might of the old empire 
survived, albeit as a mere shadow of its former greatness. 
Ehitovael, the Southsea Realm, was once home to our 
mighty navy, but after Chem destroyed most of the fleet, its 
inhabitants turned to quiet contemplation, dwellig in the 
great underwater city of Manaetae. The last of our realms, 
Kasiavael, the Skysight Realm, was home to the surviving 
high elven wizards, but their power was great1 y reduced, and 
they too lived in sadness and isolation. 

For the first few years after the fall of the titans, we tried 
to maintain some semblance of our old ways. But it was a 
doomed effort, and within three decades it was obvious that 
we were all drifting in different directions. We would never 
be what we once were. 

Perhaps that is why the charduni returned. They, too, 
had beensorely tested, and they too had struggled to survive. 
Now, much reduced but still powerful, the Land of Chains 
stirred toactioninthesouth. Inthe46thYearAfterVictory, 
the dark dwarves, along with endless legions of slaves and 
grim ranks of undead, marched on the ShieU Realm. 

The battle that followed, as the charduni tried to force 
their way over the fords of the Chained River, came to its 
climax when the forsaken elf war-queen Kathalema faced 
the dread charduni general Ixasamo in single combat while 
the two armies watched. Sorely wounded, Kathalemanone- 
theless triumphed, striking Ixasamo’s head from his M y .  
Momentarily discouraged, the charduni’s control of their 
undead and slave troops wavered and the iiirsaken elves 
swept them from the field. 

The war was not over, not by any means, for the 
charduni are v7ar incarnate, and cannot conceive of any 
other life. Wecontinue to faceeachotheracrmthefrontier, 
raiding, scouting, probing. Many elven warriors died at 
Chained River Fords, replaced by half-elven troops, less 
experienced and less dedicated to the cause. 

Wecontinuetogrow farther apart. Astheyearspass,we 
slowly become arealmofhalf-elves, and in the absenceofour 
god,  our access to divine magic is limited or non-existent. 
Our foes, the charduni, who retain a direct connection to 
their fell god, grow stronger while we grow weaker. 

We have lost our way along with our god. Far away, our 
ancient wizards, in the Shalae’Uthun - the Citadel of the 
Rose - still cut off from the world by their own magic in the 
placenowcalledtheEtemalIsle,struggleagainstthedemon- 
army that besieges them. That the barriers are still intact is 
our only evidence that they live on, for if the demons had 
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triumphed, they would have emerged from the Eternal Isle 
to ravage and destroy. Are they touched by Chem’s curse? 
Have they changed irrevocably? We donot know, and most 
have losthope. Afewofuspraythatonedayourlostancients 
will return, and that somehow they have learned a way of 
lifting the terrible curie of Chern. 

But for the most part we remain as we have since that 
terrible day when our beloved gcd fell. We are lost, we are 
cursed. And most of all, we are forsaken. 

& 
From the Chronicle of the Overlord, the sacred text 

said to be written by Chardun’s own hand. Several 
versions ofthis text ex is t ,  and this one, with its less-than- 
complimentary view of the charduni, is rejectedas heresy 
by the dark dwarves. 

In those days did the accursed titans walk the land, 
and by their fell hands did they create and twist beings 
in their image, solely for their amusement and deca- 
dent pleasure. Across the lands did they teem, in their 
ignorant legions, prey to the titans and to each other. 

Thus it was that I saw these beings - these 
humans, these dwarves, these elves- and knew that, 
shorn of weakness, softness and sad failings such as 
mercy, pity and wasteful emotion, they might be- 
come greater, and build for Me a mighty empire, free 
of the taint of the wretched titans, especially that of 
My own thrice-damned sire and bitch-queen mother. 

I took the raw stuff of the earth, and the pitiless 
souls of predatory beasts, fused to the rock-hard 
essence of the dwarven and giant races. Then it was 
that the first of My chosen people, those called 
charduni in obeisance to their creator, rose up from 
the land and asked: 

“What would you have of me, o peerless master?” 
And with My hand did I touch this new being, 

this paragon of My virtues. And I named him the first 
of his kind, wreathing him in shining white light, 
transforming his skin to the likeness of iron and his 
will into an extension of My own. This first charduni 
I called the One in White, and he was to lead his 
people to greatness. 

As the One in White absorbed My essence and 
became the living embodiment of My will, others like him 
emerged, each like unto the others - with ebon skin and 
harsh eyes, and a limitless desire for conquest in My name. 

They began to build their city then, in the 
mighty mountains of Termana, where the very stones 
turned themselves to My bidding. This was the first 
great city and the place where My people would begin 
their history of glory and blood. 

Chorach it was called, and it rose from the moun- 
tains, an iron and stone fortress, dedicated only to the 
conquests of the charduni, and to the dissemination of 
My Word. 

And that Word is War. 

The Word of Chardun 
Beneath the One in White, I decreed that My 

generals should have absolute authority, and that the 
warriors who served them do so instantly and without 
question. In those early days, some of My people 
showed weakness, hesitating or - worse still - 
refusing to obey their masters. These I punished 
harshly, striking them down, then restoring them as 
undead, so that, though they refused to serve Me in 
life, they would serve Me in death. 

And so did My people learn the value of obedience. 
In time, those who dwelt near Chorach learned 

of the greatness of My people, and were sore jealous. 
The spawn of the hated titans came in their vast 
numbers, flinging themselves against the walls of My 
citadel, casting mighty magics, and burrowing be- 
neath the land itself to attack My people from below. 
They were many, these humans, these gorgons, these 
elves, these goblins, gnolls, dwarves, orcs, hags and 
serpent men. All came against My people and all fell, 
their forces exhausted, their armies slain. 

My people were glorious, standing fearlessly, 
dying and rising again in their turn, smashing the 
proud titanspawn armies and laying low the proud 
and arrogant. So it was that My race proved its worth, 
and showed to all that the titans’ time was ending. 

Yet these were the days before the Titanswar, 
when the foul taint of the old ones still tormented the 
land. Even as their legions fell to Mine, the titans did 
not concern themselves. Many, such as Hrinruuk the 
Hunter, found the sight amusing, and approached Me 
with wagers and challenges, wondering how well My 
chosen ones would fare against theirs. It was all a 
game in those days - a diversion from the endless 
tedium of eternal life, and the worthlessness of the 
infinite. The titans did not care, or worse, did not 
even notice. Yet My people grew in strength and, at 
length, marched against the titanspawn. 

In the south, an alliance of titanspawn - giants, 
orcs and gnolls - fell easily, for they had been sorely 
weakened in their futile attempts to bring My people 
low. My general Axkamanxus led a great army of 
charduni and the walking dead, and although the 
titanspawn united under the leadership ofthe fire giant 
Zalazus, they were scattered and driven into the sea. 

It was not My way to be wasteful with fallen foes. 
Those slain were raised as undead, and those who 
lived, and wished to continue living, were made 
slave-soldiers, and driven north to fight the human 
tribes of the Termanan coast. 

And when I looked upon the bloody battlefield, 
I was pleased, but yet I saw many brave charduni who 
had perished after fighting valiantly in My service 
and slaying their own legions of foes. These I raised 
anew, as the first of the Chardun-slain, to show that 
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My people could continue earning glory in My cause 
even beyond the frontier of death. 

Seeing how poorly the titanspawn fared, the 
humans grew cowardly, refusing to be drawn into 
battle with My people. Again and again they fought, 
fell back and scattered. My people won all their 
battles, yet the foe was not defeated. 1 punished those 
generals who had failed Me, and called upon 
Axkaimanxus to bring the humans to heel. 

Of  all My servants save the One in White, 
Axkaimanxus was the boldest and wisest. She chose 
not to confront the upstart humans directly; rather, 
she died upon her necromancers to create plagues 
and other weapons that might cause the humans’ fall. 

And so it was that the charduni created diseases 
that killed or sickened only humans, called up legions 
of mindless undead to ravage human lands, and set 
hordes of My hunting hounds, the keffiz, to harass 
and trouble human armies. 

M y  general was patient. She waited for My 
newe:st servants to do their work. In but a few years, 
the humans of the Termanan coast were reduced to a 
mere lhandful- slain by sickness, assaulted by undead, 
torn by roving keffiz. When My legions once more 
marched to war, the humans fell as easily as the 
titanspawn in the south, and Axkamanxus once 
more brought glory to My name. 

The Land of Chains 
And it came to pass that this great empire be- 

came known as the Land of Chains, for a land of 
chains it was. My people did not rejoice as other races 
might:, for that was not their way. Their duty was to 
conquer, enslave, and subjugate, all in My name. 

Then it was that the titans began to take notice 
of My achievements, and approached Me. Not to stop 
Me, not to prevent My people’s conquests. No. They 
wisheld to know how I had created such a mighty race, 
and how they might do the same. 

A11 I rebuffed. Hrinruuk, who desired greater 
challenges for his creatures. Thulkas, who was weary 
of the pathetic goblins and other short-lived races. 
Gauraik, the eater of land, who wanted creatures to 
more efficiently consume the world on his behalf. 
Cherri, who wanted greater beasts to carry his plagues. 
Kadurn, who had long since grown bored with the 
giants. Even My own mother, hated Mormo, the 
writhing dam of those things that crawl, came to Me, 
with words of affection and admiration, heedless of 
the suffering that she had heaped upon Me in My 
youth. Her, I took the greatest joy in spurning. 

I ,turned them all away. If they wanted to create 
greater servitors, I told them, then go and do so 
without My help. And many tried - Mormo made 
the m.edusae, Thulkas made the thulkans, Chern 
crafted his spirits of the plague, and Gaurak his 
vengaurak. None came close to the glory of My 

charduni, of the ebondskinned dwarves who slew in 
My name. 

Yet as My people spread across the continent, 
some foes continued to elude us. In the north were the 
high elven ones, who had forgotten their creator, but 
made foul alliances with Mesos the Sire of Sorcery 
and wielded great magics against My people. 

Alone among My foes did the elves earn My 
respect. And yet did they earn My enmity, for they 
refused to bow down, and did resist My charduni 
ferociously. Though they were great, and brave, they 
were foolish and arrogant, and I decreed that My 
generals show these creatures the meaning of humility. 

From the south, Axkamanxus advanced with 
the greatest charduni army yet assembled. From the 
north came My people, on ships built by our new 
human slaves, with beasts of the sea bound to My 
service. 

And the battle was joined. Yet thoughMy people’s 
legions were strong, the elves resisted. Their wizards, 
fueled by the foul energies of Mesos, conjured forces to 
help their people defend themselves. And in the skies 
flew mighty dragons, bound to the elves by cowardly 
compacts. My charduni fought, and yet they could not 
prevail against the elves and the dragons. So it was that 
My chosen people began to fail Me. 

Bloody war raged on the sea, and the blue waves 
were tinged with red, a fell shadow of the deluge that 
was to come. The bound beasts - sea serpents, 
krakens, mighty leviathans - crusheil the elven 
ships, yet still the golden-haired ones fought on, and 
their dragons rained fire upon the charduni and the 
human fleets. In some places, My people waded 
ashore, and in others great armies of undead crawled 
from the waves. Here, we met on land, and the might 
of My charduni met the might of the elves and the 
dragons. 

The god of the elves walked with them in those 
days, striding into battle alongside his people, smiting 
down My chosen ones. My people asked that I inter- 
vene on their behalf, and take the field with the 
charduni, but 1 knew that this would only make them 
weak, and dependent upon My presence I told them 
that with My blessing they could overcome any 
obstacle - titan, god or mortal. And so it was that My 
charduni fought on. 

The battles were great, the losses many. And 
slowly the elves gave ground, but the cost to My 
charduni was steep. Again, I called upon them to 
march forward and do battle to enhance My glory. 

While the greater part of My people’s armies 
fought against the elves, the remainder pressed west, 
against the human nations that dwelled there. These 
humans also proved resourceful, and My people’s 
armies were halted in the mountain passes. Once 
more My charduni disappointed Me, for they were 
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unable to advance on the humans, but instead re- 
mained in the passes, awaiting the day when the elves 
were overcome and they could throw their full weight 
against the last of those who defied My Word. 

Elsewhere, beyond the shores ofblessedTermana, 
My chosen ones were more successful. Crossing the 
seas in ships built by human slaves, they came to the 
new land, the place called Ghelspad where, under My 
generals and advised by the One in White, they swept 
across the land, again ravaging and killing in My 
name. And the LandofChainsfoundroot inGhelspad. 
Soon, all lands would know the power of the Great 
General and His people. 

Yet also in those days, the unrest of the Gods 
grew and grew. When Enkli the Fool was stripped of 
his power by Mesos, it became clear that We must act. 
Mindless buffoon though he was, the Lord of Chaos 
was nevertheless a god, one of Us, and We knew that 
the day of reckoning had come at last. Scarn would be 
home to Gods or titans, but not both. So it was, even 
as My people conquered and slew in My name, the 
war against the titans began. 

The Titanswar and After 
This was a new thing, this Titanswar. And it 

required new thoughts. I decreed that My charduni’s 
wars of conquest should cease, and that they should 
- for the time - declare common cause with both 
elf and human. As is proper, they complied, and soon 
war once more raged across Termana. For a time, the 
charduni redeemed themselves in My eyes. 

This was a different kind of war, however - both 
elf and charduni fought in the same cause, though 
only rarely did they fight side-by-side. The armies of 
the titans assailed Termana: the goblins of Thukas, 
the serpent-folk of Mormo, the giants of Kadum. And 
the land was washed in blood, and My charduni 
fought and died and fought again, as is their lot. 

Elsewhere, the people who chose to follow the 
gods - those so-called “divine races” - marched 
against the supporters of the titans. At last, We gods 
entered the fray too, pulling down the titans even as 
Our people fought their armies. Mesos fell, then 
Hrinruuk, who had shamefully violated the sanctity 
of his own flesh and blood, and Golthagga, at the 
hands of My cousin Corean. 

The fall of Kadum was to prove the downfall of 
My people, however. I joined with the gods Belsameth 
and Vangal to battle the Mountainshaker. Together 
We bound Kadum in chains of My own crafting, but 
Vangal thoughtlessly flung the helpless titan into the 
sea, and where he plunged beneath the waters, a great 
tidal wave of blood gushed forth, deluging Termana 
and drowning huge numbers of My people. 

Then it was that the other divine races showed 
their treachery - the humans and elves descended 
upon My charduni. In this hour, they failed Me, and 

fled like cowards. My people, whom I had once 
invested with My very Word, were pushed back from 
the mighty empire they had built. On Ghelspad it was 
the same - the cowardly humans, dwarves and elves 
drove My people from the land, and My people’s 
courage failed. 

I decreed that the charduni fall back upon the city 
of Chorach and rebuild. The One in White lived yet, 
My necromancers raised legions of undead, and My 
generals had saved thousands of My faithful warriors in 
the march back to Chorach. Though the struggle 
against the titans continued, I once more passed My 
blessings on to My people, and with grim resolution 
they awaited the coming of the elves and humans. 

But fate once more intervened on behalf of My 
people. The titan Chern assailed the elves and, though 
he perished in the battle, his fell hand cursed the 
elves, and their realm was shattered. Elsewhere, the 
humans fell to bickering and were assailed by the 
titanspawn and other enemies. Slowly, the charduni’s 
strength returned. Despite the continued defiance of 
the forsaken elves, the titanspawn and the humans, 
including the paladins of the misguided Madriel, the 
empire began to grow again. 

The charduni were once My chosen people, and 
perhaps one day they will be again. For now, they do 
their duty to conquer and enslave in My name, but 
My chosen ones now dwell in the realms of Ghelspad, 
where the humans have taken up the cause, and now 
spread My Word. Of the charduni I expect little save 
loyalty and devotion, for they have failed Me and 
now dwell in the shadow of My displeasure. 

The Ghoul King 
Lady Shanae is a legend on Termana. She led the 

knightly order known as the Sisters of the Sun from the 
end of the Divine War until her death, 70 years later. In 
her dying testament, she spoke of many aspects of the 
order’s history, including this personal account of the war 
against the creature known as the Ghoul King. 

Hope was in short supply in the years that fol- 
lowed the Titanswar. Though the titans were defeated, 
the land was devastated. Crops failed, disease and 
starvation were rampant, surviving titanspawn con- 
tinued to roam the land, in their bitterness slaying all 
those they encountered. Many cursed the gods, say- 
ing that the price of victory was too high. 

My sisters and I knew better, of course. Had the 
gods not triumphed, the mortal races would have 
been ground to dust beneath the titans’ heels - 
worse than playthings, we would have been mere 
vermin, for the madness of immortality and absolute 
power had wormed its way into the titans’ souls, and 
only the rebellion of their children, the gods, could 
have stopped them. 
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‘We were the knights of Madriel. The Sisters of the 
Sun, we called ourselves, and we wielded our power in 
the name of the First Angel ofMercy, though we honor 
the Father of All Paladins as well. Goddess she was, and 
goddess she is, but not even Madriel could be every- 
where at once, and in this we were her eyes, her ears 
and her hands. We roamed Termana, healing the sick, 
offering succor to the sorrowful and, when necessary, 
battling the surviving titanspawn. 

A t  times, even we gave in to despair and ques- 
tioned the cause of the gods. Yet we were knights, 
sworn to uphold the way of Madriel against all odds 
-even against our own doubts and fears. We perse- 
vered, though the task seemed impossible. 

The Comjng of the Ghoul King 
It was in the tenth year After Victory, when our 

world stood balanced on the knife’s edge between life 
and death, that tales reached us of a powerful being 
who was building a mighty empire in the southwestern 
region ofTermana, far from any civilized realm. On the 
forsaken island of Huros, it was said, this powerful 
wizad had raised up an army of the walking dead, and 
would claim the mantle of the defeated titans. 

Alarmed, we sent our agents south to investi- 
gate. None returned. That was in 11 AV. As we sat 
and dlebated, and our priests sensed the growing evil 
in thle south, the necromancer, calling himself the 
Ghoul King, struck. All along the coast of western 
Termana, undead monstrosities emerged from the 
wave:s, festooned with brine-weed anddebris, reeking 
of the sea. By thousands they came, overwhelming 
the few humans there, who never imagined they 
mighit be attacked from the west. 

Our own missions were destroyed, our shrines 
despoiled, for the Ghoul King revered the gods of the 
people not at all, and for the vanished titans felt only 
contempt. It was said that he gained his powers from 
an alien being known as Otossal, the Bone-Master. 
Some even called him a living avatar of this being, or 
claimed that he was the Bone-Master himself in 
mortal guise, but we were never able to determine the 
truth of these tales. 

The human nations of Azale, Padrinola and 
Thorvalos fell, along with vast swaths of the southern 
deserts, where the Ghoul King relocated his foul 
citadel. Our order was scattered, and fell back in small 
groups, shepherding bands of refugees, giving our 
lives i n  desperate holding actions, aiding the wounded 
wherever we could. Occasionally, we were able to 
draw together small armies and push the enemy back, 
but these forces invariably fell apart and joined the 
general retreat. 

Reports filtering back from the conquered lands 
filled us with horror. The surviving humans were 
living as slaves, under the absolute control of the 
vampires, liches, mummies and other foul undead 

who served the Ghoul King. Forced to labor for their 
new overlords, the humans were worked until they 
died, then raised as undead to continue their toil. I t  
seemed obvious to all that the Ghoul King intended 
to bring all of Termana under his control, and trans- 
form it into a land of the dead. Some of the living 
even declared common cause with the evil one, 
marching alongside his undead legions in the hope 
that they would be spared. 

Coun ter-Attack 
It was in 18 AV, after six years of defeat and 

horror, when all seemed lost, that the forces of the 
Ghoul King paused in their irresistible march of 
conquest. We have since speculated that his pow- 
ers were stretched to their limits, and that he had 
to stop and regain his strength. Whatever the 
cause, those few months in the spring and summer 
of 18 AV gave us a chance to rally our forces, and 
craft the dispirited forces under us into a real 
army. 

When the Ghoul King’s advance resumed in 
early 19 AV, we had been forced into the swampy 
regions of northwestern Termana. But a half- 
year’s respite had given us much-needed rest, and 
from across Termana the scattered members of 
our order had returned. Our call for aid was even 
answered by those from across the sea: members of 
Corean’s Knighthoods of Silver and Mithril ar- 
rived to aid us, alongside no few members of the 
Order of the Morning Sky, who hate undead 
vehemently. 

The Ghoul King’s undead legions moved into 
the marshes, and initially we fell back. The undead 
pursued us deeper into the swamps, and at  last we 
turned, striking hard, our soldiers fighting with 
the bravery of the truly desperate, our clerics and 
paladins pouring the power of Madriel and Corean 
upon the advancing abominations. 

Perhaps the Ghoul King’s forces were spread 
too thin. Perhaps he was not as powerful as he 
himself believed. Perhaps, seeing the horror that 
was about to descend, the gods turned their full 
power to  our aid. Whatever the reason, we sang 
songs of praise to both the Avenger and the 
Mother of Mercy, for the Ghoul King’s forces 
were smashed. His skeletons, zombies and ghouls 
were destroyed utterly; more powerful undead 
and demons were banished or forced to retreat. 
The  Ghoul King’s human allies were killed, cap- 
tured or sent fleeing in disorder. Though we 
counseled mercy toward those who fell into our 
hands, it was rarely given, and to  my own shame, 
I admit that many perished badly at the hands of 
our vengeful allies. 

Now, when the Ghoul King seemed weak, we 
moved quickly, advancing into the territories that 
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he had conquered, liberating village after village, 
exterminating the undead and adding to our forces 
as we went. Now the tables were turned, for the 
Ghoul King seemed unable to replenish his losses. 
Occasionally, an especially powerful minion would 
throw his forces into our path, and we would be 
delayed, sometimes even defeated. But the spirit of 
Madriel was strong in our heart, and with the 
blessings of Corean, our advance continued. 

The Last Battle 
It was in 22 AV, in the southern desert that the 

Ghoul King at last made his stand. He had been 
canny, sending his forces to delay us while he called 
up an even greater army of undead. From the sands 
they rose, tearing us to pieces, sending us falling back 
in disorder. 

We regrouped as best we could and prepared for 
the last battle. The Ghoul King himself had come 
against us. He was vastly powerful then, and though 
he still walked among the living, he wielded fell 
powers of undeath. His most powerful minions - the 
demons, the vampires, the ghosts and liches - stood 
beside him, each commanding its own legions. 

But as we prepared for that desperate struggle, 
the air seemed to glow, and from the heavens a bright 
beam of light descended, bearing a shining figure, a 
manlike being who bore the light and love of Madriel. 
This was the goddess’ herald, and as it touched our 
wounded and sick, they were instantly healed and 
filled with the strength of the goddess. 

We rejoiced then, and moved against the foe with 
a new will and direction. But the herald only prepared 
the way. Shouting and singing, we flung ourselves at 
the Ghoul King’s forces, who were spread our across 
the desert, confident of their eventual victory. From 
the sky rained down spears of pure light, and where 
they struck, dozens of undead were destroyed. 

Then it was that the First Angel herself came to 
us, clad in shining armor, girded for war, and bearing 
her holy spear. Where her feet touched the desert 
sands, the energies of life itself rippled outward, 
shattering the undead, returning them to the peace- 
ful slumber that the Ghoul King had stolen. 

But Madriel is the Mother of Mercy, and even as 
the Ghoul King’s powerful minions perished, she 
offered them a last chance for redemption. Some took 
it, returning to life and health, joining our crusade 
and turning against their old master. 

The Ghoul King knew he was defeated then. 
The gods, for whom he felt such contempt, had 
crushed his armies, and their servants had driven him 
to utter defeat. As we cut down the last of his 
followers, the Ghoul King was nowhere to be found. 
He had fled the battle, and not even Madriel’s powers 
could find him. 

The goddess spoke to me then, her voice echoing 
in my heart and soul. 

“Sister Shanae, most blessed of My paladins - 
with My aid you have defeated the Ghoul King and 
driven him from Termana. I decree that you and your 
order must remain vigilant, lest he return. Your 
mission to aid and comfort the people of Termana is 
unchanged, but now I grant you a home - a citadel 
on the Isle of Silver, where you shall dwell in peace, 
with My blessings. Live there, Sister Shanae, and 
bring My mercy to the people.” 

With that, Mother Madriel vanished, though 
her herald remained behind, tending to our wounded. 

Why she did not destroy the Ghoul King I 
cannot say. It is not my place to question the will of 
the gods, for I am a mere servant, sworn to obey. I led 
my people from that place, to the promised land of 
Silverisle, where we built our great fortress-temple, 
the Citadel of the Sun, where we live to this day. 

On Silverisle 
Madriel’s blessings showered upon our island, 

and its inhabitants prospered. We drove the 
titanspawn from our shores, and left the humans who 
lived there to go about their existence in peace. 
When they came to us for aid and advice, we gave it, 
asking nothing in return. But they were the people of 
Madriel, and came in the hundreds to aid in the 
construction of our citadel. Unlike the other people 
of Termana, these humans were content to live in 
peace and contentment. Greed, violence and pain 
were vanquished from our isle, and all was well. 

Our citadel was completed in 32 AV, after 10 
years of construction. To the south lay the Isle of the 
Dead, also called Huros, where the Ghoul King 
founded his evil dynasty, and where he had escaped 
after the battle in the desert. Now, Madriel’s power 
and the spells of our priests wove a protective net 
around the Ghoul King’s realm, sealing it from the 
outside world, preventing any of his minions from 
leaving without instantly alerting us. 

Neither could the living set foot upon the island, 
for it was thick with the energies of death. We 
speculated that this was an aftereffect of the Divine 
War - perhaps a gate to a distant realm had been 
opened, allowing its evil power to pour through into 
our world. This, we speculated, was the source of the 
Ghoul King’s power, and perhaps the reason that 
even Madriel could not pursue him there. 

Years stretched into decades, and our vigil con- 
tinued. Our knights roamed Termana, caring for the 
sick, defending the innocent, battling the evil of the 
titanspawn. We sailed into the dread Land of Chains, 
raiding into the dark dwarves’ domain to liberate 
their slaves. We ventured to distant lands-Ghelspad, 
Asherak and beyond - returning with new wisdom 
and knowledge. 
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In the north, a new threat emerged from the 
swamps. A powerful being calling himself the Momus 
- as powerful as the Ghoul King, but far more subtle 
and (clever - emerged and began to pull the strings 
of power among the human states. Did he serve the 
gods or the titans? Was he an agent of the evil forces 
that dwelled beneath the Blood Sea, on distant 
continents or planes? Did he serve only himself, and 
if so what did he seek? Momus’ crimes were never 
enoughforus todraw himdirectly into battle, andour 
emissaries were always treated with respect when we 
came to treat with him. Yet here was a clearly evil 
being with a taste for pain and suffering, even though 
his intentions were never clear. 

Decades passed, and we wavered in our devotion 
to thla words of Madriel. The Ghoul King remained in 
his fastness, and our wards were strong. Our work in 
Termana was pressing, and our numbers were few. 

And so it was that the Ghoul King learned how to 
circumvent our wards, and send his minions across the 
sea to assault us, whom he now saw as his greatest enemy, 
and chief obstacle in his renewed quest for empire. 

The Ghoul King’s Return 
I still led the order in those days, and in 61 AV 

my knights brought word to me that thousands of 
undead were crawling from the waves, and moving to 
assault the citadel. 

14s I said, our numbers were few. Only two 
hundred knights held the citadel, along with perhaps 
a thousand soldiers, acolytes, priests and servants. It 
was only by the grace of Madriel herself that the 
Ghoul King’s first assault did not carry the citadel and 
slaughter all within. 

M y  officers marshaled our defenses, while our 
c1eric:s tried to call for help from the continent, and 
from our scattered knights. But the Ghoul King was 
as cunning as ever, and his magic blocked all attempts 
to communicate with the outside world. 

As our foes flung themselves against the citadel 
walls,, we endeavored to learn more about them and 
their king. While he did not accompany his armies, 
and his spells prevented us from calling for aid, our 
diviners were nevertheless able to determine that this 
was, indeed, our old enemy, transformed by the 
energies of the Isle of the Dead into a living dead 
monstrosity - possibly the most powerful lich who 
has ever existed on Scam. 

Again and again, they came against us, but the 
protective magic that we had cast over the years 
proved strong. The undead were repelled by our very 
walls, and our handful of clerics moved from wall to 
wall, their powers turning back each assault as it 
came. Our people fell, and we retrieved the corpses 
whenever we could so that they could not be trans- 
formed into undead. 

Nevertheless, the tide of battle seemed to be 
against us. It was then, however, that the people of 
Silverisle came to our aid, rallying together and 
advancing upon our besieged citadel. Their own 
priests sent out the distress call that we could not, 
calling together our allies and members of the order. 

The Silverisle army was outmatched - untrained 
humans against a horde of the walking dead - but 
their intervention distracted the enemy, forcing them 
to hold off their final assault. Our people, our saviors, 
died by the hundreds, and like us, they tried to recover 
or incinerate the bodies of the fallen, lest they be 
turned to the Ghoul King’s cause. A few rose again, but 
never in numbers great enough to turn the tide. 

We called upon Madriel and Corean, receiving 
new spells, divine blessings and guidance, but neither 
god proved able to intervene directly on our behalf. 
Eventually, both we and the Silverisle forces would 
have fallen. 

The siege went on for nearly eight months, and 
by the end our clerics and paladins were exhausted, 
the Silverislanders reduced to a mere handful, and 
our walls battered and pockmarked. In the winter of 
61 AV, the first of our relief force arrived in the form 
of five hundred Sisters of the Sun, who sailed into our 
harbor bringing much-needed supplies. 

Victory and Sorrow 
It was not until early 62 AV that the Sisters had 

at last formed a true army to save us. They were joined 
by several mercenary bands and forces from nations 
that owed us allegiance - Azale, Padrinola and even 
bellicose Thorvalos. They landed along the eastern 
coast of Silverisle and struck inland, constantly har- 
ried and attacked by raiding parties from the enemy. 
At length, they fought their way through to assault 
the forces besieging our citadel, and joined forces 
with the army of Silverisle. After many months, these 
islanders - once peace-loving farmers and peasants 
-had been transformed into a battle-hardened force 
of warriors. Though their number was greatly dimin- 
ished, their bravery and hard-won skill at arms had 
helped to save our citadel from disaster. 

Together, the two armies struck at the undead, 
and our knights sallied forth from the Citadel of the 
Sun. Once more, the strength of Madriel was with us, 
and the enemy was shattered, driven back into the sea 
and vanquished utterly. 

With the last of the Ghoul King’s minions driven 
off, we paused to survey the damage. Like the Divine 
War, our victory had been costly - perhaps too 
costly for the people of Silverisle. One in four lay 
dead, and perhaps twice that number sorely wounded. 
Our healers worked day and night to save them, and 
with the aid of Madriel, few of the wounded died. 
Most were able to return to their homes and try to 
rebuild their lives. 
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Our order was reduced by half, and it would be 
many years before we could return to our former 
strength. Solemnly, we laid the dead to rest, praying 
for their souls, conveying them into the merciful arms 
of the First Angel. There was much mourning in 
those days, and once more some of us began to give in 
to despair. 

But life returned, as life does. Within a decade, 
much of the island had returned to its old state, 
though from time to time we were troubled by undead. 
Individuals or small bands cut off from their army or 
lying dormant for years would rise up and terrorize 
isolated villages or farms, but our knights responded 
swiftly, and these creatures were never allowed to 
survive for long. 

We recruited knights from across the continent, 
and a new generation soon arose. These new Sisters 
were more direct, inclined to take action first and ask 
questions later. Our order had changed, and now we 
began to take the fight more directly to the enemy. 
Expeditions into the desert and the wilderness sought 
surviving titanspawn bands. More fleets sailed east to 
raid the Charduni Empire. We sent representatives 
to treat with the forsaken elves, and further investi- 
gate the plots of Momus. We also strove to make 
peace between the human nations, constantly at war 
and torn apart by the machinations of the Jack of 
Tears. Some even ventured beyond the shores of 
Termana, making contact with Madriel- and Corean- 
worshippers on Ghelspad and Asherak. Indeed, some 
of our sisters have taken to making pilgrimages to the 
Holy City of Light, Hetanu, in Asherak. 

The Ghoul King had been defeated, but not 
destroyed, and once more his forces retreated to the 
Isle of the Dead. Today, 15 years after his second 
defeat, we are no closer to ridding the world of his evil. 

With these words, I pass my authority on to my 
successors, for I am bound to join with Mother 
Madriel. Her mercy has guided me through my long 
life, and brought salvation to our benighted conti- 
nent. I bid those who follow me continue to carry the 
blessings of Madriel to the people of Termana, and 
fight the evil of the titans wherever it appears. Above 
all, I bid you not to grow lax as we did, but to always 
remain on guard against the return of the Ghoul 
King, for he lives on, safe in his fastness, always 
scheming against the forces of the living. 

Farewell, my Sisters! May Madriel guard and 
keep you, and may her love make you stronger. 
Blessings upon you. 

The most mysterious and frightening of 
Termana’s inhabitants is the being called the Jack 
of Tears, ruler of the dark carnival that occupies 
the trackless swamps known as Blood Bayou. 

Though his reputation is that of a diabolical crea- 
ture whose dark laughter heralds only pain, Jack is 
nonetheless a cunning and slippery being, who 
plays his foes against each other, and the while 
dwelling safely in the heart of his bayou. 

The most vexing question about the Jack of 
Tears, also called Momus and the Laughing Man, 
is his origin. It is known that he  emerged from the 
swamps soon after the defeat of the Ghoul King, 
and even claimed to  have taken a hand in the fight, 
helping to drive the necromancer’s legions from 
his swamp. He seems connected in some way to the 
Blood Sea, and possibly to the submerged titan 
Kadum. His allies are the leaders of his various so- 
called Karnival Krewes, and the powerful Queen 
Ran, ruler of the Blood Sea krakens. 

The Jack of Tears is always seen masked; this 
is appropriate, given that he presents a different 
face to everyone who sees him. The following tales 
follow his history through the eyes of those who 
have met him, and each sees him from a slightly 
different perspective. 

In the Bayou 
A band of warriors led by Dura, a Sister of the 

Sun, encountered the being that might have become 
Momus while fighting against the Ghoul King’s le- 
gions, deep in the marshes of northwestern Termana. 
Her story suggests some possible explanations for 
Momus’ origins, but has never been definitively con- 
firmed. 

Slowly, our forces had been gathering over 
months, in the brief respite that the Ghoul King’s 
pause had granted us. W e  were not yet ready to face 
the undead directly, and instead held our ground in 
camps and fortresses in the midst of the mangrove 
swamp called Blood Bayou. W e  patrolled the sur- 
rounding waterways in flat-bottomed boats, poled 
along by local guides. We paladins wore light 
armor for fear of drowning in the filthy water 
should we fall overboard in our traditional full 
plate. 

This far into the swamps, we rarely encoun- 
tered the Ghoul King’s undead. Our most common 
foes were errant bands of titanspawn, blood sea 
mutants, and wild dire creatures of all descriptions. 
This day was to prove different, however. 

I led a squad of soldiers, veterans from several 
different nations now united under Madriel’s ban- 
ner. W e  were returning to  camp after an uneventful 
day of patrolling when the dirty water around us 
began to boil and churn. I called upon my squad to 
prepare for combat, for it was a sight that we had 
seen countless times. 

When the first skeletal hand reached out of 
the water to  grip the gunwale of our boat, I struck 
at it with my sword, feeling Madriel’s strength flow 
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through me. Around us, more of the foul walk- 
ing dead began to emerge, and I called upon the 
goddess to help me banish them. Several disin- 
tegrated, or disappeared beneath the water, but 
almost immediately, more rushed in to take 
their place. This was no patrol or wandering 
band of undead- it was a portion of the enemy’s 
army, probing the swamps and seeking our forces. 

I shouted at our guide to get us out of that 
place, but even as I did, two of the enemy 
dragged him from the boat and into the muddy 
waters. 

The fight was a whirl of blood, bone and 
steel, and I remember only instants - a zombie 
lurching into the boat, its near-severed head 
hanging by a rotting scrap of flesh, a soldier 
hacking one of our foes in half, another soldier 
with his throat torn out, gouting blood and 
staring at me in horror as he died.. . All these are 
burned into my memory, a waking nightmare in 
growing darkness. 

Madriel’s power sustained me. I banished 
many, destroyed more, called again on  the god- 
dess’ blessing to fill my companions’ hearts with 
courage, and to heal their wounds. Yet it all 
seemed futile, for the creatures never stopped 
arising from the waters, and for every one we 
defeated, two took its place. As the bloody sun 
set, I was the last combatant left standing - my 
companions were dead or gravely wounded. 

The greatest horror was yet to come. In the 
twilight, a figure emerged from the swamp wa- 
ter, dripping with slime and corruption. It might 
once have been human, but now it was a pale 
travesty of life - a vampire-lord, with dark 
bestial eyes and corpse-pale flesh. 

“Paladin,” it hissed. “My master has bid me 
bring you to him.” 

I held up my sword, defiantlv. “Never!” I 
shouted. ‘‘I will never go with you!” 

The vampire chuckled. “You will, paladin. 
Alive or dead, you will.” 

I shouted, and prepared to  defend myself as 
the monster strode through the shallow water 
toward me. I struck at  the vampire, but my blow 
seemed t:o have no effect. Its claws slashed 
through m y  leather armor, and I felt hot blood 
on  my skin. The vampire laughed again, and 
closed in for the kill. 

But then it hesitated, giving me a chance to 
swing my sword at it once more. My blade bit 
this time, wounding the creature. Then, some- 
thing amazing happened. The vampire fell back, 
retreating from me and, to my surprise, slipped 
and fell into the dark water with a splash. 
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In the gloom, I saw two dark forms gliding 
through the swamp, and where the vampire fell 
there erupted a geyser of water, as if a great struggle 
was taking place beneath the surface. 

“Foolish one,” said a voice behind me. “Does 
he not know that this is my realm now?” 

I turned and beheld my savior. 
I could not see him clearly, for his manlike 

form was hidden among the roots of an  ancient 
mangrove tree. 

“Who are you?” I asked. “Why have you helped 
me? Do you serve Madriel?” 

The shadow laughed at  that. Though I and my 
surviving companions, whom I tended to as I spoke 
to the stranger, had been saved by his interven- 
tion, the laugh was cold and cruel-sounding. 

“DO I?” the being asked in sudden wonder- 
ment. “Who am I!” His voice was high and musical. 
“Who am I indeed? Do I serve the gods? Do I serve 
the titans? Am I of the blood of Kadum, or did the 
gods make me!” He paused for a time, and only the 
sound of insects humming in the darkness echoed 
in my ears. ‘‘I do not know, holy woman. I do  not 
know what I am.” 

“You say you rule here,” I said. “Is this your 
realm? Will you aid us in our struggle against the 
Ghoul King?“ 

The figure seemed to consider my words. As I 
watched, the two dark forms swam toward him and 
rose from the swamp. It was dark, but I fancied that 
they resembled two upright creatures, manlike in 
shape, but with the features of reptiles. I thought a t  
first they might be asaatthi or other titanspawn, 
but they were different somehow - larger and 
more imposing, with heads more like crocodiles 
than serpents. 

“Yes,” the shape said at  last. “I believe that I do 
rule here. I have not ruled for long. I have not been 
alive for long. No, I don’t believe that I have. Or, 
mayhap I have, but certainly not like ... this.” 

Wan moonlight had begun to shine through 
the trees by now. Some of this light fell upon the 
figure, and I fancied that I could see an emaciated 
man, clad in what appeared to be the tattered and 
filthy remnants of a jester’s costume. His face was 
not clear - either he  wore a mask or his face was 
covered in white paint like a harlequin or clown. 
The two reptile-creatures crouched protectively 
near him as he spoke. 

“And I will help you against this Ghoul King,” the 
creature continued. “He is presumptuous and foolish, 
sending these pathetic minions into the swamp where 
I rule. Yes, I will aid the gods. This time.” 

Then there was a rush of wind, and the figure 
was gone, as if he had never been. In silence, we 

made our way back to camp, where we reported 
what we had learned. 

To this day I do not know what this creature 
was, or why it helped us. In the days that followed, 
as we marched south against the legions of the 
Ghoul King, our story was forgotten. 

When the being that called itself the Jack of Tears 
emerged from the swamps, many wondered who or 
what it truly was, but my surviving companions and I 
knew that we had already made this creature’s ac- 
quaintance. Many speculated at the Jack of Tears’ 
intentions, his motivation, and his inner nature. 

I did not need to speculate. I knew of this 
strange being’s inner nature. 

For when I had allowed Madriel to guide my 
hand, reaching out to observe the soul of the 
shadowy figure in the swamp, I had detected a pure 
and simple evil, greater than I had ever felt before. 

The Shadow-Kjng 
In the mid- to late 20s AV, after the Ghoul King 

was defeated, odd things began to transpire in north- 
western Termana. A strange and unworldly train of 
wagons, accompanied by a motley band of performers 
and bizarre creatures, made its way through the land. 
Led by a being who called himself the Laughing Man, 
the traveling carnival brought entertainment and dark 
joy to the inhabitants of the region. Tholi was a smith, 
living in the Padrinolan village of Elthom, and writes of 
an  early visit by the Carnival of Shadows. 

They came on a night when both moons were 
full, shining down upon our village, making the 
night-fogs glow with eerie luminosity. Telis the 
innkeeper reported seeing will-0-the-wisps on the 
previous two nights, and as these were considered 
signs of ill omen, most of us stayed indoors behind 
barred doors. 

My daughter Crysa awakened us from a deep 
sleep. She had peeked out the curtains, she said, 
and had seen the lights, dancing and bobbing, out 
in the swamp. When I went to  look, I saw them as 
well, and they were drawing nearer. Straining to 
hear, I detected faint strains of music, growing 
slowly louder. To my amazement, I saw a caravan 
of wagons emerge from the darkness. Some of the 
lights were lanterns hanging from the wagons, 
while others did, indeed, dance and weave magi- 
cally through the air. The wagons were garlanded 
with flowers, vines and bright strings of beads, 
glinting in the wisp-light. 

All around the wagons, dark figures capered 
and danced. Some were tiny, shadowy figures that 
resembled diminutive jesters. Others were tall, 
graceful beings clad in  harlequin’s motley. Still 
others were outwardly human, dressed in dirty 
finery and soiled costumes. There were jugglers, 
acrobats, and strolling musicians, playing bright, 
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joyful melodies. The  wagons were driven by 
hunched, cloaked figures, and muscular creatures 
with dark scales and the heads of alligators guarded 
the procession. The wind bore the sickly-sweet 
odor of spoiled confections. 

A voice issued from the caravan, though I 
cou1.d not see the speaker. 

“My lords and ladies!”cried the voice. It seemed 
light and friendly, but I felt a chill run down my spine 
as I heard it. “We are the Carnival of Shadows, and we 
come to entertain, to amuse, to excite and to edify! 
Come out of your homes and witness our perfor- 
mance, for it is truly aonce-in-a-lifetime opportunity!” 

Slowly, around the town, doors began to open, 
and curious villagers began to emerge. Soon, I stepped 
out ,as well. Crysa and my wife followed, and they 
seemed as torn between fear and curiosity as I. 

The voice continued to narrate the show, 
introducing performers - Narbila the juggler, Ita1 
the Contortionist, Gelbark the Ugliest Mortal on 
Scam, Bastunia the Sword-Swallower, Asha the 
Fire-Dancer. Each in turn performed, and the au- 
dience grew, until at last all the village stood in the 
town square, watching the strange creatures in  our 
midst. 

All the while, the wisp-lights danced about, 
the dark shadow-jesters tumbled and pranced, the 
harlequins strode about, gazing at villagers with 
strange, alien eyes. At length, when dawn paled 
the eastern sky and the full moons sank toward the 
hori:zon, the performers gathered in a circle, and a 
masked figure appeared, dressed in elaborate feath- 
ered cloths, wrapped in a dark blue cloak. 

“All hail the Master of the Carnival, the ines- 
timable, the magnificent, the unparalleled Momus, 
the Laughing Man, King of Shadows, and Lord of 
Dark Delights!” cried one of the human perform- 
ers. “All hail!” 

‘We said nothing, but looked on as the figure 
strode into the center of the circle. Wisp-lights 
swirled around him, casting a strange, flickering 
luminescence. He was masked with the image of a 
laughing face, but in  our hearts, few of us felt like 
laughing. 

“My thanks, fine people!” shouted the laughing 
man, in a high and clear voice. “We hope that our little 
performance has brought new happiness to you in these 
dark times. We offer it to you in the spirit of friendship, 
and in the hope of future prosperity and friendship. In 
return, weaskforthemostminimalofpayments-amere 
pittance, truly.” 

We listened in fearful silence as the Laughing Man 
paused. 

“Enjoy yourselves,” he said at last. “Sing and dance 
with us. Celebrate with us. But when we are done, go to 

your beds.” His voice remained high and jolly, but now a 
tinge of threat enteredhis tone. “Awaken tomorrow, and 
do not question what you have seen. Or what we have 
done.” He stopped and his dark eyes moved across each 
of us. “Do this, and I will be well pleased.” 

The Laughing Man’s words were mild, even friendly. 
Yet each of us felt a deep dread when we heard them, and 
knew in our hearts that this strange creature, a monster 
that seemed neither of the gods nor the titans, would do 
as he pleased, regardless of our wishes. 

How we knew, I cannot say, but we did know.. . and 
as the sun rose, we saw what had happened. The Laughing 
Man and his Carnival haddeparted. Several villagers had 
been sick with a wasting disease - these were gone too, 
absent from their sick beds and nowhere to be found. 
Didu, the village idiot, had vanished as well. We all knew 
what had happened, but none dared to speak of it openly. 

It was not until later that Nadira the seamstress went 
looking for her young son, only to find him missing. She 
cried and screamed then, believing that he had gone with 
the Carnival ofshadows. To this day, we do not know the 
truth of the matter, but most believe that the Laughing 
Man - also called the Jack of Tears - had taken the 
child away. Eachnight, I thank the gods that my daughter 
issafe inourhome. Allthesame, Istillfeelasenseofdread, 
distant and faint, but real nevertheless, that some night I 
will once more see those bobbing lights, and hear that 
faint music, and that the Carnival of Shadows might 
return. 

Tales like Tholi’s were repeated throughout communities 
burderingon the Bbd Bayou. No one ewer saw the Camiwd 
actwllly craweling through the counqsde, nrtr was the cara- 
wan ewer seen afm dawn. Some wiiuages greeted the camiwd 
hppily , glad that their outcasts could be so easily sent away. 
Otherswerereluctant, butnonehadany choice-thecarnivd 
came, thesickandmadvanished, andthatwar that. Stm’esof 
enure viUages being spirited away if they refused the lack of 
Tears’ entertainments kept others in a constant state of fear, 
and few had the courage to deb the carniwd. 

Soon after, theJack ofTears declared himself the Laugh- 
ing Lord of the Blood Bayou, and began to send emissaries to 
other lands. These were his minions -dark harlequins, heron 
pnests , or occasidy human servants. In thLs way, Momus 
formed an intricate diplomatic network, munipulating the 
human states of northwestem T m m ,  turning them against 
each other and reducing the region to a constant state of war. 
Under the guise of maintaining Termam’s security, Momus’ 
Krewe of Wawes patrolled the waters of the Blood Sea, 
sometims preying upon merchant shipping, at other times 
simply chargiqp tarifis and fees, and on stiU other o c ~ i m  
seiingsailors , passengers and cargo and carrying them into the 
swamps. 

To this &y , no one knows what theJack of Tears is up 
to, whathisultimategoabare, orewenwhat cause heserwes- 
gods, titans or himself. AU know, howewer, that his laugh is a 
herald of doom and, as first discowered by the paladin Dura, 
that he is a being of pure and unadulterated evil. 
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Termana Tmeline 
Note: Dates in italics are estimated. 

Year 
- 1000 oc 

0 oc 

500 OC 

1200 oc 

3000 OC 

3465 OC 

3480 OC 

3507 OC 

3521 OC 

0 AV 
2 AV 

10 AV 
12 AV 

18 AV 

19-21 AV 
22 AV 

25 AV 

27 AV 

32 AV 
46 AV 

52 AV 

Event 
The elves found the first of their cities in northern Termana, eventually evolving into the empire of Eldura- 
Tre, a peaceful but powerful alliance of elves and dragons. Their god stands with them, and brings prosperity 
t o  their empire, and the titan Mesos shares many of his secrets, making elven wizards the most powerful on 
the continent. 
A sophisticated civilization arises in the Gamulganjus, the jungle lands of southeastern Termana. Consisting 
of numerous warring city-states, this civilization worships the titans, particularly Hrinruuk, Mormo and 
Chern. 
Seeing that other gods and titans have created races to  serve them, Chardun creates his own race, the 
charduni dwarves, who immediately set off  on the road to empire. 
Afterseveralyearsof drought,crop failures, andsuffering at the handsof thetitans, the peopleofthe jungle 
citiesriseupand throw down their priest-kings,and embracethe worshipof thegods.Thecivilization begins 
a long decline. 
The Charduni Empire is at its height, spanning the continent, held in check only by the elf-dragon alliance in 
the north, and stubborn human states in the east. 
The Divine War begins, and its events bring down the last of the lost jungle civilization of Termana. Chardun 
decrees that his charduni fight alongside the elves and humans for the moment, and the three divine races 
combine forces to fight the titanspawn. The Sisters of the Sun, an all-female knightly order devoted to  
Madriel, is formed. 
The elven wizards and sorcerers in the Citadel of the Rose are assaulted by a horde of demons summoned 
by the titanspawn. The elves erect a magical barrier, cutting the citadel and surrounding lands from the rest 
of Scarn. 
Kadum is bound and flung into the ocean by the gods. The resulting tidal wave of blood is henceforth known 
as Kadum’s Deluge, and it floods much of northern Termana, sorely pressing the elves and humans. The 
Citadel of the Rose is completely cut ofF by the new bay known as Kadum’s Bight. The charduni are the most 
direly affected, with many of their armies drowned. Immediately, the humans and elves break the truce and 
drive the charduni from much of Termana. 
As the high elves prepare for the Final assault on the Charduni Empire, the titan Chern approaches the 
continent, and the elven armies are recalled. In a tragic battle, the elven god is slain, and the enraged elves 
destroychern- theonlytitandefeated bymortalswithoutdivineaid.Thecost ishigh, however,ForChern’s 
Curse visits the elves, transforming them into the race today known as the forsaken elves. 
The Divine War ends, leaving much of Termana in ruins. The Sisters of the Sun struggle to aid the survivors. 
The elves decide to divide their empire into independent principalities. Though the princes are supposed to  
meet in council once a year, the arrangement soon collapses, and the varied forgotten elven states go their 
separate ways. 
The re-emergent Charduni Empire begins to probe along the frontier with the forsaken elves. 
A human necromancer calling himself the Ghoul King rises in southwestern Termana; his undead wade ashore 
along the west coast, driving the human defenders back. The Sisters of the Sun attempt to mount a defense, 
but they too are defeated. 
The Ghoul King’s advance stops, allowing the humansa respite. Pressed up into the lowlands of northwestern 
Termana, they form into a single army under command of the paladin Shanae. 
The human alliance presses southward, driving the Ghoul King’s forces before it. 
In  the southern desert lands, the Ghoul King’s forces make their stand, and Shanae’s army is nearly defeated. 
The goddess Madriel intervenes on behalf of the humans, and the Ghoul King is defeated, his armyscattered. 
The king himself flees to the lsle of the Dead, where he attempts to rebuild his forces. Madriel decrees that 
Shanae take the Sisters to Silverisle and begin construction of the mighty Citadel of the Sun, new 
headquarters of the order. 
Reports oFa strange caravan of wagons and bizarre performers traveling throughout northwestern Termana 
begin to surface. This caravan, known as the Carnival of Shadows, is led by a being called the Laughing Man, 
and after its performances, it vanishes along with the mad, infirm and outcasts of the villages it visits. 
The last formal meeting of the council of princes in the Forsaken elf realms. From this point forward, the 
principalities go their separate ways. 
Citadel of the Sun completed on Silverisle. 
The Charduni begin a major offensive against the Forsaken Elves that climaxes in the three-day long Battle 
of theFords.There, the elf war-queen Kathalema defeats the charduni general lxasamo in single combat, and 
the elves drive the charduni from the field. 
The Laughing Man, also known as Momus and the Jack of Tears, declares an independent state in the region 
of Blood Bayou. He sends his weird emissaries to neighboring kingdoms, and begins to  manipulate the rulers 
into a constant state OF warfare. 
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