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Introduction

A note from the Game Master:

There are currently two Age of Ice games being played and both take place in very different locations as well as very different times in the world’s history. 

The first game to start was the Age of Ice: Children of Kylorin. It was at first simply called Age of Ice, and wasn’t given the sub-title of Children of Kylorin until after the second game began. This game, inspired by the Civ 4 scenario, takes place on the continent of Erebus in the western hemisphere of the world some 400 years after the Ice Age has begun and centers around the Children of the Archmage Kyorin as they hope to bring an end to the Ice Age.

The second game started much later in the evolution of the setting and was a desire to use some interesting themes found in the Magic: The Gathering card game expansion Fallen Empires. So it was aptly named Fallen Empires. This game takes place on the continent of Patria, which is east of Erebus. It also sets itself apart from the other game by taking place in the very first winter that starts the Ice Age off.

This document will make an attempt to reconcile the two games, bring cohesion to the world and expand on the ever growing games. I hope this will assist new players, and be a delight for old members as well.


	- Vardaen
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Chapter One
The History of the World

[image: http://brennor.dyndns.org/~steve/IceAge/Images/IceAge2.jpg]


After 350 years of blizzards and crushing ice, there is a slight lull in winter's fury, as if Mulcarn is distracted by something. The Age of Magic ended when Bhall, the Goddess of Fire, succumbed to the whispers of Agares' and fell. Her worshipers and creations were driven mad, and fire, which had been a powerful ally to man, turned against him.

Each good god was charged with the opposition of an evil god. Bhall was responsible for balancing Mulcarn, the God of Winter. Finding himself unopposed Mulcarn broke The Compact and moved into Creation.

Creation was on the verge of another open war between the gods, that which they had outlawed with The Compact. To keep that from happening a deal was struck and the gods agreed that one god would enter Creation to challenge Mulcarn. That was Sucellus, the God of Nature.

The two gods battled across the face of Creation, entire civilizations still recovering from the Burning Skies that marked the fall of Bhall were destroyed by their power. In the end Sucellus was killed and Mulcarn remained.

Without a God of Nature, the land fell beneath Mulcarn's Eternal Winter. All progress made by man in the Age of Magic was lost and in the 300 years since the Age of Ice began, men have become little more than nomadic savages, wandering in small tribes attempting to survive in the frozen world.

The gods seemed to have forsaken man. Bound by their agreement they cannot enter Creation and even if they did they would likely destroy the rest of mankind in the war. But some hope remains. The goddess Nantoseulta, who loved Sucellus, whispered to her most loyal follower, an archmage kept alive from a previous age, and told him what he must do.

Kylorin was unique among men, the first to be trained in the art of magic by the evil goddess Ceridwen, whom he later betrayed to follow Nantosuelta. Directly instructed by both the evil goddess of conjuration and the good goddess of enchantment he was the most legendary figure of his age, and now he is needed to be the most legendary figure of another age as well.

The Godslayer had been broken in the war between Mulcarn and Sucellus into three pieces and over 300 years those pieces have been moving close to each other. Now they all lie within the continent of Erebus.

Kylorin has gone into this region and has sought out the bands of men that still survive in a battle against Mulcarn and his forces. He has set in motion a plan to reforge the Godslayer and to do what a god had failed to do, kill the God of Winter.

Kylorin has for generations now traveled among the Amurite tribes and Anhel survivors and taken wives, and sired children. As each of his wives grows old and died, he remains young. His children bear his arcane blood, and they rise to mythic deeds among their people. One day Kylorin simply left, walking off into the winter wilds not to be seen again. His children left with the task of completing what he started. Will you fall to Winter God's might, or will you bring about The Thaw and save the world?

--Introduction to Age of Ice: Children of Kylorin


Timeline
The Birth of Time
There was nothing, then there was Creation. The worlds were formed with their heavens and their hells. Things began out of the void and the architects of this time were the gods, many and varied in power. Chief among them were those with the greatest of powers.  It was a time without time, without history, and things began were formed, destroyed, remade, and existed in many various ways.

The Age of Myth
In this age the world was shaped and the eyes of the Gods were focused on it. The other worlds were abandoned for only Creation proved to be sustainable to life. Great forests covered the lands, creatures big and small walked it, and all manner of geological changes were taking place. The very gods walked in Creation spreading their will.

The Age of Dragons
The dragons first came into the world, intelligent beings of great power. The gods took various dragons under their tutelage and shaped their being and their very bloodlines. Turmoil began among the dragons, they felt jealousy and fear, greed and pride, and a rift was soon split among them and among their patron gods. The gods began to oppose one another and it was in this time that sides were chosen, and lines were drawn. Each ‘good’ god stood opposed to an ‘evil’ god and war ripped across Creation. The world was shattered into many continents, deserts were made, mountains were raised and thrown down, forests burned and Creation was nearly destroyed. During the last years of the war new creatures came into Creation: Man, Elf, Dwarf, Orc and many other intelligent beings. These fledgling species were in awe and fear of the gods and the gods saw at once that their war would be the end of them and of Creation so a truce was formed called The Compact.
The Compact 
Each god agreed to leave Creation, to remove themselves from it in order to save it . Such is the god's power that their will is physically manifested. When two or more agree, that manifestation is even more potent. At the formation of The Compact, a symbol of that agreement was created: a sword inscribed with the mark of each god. Each agreed that if they broke The Compact they would be vulnerable to this sword, which came to bear the name Godslayer.

The Age of Awakening
Ancient history truly begins here for the fledgling races of humanoids were spared the war by the Compact and began to grow and flourish. The Gods did not completely abandon the world, they came at times, in secret so others did not know, in their angelic form. Avatars, of greatly reduced power walked among the people. They raised up the primitive people and traits from the gods became part of those people and vice versa. The gods answered prayers in the form of magic through the divine clerics of the world and enlightenment spread. Avatars taught arcane power to their mortal apprentices. In this time Kylorin the Archmage studied at the feet of Ceridwen the Brightstar. The primitives became advanced, and culture and learning spread across Creation. With it however came bloodshed and war, monsters from the Age of Myth remained, Dragons still stalked the land, and the ‘evil’ gods perverted various races to do their bidding like the Orcs or Gnolls, and many others. The gods were in danger of breaking The Compact, and it was Arawn the Soulkeeper, who’s attention rarely turned to Creation, that finally spoke out against the actions of the others and pulled the gods from the brink by threatening to take up Godslayer if they did not relent. They withdrew once more, even more than before, leaving the humanoids to do as they would, the Compact keeping even those like Ceridwen and Mammon the Golden from further direct interference; for now.

The Age of Magic
With the politics of the gods withdrawn once more nations began to rise ruled by the various races. Here is where 'modern' history begins. Hundreds of years pass with countless changes of nations, tribal rule, petty warfare and more all leading up to Icatian's rise to dominance. During these Pre-Years Kylorin founds the Malakim nation in the East of Patria and his dark empire grows slowly.
Timeline for Patria
0 IC – Icatian wars of expansion end and a new era of peace begins. A new calendar is founded and begins being used across Patria. Pre-History and ancient times pre date this.

15 IC – Thelon breaks from the Elohim to found his own elven nation.

139 IC – The greatest of the Kilmor Stonehomes is founded, Kral-Nordak.

232 IC – Junian “The Clean” begins his rule of Icatia. 

351 IC – The War of the Gryphons begins.

363 IC – The War of the Gryphons ends.

422 IC – The Calabim seek immortality. 

440 IC – Calabim breaks with Barduk and the War of the City States begins.

502 IC – The Silence of the Bells. A great solar eclipse takes place which lasts 28 days. It not only blots out the sun but disables magic across Creation during it. Many advances are set back, calamity ensues and it the time is filled with turmoil. Many scholar claim that Esus and Agares were at war in the heaven with Lugus which caused this.

567 IC – Kylorin’s Malakim Empire reaches its height.

607 IC – The Great World War. Malakim, with Calabim support, launch an attack on Icatia pushing deep into Icatia. They seem to be unstoppable but Barduk and the Thelonites support Icatia and slowly turn the tide. Eventually even the Elohim and Kilmor join forces and press the Malakim back. 

700 IC – Kylorin denounces Ceridwen and joins with Nantosuelta.

702 IC – Kylorin goes missing. Malakim falls into civil war.

765 IC – First Kilmor War with the Ember Clans. Kilmor are victorious. Some claim to have seen The Archmage aiding the Kilmor.

860 IC – The final vestiges of Kylorin’s Malakim destroy themselves in a magical cataclysm. The people fall into a great decay and begin their time as nomads in the sands.

862 IC – Second Kilmor War with the Ember Clans. Barduk aids the Kilmor defeating the Ember Clans once more.

873 IC - The Oasis of Amathaon appears in the Great Malakim Desert. It's origins unknown, but it becomes a center of life in the barren desert.

880 IC  – The Blue Knight Adventures. During this time the adventures of the Blue Knight in western Icaita takes place which will eventually lead to the Blue Knight Legends and set the ground work for many knightly orders. No one ever discovers the true identity of the Blue Knight.

901 IC – The Order of Lietbur is Founded. The Order of the Ebon Hand is Founded. Religious reformation and crusades in Icatia begin.

915 IC – The Lanun flee (are driven out of) Icatia.

937 IC – Order of the First Chapel founded in Braduk.

939 IC – War of Shadows. The Crown Prince of Icatia Durnan IV is assassinated late the reign of his aging father the Emperor. This sparks a cold war of succession in Icatia among the noble families. It is an excuse for nobles to fight over land, power, and bloodlines, but most of the action is political and within the shadows. Eventually when Emperor Durnan III dies, he is replaced by Empress Editia the 1st as the outcome of the War of Shadows.

956 IC – Order of the Ebon Hand secretly infiltrates Icaita rising many cults among its populace. Then in a massive ritual of human bloodletting they raise the honored dead of nearly half of Icatia within the very heart of the country. The Order of Lietbur puts down the undead army but at a great loss of life. A second religious reformation begins where cremation becomes preferred funeral service by most to prevent such a calamity from happening again.


1012 IC/0 AFB – The Burning. Bhall Falls to the Whispers of Agares.

04 AFB – A man calling himself Kellinan the Wise leads many of the refuges of Braduk to Trokair.

38 AFB – Trokair falls to demons of The Pit. Kellinan falls defending the retreat of the city.

40 AFB – Oliver Farrel begins his rise to power.

40 AFB – Sucellus Enters Creation with Godslayer and does battle with Mulcarn across the Malakim desert and into Erebus destroying many lands in the battle.

41 AFB – Sucellus is slain by Mulcarn, Goldslayer is shattered and scattered through Erebus.

44 AFB – Third Dwarf war with the Ember Clans.

47 AFB – Palamon named the Hand of Justice in Icatia.

50 AFB – Movement of the ‘Purity of the Untold History’ takes root among young Elohim.

52 AFB – Fallen Empires Game Begins

400 AFB - Children of Kylorin Game Begins


The Age of Ice
Mulcarn has come into Creation and taken over. 350 years of an ice age have settled on the world and he dominates it all.



The Land of Erebus (partial map)
[image: http://brennor.dyndns.org/~steve/IceAge/Images/Map-AgeOfIce.jpg]
1 Parth Ernil (s. Green Sward), destroyed Sylvanhel Home and Moon Gate
2 Fin-Arfinlos (House of the Summer Breeze), Valanhel Stronghold and Moon Gate
3 Caeldanno Torothalion (s. High Haven fo the Cherry Dawn), Sylvhanel Stronghold
4 Entrances to the Dwarven Homes Car'rac and Gharin-din


The Land of Patria
[image: http://brennor.dyndns.org/~steve/FallenEmpires/Images/Maps/Map-Patria-Large.jpg]

Chapter Two
The Divine of the World

The Gods consist of a great pantheon of divine being that create a balance between them. After the creation of The Compact, a divine agreement between all the gods, they have not set foot on Creation in their true forms for fear of destroying it and themselves. They do however gain power from their worshipers and they grant spells and divine powers to those that please them. From time to time they may send angelic servants or come in avatar forms (greatly reduced in power) to Creation when the need is great.
Here is a list of the primary gods, and their domains. This is an overall list and may not represent the thematic understanding of the gods from some cultures point of view such as the Amurites during the Age of Ice.
Cold Domain
Granted Powers: You can call forth frost, command creatures of the ice, and your flesh does not freeze.
Cold Snap (Sp): As a standard action, you can unleash a freezing bolt of divine frost from your outstretched hand, targeting any foe within 30 feet as a ranged touch attack. The frost deals 1d6 points of cold damage + 1 point for every two cleric levels you possess. You can use this ability a number of times per day equal to 3 + your Wisdom modifier.
Cold Resistance (Ex): At 6th level, you gain resist cold 10. This resistance increases to 20 at 12th level. At 20th level, you gain immunity to cold.
Domain Spells: 1st—chill touch, 2nd—chill metal, 3rd—sleet storm, 4th—ice storm, 5th— wall of ice, 6th—cone of cold, 7th—elemental body IV (water only), 8th—horrid wilting, 9th—elemental swarm (water spell only).



	Good Gods
	Counters
	Domains (Sub Domain)
	Favored Weapon

	Amathaon the Pure
Goddess of Fertility
	Mammon
	Community, Repose, Travel, Water
	Mace

	
	
	
	

	Bhall the Fallen1
Goddess of Fire
	Mulcarn
	Fire, War, Strength, Liberation
	Axes (any)

	
	
	
	

	Junil the Righteous
God of Justice
	Aeron
	Law, Strength, Good, Nobility
	Spear

	
	
	
	

	Lugus The Everwatchful
God of Light
	Agares
	Sun, Fire, Protection, Glory
	Swords (any)

	
	
	
	

	Nantosuelta the Faithful2
Goddess of Enchantment
	Ceridwen
	Magic, Mysticism, Charm, Air
	Dagger (Iuak3)

	
	
	
	

	Sirona the Wise
Goddess of Wisdom
	Esus
	Knowledge, Good, Luck, Healing
	Staff

	
	
	
	

	Sucellus the Broken4
God of Nature
	Camulous
	Weather, Plant, Animal
	Bow

	
	
	
	

	  1 – She fell near the end of the Age of Magic during what is called The Burning. 
            She and her follower’s souls reside now in the underworld, trapped there.
2 – She redeems Kylorin and sends him to Erebus to stop the Age of Ice.  
3 – Favored weapon during the Age of Ice.
4 – Killed by Mulcarn at the end of the Age of Magic, his death freed the way for Mulcarn’s Eternal Winter. 
           Does not grant powers any longer.




	Neutral  Gods
	Counters
	Domains (Sub Domain)
	Favored Weapon

	Arawn the Soulkeeper4
God of Life and Death
	N/A
	Death, Repose, Darkness
	Scythe

	
	
	
	

	Danalin the Thoughtful
God of Water
	N/A
	Water, Knowledge, Restoration
	Trident

	
	
	
	

	Kilmorph the Stoneforged
God of Earth
	N/A
	Earth, Artifice, Rune
	Hammer (any)

	
	
	
	

	Tali the Windborne
Goddess of Air
	N/A
	Air, Weather, Magic
	Javelin

	
	
	
	

	4 – Arawn is almost completely uninterested in what happens in the world as his attention is on the underworld.



	Evil  Gods
	Counters
	Domains (sub Domain)
	Favored Weapon

	Aeron the Spiteful
Goddess of Hate
	Junil
	Evil, Trickery, Madness, Charm
	Dagger

	
	
	
	

	Agares the Black1
God of Night
	Lugus
	Darkness, Strength, Destruction, Revolution
	Polearm (any)

	
	
	
	

	Camulos the Warblade
God of War
	Sucellus
	War, Chaos, Destruction, Evil
	Battle Axe

	
	
	
	

	Ceridwen the Brightstar2
Goddess of Conjuration
	Nantosuelta
	Magic, Artifice, Knowledge, Void
	Staff

	
	
	
	

	Esus the False
Goddess of Deception
	Sirona
	Trickery, Charm, Chaos, Air
	Bow

	
	
	
	

	Mammon the Golden
God of Greed
	Amathaon
	Glory, Nobility, Earth, Greed
	Flail

	
	
	
	

	Mulcarn the Betrayer3
God of Winter
	Bhall
	Cold4, Evil, Weather, War
	Spear

	
	
	
	

	1 – His whispers caused the downfall of Bhall.
2 – First brought arcane magic to man. Was Kylorin’s first teacher.
3 – Killed Sucellus and has caused the Age of Ice.
4 – The Cold Domain is a homebrew domain detailed below.



	Minor  Gods &
Celestial/Infernal Beings
	Counters
	Domains (Sub Domain)
	Favored Weapon

	Rohadil the Horselord1
God of Horses
	N/A
	Animals, Travel, Community
	Longspear & Lance

	
	
	
	

	Droskar the Dark Smith2
Dwarven God of Toil
	N/A
	Toil, Glory, Slavery
	Hammer (any)

	
	
	
	

	Illserdera the Scaled3
Goddess of Serpents
	N/A
	Scalykind, Sun, Ambush
	Scimitar

	
	
	
	

	1 – Worshiped by a small tribe of Amurites in the Age of Ice.
2 – His worship in ancient dwarven times is hardly remembered these days. Even to this day only a few dwarven scholars remember him. What or who he truly was may never be known. He has no followers or power any more.
 3 – She is little known save to those in desert wastes of Malakim and it’s not known if she survives the Age of Ice.



Holy Symbols of the Gods
Aeron – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_aeronKopie.png]		Agares – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_agaresKopie.png]
Amatheon – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_amatheonKopie.png]		Arawen – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_arawenKopie.png]
Bhall – 		[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_bhallKopie.png]		Camulous – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_camulousKopie.png]
Ceridwen – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_ceridwenKopie.png]		Danalin – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_danalinKopie.png]
Erus – 		[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_esusKopie.png]		Kilmorph – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_kilmorphKopie.png]
Junil – 		[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_junill.png]		Lugus – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_lugus.png]
Mammon – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_mammonKopie.png]		Mulcarn – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_mulcarnKopie.png]
Nantosuelta – [image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_nantoKopie.png]		Sirona – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_sironaKopie.png]
Sucellus – 	[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_sucellus.png]		Tali – 		[image: http://img.photobucket.com/albums/v619/Neptis/AoI/sw_taliKopie.png]
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The Afterlife
Like any land with various cultures and religions the truth about the afterlife is never certain. What is certain however is that there is life after death in one manner or another. What is generally accepted by all people is some variation on the following.
The Truly Sinful and Proud find their spirits roaming the burning caverns of Hell where Agares the Black rules. Tormented and tortured those spirits that end up here are truly damned. Some of the more evil souls may find themselves reborn as daemons or devils and find a second life of sorts serving Agares in this manner.

The Truly Pure and Virtuous find their spirits elevated to the celestial realms of Heaven where they walk with their patron deities in nirvana. The truly righteous may ascend as angels or other creatures of the celestial realms.

Most dead souls however find their way to Arawn the Soulkeeper a truly neutral deity who is tasked with shepherding the dead either into the underworld till The End or sending them back to relive life again in hopes of living a better life and rising up to the celestial realms.

The dwarves generally believe that living an honorable and glorious life will bring you to the Forgehalls of the Crafter where you will see your ancestors and drink and be merry until The End.

The elves are currently in a bit of a state of chaos at this point with the death of Sucellus. It was once believed good elves would wander the Eternal Forests in the celestial realms at the guidance of Sucellus but now none are certain what may happen to those elves who would have normally gone there. Nor are they sure what's happened to the spirits that already reached that place.



Chapter Three
The People of the World


The world is split into several continent and each has developed over time into many diverse cultures. Two main continents dominate the world and have distinctly different histories as well as time periods. What follows is at first a short sinoposys of the people of each game. First are those on Patria before the Age of Ice, and then those of Erebus during the Age of Ice.

Of Patria before the Age of Ice

Braduk (Human)
The people known as the Braduk were originally one of a number of free cities in the Age of Magic. The city of Braduk was a thriving metropolis, until the goddess Bhall fell from heaven, crashing literally through the earth and leaving a perpetually flaming pit where most of Braduk used to be. A few thousand human souls survived and were brought along in her wake, trapped in Agares' Hell and surrounded by flames and servants of the King of Despair Agares. An epic battle left many people as thralls of one of the various lords of Hell, but some managed to escape. Constantly on the run, they nonetheless preserve a semblance of a human society. Existing among the shades, they have no need of food to survive, and soon found that the river through Agares' home cleansed the memories of mortals.

They face a bleak existence but refuse to give up, and have caught the eye of Junil. These people have been formed into a mighty weapon in the very lair of evil, and Junil wishes this not to be wasted. He has sent Sabathiel the Archangel to guide them back out through the very portal they had entered through. They remain on the march seeking a way home till this day.

Calabim (Human)
Ancient and powerful, the rulers of the Calabim possess a dark secret. Through fell ritual their lives can be prolonged at the expense of others, and by this act Tourach has created a decadent vampire aristocracy. Their battlefield success comes at a price they are only too happy to pay -- the blood of their human thralls, kept in miserable conditions to serve as little more than cattle. This has incensed all honorable nations of Patria, but even the strongest knights of the Order of Lietbur cannot compare to the might of a vampire lord. 

Clan of Embers (Goblinoid/Orc)
Are the numberless orcs of Patria shunned because of their viciousness and cruelty, or are they cruel and vicious because they are so shunned? A riddle which troubles sages and priests, perhaps, but battlefield commanders have little time for such thoughts when the Clan of Embers is upon them. Quick and harsh like the fallen goddess they serve, orcs and goblins have menaced civilizations since the end of the Age of Dragons. In the Age of Ice, however, they pose a more dire threat as uncontrolled hordes have been shaped into one mighty clan under Morcarag the War-Priest. The now threaten to overwhelm the dwarves of Kilmor.

Malakim (Human)
The people of the Malakim are descended from inhabitants of a border province in Patria, a large human kingdom in the Age of Magic. The kingdom was ruled by the powerful Kylorin the Immortal Archmage, whose repentance sundered the empires such that it did not survive intact to face the destruction that heralded the end of the Age. The small states that survived this political change were led by men ill prepared to hold a people together. Petty kings, power hungry mages, and tyrannical cult leaders fell into a civil war over control of Kylorin’s empty throne. In the end a great magical cataclysm destroyed what was left of the sub –continent turning much ofit into desolate waste lands, badlands, and deserts. A Crusade from Icatia finished what was left, wiping their history and written language off Patria. What remained became nomadic people who fell backwards into tribal life like that once exist before Kylorin arrived to rule the land.  They now are a collection of loose desert nomadic tribes that wander the edges of civilization.

Elohim (Elven)
The Elohim Anhel are the heirs to an honored and selfless legacy. Throughout the ages they have guarded sacred shrines, given comfort to the broken, and brokered peace among between deadly rivals. The role the Elohim have chosen earns them the adoration of the humble man, but rulers often resent their meddling and seek the mysteries they guard. Though he prizes peace above all, Einion Logos will not let his followers be slaughtered like lambs as Winter arrives. And though she is willing to sacrifice all, Ethne the White will not stand by as their good works are undone by the growing evil that sees kindness as vulnerability.

Thelonites (Elven, Half Elven) 
Centuries ago a young activist elf by the name of Thelon saw what the humans and other races were doing with their fledgling nations and he desired to do the same for the elves. It was not an easy sell for the secretive and hidden Elohim. Eventually after an internal conflict among the Eloh a new nation would be founded under Thelon's leadership. The Theonites are more of a traditional nation, founded by elves for elves (with the occasional half elf among them). In the dangerous coming age the Thelonites look for a way to survive the coming winter and dabble in secret magic and powers to create a new food source called thallids in hopes to defeat Mulcarn's coming Age of Ice.

Kilmor (Dwarven)
Sturdy dwarves, the Kilmor had finally stepped out to embrace their destiny as one of Patria’s�™ powers when calamity struck. Bhall's fall from the heavens has destroyed much of the dwarven progress, and released the Clan of Embers on them. Beset by raiding Orcs and demonic creatures rising up from the Pit the dwarves hold on tradition is a slipping grasp. Steadfast in battle, in faith, and in friendship, they built their empire slowly but loose more and more of it in warfare with the orcs. Muric Greyshield and Balwain Ashbeard bear each other an old grudge, but an older debt, and while neither would ask help from each other, each would gladly die for the other.

Lanun (Half Elves, Elves, Humans)
Exiled to the sea long ago, for crimes long forgotten, the Lanun were once human and elves and half elves, but generations of inter breeding have turned them into a near pure strain of half elves now (With a small elven or human population from new recruits). The oceans and seas of the world are home to the Lanun, an untamable people as comfortable on deck as on land. Every captain is a nation unto himself, and the two most powerful are Falamar and Hannah the Irin. Falamar is as dauntless as the waves, with an allure that draws in women from any port, while Hannah is as fickle as the wind, and a tempest when crossed. They are unrivaled on the waves, but as the conflicts of Patria draws them in they will be forced to fight on battlegrounds of every type, and must stand firm or be buried in the snows of time.

Icatia (Human, Elves, Half Elves, Dwarves)
Icatia is populated mostly by humans, but unlike other nations does have a sizable non-human population and is the largest of the Patrian empires. It has an extensive mercantile system, elected officials, vast medical expertise, and a powerful army. Icatia is also the home the Order of Leitbur a sect of clerics and paladins founded by Bethan Leitbur to worship the Hand of Justice Junil. The Order of Leitbur directly opposes the Order of the Ebon Hand, a religious sect found in Calabim. Corruption runs rampant among Icatia's many officials, allowing a man Oliver Farrel to gain vast numbers of cult-like followers. On the surface, the Farrelites strive for political and social reform, and believe that the Order of Leitbur hasn't gone far enough in opposing the Ebon Hand.

Illians (Fey)
These are the foul creatures that serve the despot god Mulcarn. The fearsome supernatural winter of the Age of Ice is to shape this society. They are missionaries come from over the sea who offer protection to the people of Patria for exchange in loyalty to Mulcarn. They are heralds of the God of Winter, and travel the country converting by any means necessary those that attempt to resist Mulcarn's influence.

Frostlings (Goblins, Bugbear, Giants, Fey)
The Frostlings are a collection of goblins, hobgoblins, bugbears, trolls and other monstrous humanoids who are servants of the God of Winter. They are not to be confused with the Orcs of the Ember Clans. For they have not yet converted the Ember Clans to Mulcarn’s cause. Frostlings are growing in numbers in the cold northern mountains and are seen more and more raiding southwards, often at the heels of the Illians against those that refuse to accept the Illian's offer of "protection".
The Elohim
The Elohim are a collection of various hidden and secret druidic havens spread across Patria. Unlike their Thelonite cousins they do not have a single nation or unified leadership. Each haven has its own leaders and traditions, but generally share similar ideals and practices. 

The government of the Elohim is a mix of direct democracy and theocracy. To make decisions, the members of an Elohim community gather in assemblies, where the debate and vote on matters. Some times there are sharp disagreements they can't resolve, but usually they prefer to work by consensus in these assemblies, instead of a majority simply defeating a minority. The assemblies are overseen and facilitated by the Elders of the community, the wisest, most experienced of the Elohim. These are primarily (though not exclusively) senior clerics or druids. They also play the role of magistrates in settling disputes within a community.

The Elohim as a whole are a loose confederacy, with each community electing delegates (usually from among the community's Elders) to make any decisions that need to be made by the Elohim as a whole.

The Elohim have a great deal of respect for their Elders, showing them a certain amount of deference. They also, however, value individual freedom and this deference is never mindless. The Elohim feel free to question their Elders when they are unconvinced of the wisdom of their suggestions. Often times what earns an Elder the most respect is encouraging just such questioning.

The physical lay-out of an Elohim community is stereotypically elf-like--their buildings are elegantly integrated into the surrounding landscape, often in the upper stories of trees, though not exclusively so. As the larger world grows more threatening, these communities are becoming more fortified, both physically and magically.

The Elohim place a great deal of value on learning and the arts. In regard to the latter, they try to imbue all the material aspects of their society--buildings, clothes, armor and weapons, etc.--with a certain elegance when they make them. Calligraphy, brush-painting, tea ceremonies--are very much central to the Elohim. They also tend to favor elaborate full-body tattoos as a form of adornment and artistic expression.

On the Elven language

The Elohim and Thelonite speak different dialects of the same language. It has been the Thelonite who have taught Elvish to other races--the Elohim have refused to do so, because non-elves can't master some of the more subtle nuances of its pronunciation and the Elohim find the sound of a non-elf pronouncing Elven grating to their ears. 

They have never entirely forgiven their Thelonite cousins for teaching the tongue to non-elves. (Which is not to suggest that there is a resulting deep-seated grudge. It's more the sort of thing that makes the Elohim roll their eyes and shake their heads when speaking of the Thelonites.) Since all Elohim names mean something, as a consequence, when they speak to non-elves, they translate those names, rather than speaking them in Elvish. ("Elohim" translates as "The Children of Wisdom" or simply "The Wise People." Non-elves picked up the term Elohim from the Thelonite, and perverted it to Elf.) To the Elohim, the Thelonite dialect sounds slightly vulgar and debased. To the Thelonite, the Elohim dialect sounds slightly archaic, formal and stilted. The two are both easily mutually intelligible, but it's not hard to tell which dialect someone is speaking either. Most non-elves learn the Thelonite dialect because of the Elohim's refusal to teach Elvish to outsiders.

Examples of Elohim Naming

Allareia-Nosaki-na'Tirris Arrasul-Elassyrin-el'Tirion: Relcutant Follower of Dreams of the Dancers in the Glade Clan

Quorris-na'Tiraglass-Nastul: Haven of the Nine Water Falls

Quorris-na'Ellellen-Locrier: Haven of the Graceful Oaks

Seylin-na'Hos-Kirriel: Holy Order of the Watchful Sword

Elven is one of those languages where the adjective follows the noun, so "allareia" means "follower," "nosaki" reluctant; "hos" means sword, "kirriel" watchful.

"Na'" means "of," "el'" means "in."

"Quorris" means "haven."

"Arrasul" indicates a Clan name--I guess it could be interpreted as "of the Clan of."

On Elven Religion

With the fall of Bhall and the death of the Elven Creator Sucellus the elven religious structure is in a great upheaval. Elves have an extremely long life and as such are slow to react to change as quickly as the shorter lived species on Patria. The death of Sucellus only a decade ago is still having far reaching ramifications for the religious leaders of the Elohim and the Thelonites. Many of the highest level Clerics of Sucellus found themselves suddenly stripped of their powers when the god was slain by Mulcarn. This magical and spiritual backlash has taken years to overcome, and many of them clerics of the elves have not even finished their mourning of the loss of Sucellus. Those clerics who were solely devoted to Sucellus have turned to druidic paths to try and keep the nature spirit of Sucellus alive, and have managed, to some degree, to be successful. However nature is greatly out of balance, and with the growing power of the God of Winter Mulcarn it is proving to be a daunting challenge for most.

However not all of the Elohim were narrowly minded in their worship, a rare bit of positive influence taken from their cousins of the Thelonites who worship a pantheon of good an neutral aligned gods. Particularly favored gods are Danalin the Thoughtful, Sirona the Wise, and Nantosuelta the Faithful (in her capacity as the good-aligned goddess of magic), as well as those that represent the various elemental compass points. The clerics who worshiped the pantheon felt a great loss at Bhall's fall and corruption, but were able to adjust eventually, and as such have recovered, at least partially, at the death of Sucellus. As conditions on Patria have continued to grow worse and with Frostlings making raids on Elohim lands, a warrior order following Lugus the Everwatchful and Junil the Righteous has arisen. These devotees to the pantheon often are able to draw prayers and spells from the various gods of it, and not simply draw from one single set of domains.

A new sect has taken up a task to keep the memory of Sucellus the Broken and Bhall the Fallen alive, in hopes that one day the two gods will be restored to their rightful place. Many of these elves are either now druids or simply have no magical abilities and work as monks and sages.

Elohim Tattoos
Among the Elohim a tradition has been passed on for centuries, its founding and purpose now lost to the ancients of history. Most Elohim are covered in elegant and mystical tattoos that cover some part of the body, and in many cases include the face (but not always). These tattoos can be read like a history book by those with the proper skill (Knowledge: Nobility, History). Each line and curve of an Elohim's tattoo represents an ancestor, a historical event, or an organization fealty in the elf's life or ancestor's life. Needless to say these tattoos can become very complex as a Elohim grows and adds to them.

A rare movement among young Elohim has just begun since the death of Sucellus. Many of those born just before or during the year of Sucellus death have refused to receive their first tattoos (which are generally applies after the first decade of life). Others stranger still have spoken of having their tattoos removed to honor the loss of the god who was the elf’s patron.

How the tattoos are made, and if they contain any magical power is a closely guarded secret.

The Thelonites
Founded by the Elohim Thelon, who still rules there today, the Thelonite Nation mirrors that of its human counter parts. Thelon saw what the other races were doing and desired to do the same with the Elohim but the elders of the Elohim had no desire to follow that path. So with like minded elves he left the northern reaches of Patria and founded the Thelonite nation in Havenwood along the southwestern coasts of the continent.

Havenwood a is tremendous forest in the west of Patira. The elves live in many fortress-like villages throughout the forest. Composed of primarily hunters and druids, when trouble arises all of the farmers and hunters arm themselves and serve as militia. The powerful druids among the Thelonites are learning to create creatures from fungus called thallids which produced saprolings. Saprolings and thallids are being used as a food source as crops began to wither. 

Hightrunk Chamber is the capitol of the elven empire in Havenwood. Serving as the seat of power for the elven king and the meeting place for his council.

The Kilmor

The Kimor or Dwarves are a hardy folk found on Patria and Erebus both. Followers of the God Kilmorph there seems little difference between the factions on either continent. They hold to rigid traditions and are as slow to evolve as they stone they love.

Of the Dwarven Strongholds

 Kral-Nordak "Grand Royal Mine"
The largest dwarfhold that contains a rather extensive mithral mine. The current leader (Grand Alrid) of the Azbin Vonthel (Helias Deepstone) and lives there as well as the "High King" (Brakkor Goldhelm) - the most important dwarf king whose council conducts the day to day affairs of the entire dwarven race. Consider Brakkor to be the dwarven equivalent to an emperor, ruling over the other tribes as best he can. The fact that this hold contains the largest mithral supply should make it the most powerful (and guarded) overall - as its valuable resources are desperately needed during the current time of war.

Kral-Valror "Mystic Mine"
A smaller dwarfhold, where the Grand Alrid of the Kilani Yur (the most honorable & revered Rathmar Runeforger) lives. This hold features an extensive library kept by the clerics of the Kilani Yur. Within said library is rumored to contain all the history and secrets of the dwarves, as well as an enormous shrine dedicated to the dwarves' patron god, Kilmorph. The clan's currently appointed king (Barak Goblinsplitter) is an old veteran of the former wars who has become less and less decisive due to his advancing years - though he is still quite well-respected due to his past exploits. Rumors of corruption and dissolution amongst the Kilani Yur echo throughout the hall as a rival heir (Davik Blacktongue - a surname given from his tattooed tongue) has begun to stir doubt amongst the clan about his great uncle's sanity and overall fitness to continue ruling his people during their times of duress.

Kral-Eldak "Warrior's Mine"
A dwarfhold that is well protected and resembles a fortress. The Grand Alrid of the Barring Mor resides there (Gorek Trueaxe). The king (Braddok Goldhelm) is Brakkor Goldhelm's brother and a mighty warrior who works together well with the Grand Alrid (they are like minded - focused on war and protection). It is here that the two groups have managed to found an elite organization of well armored and disciplined units known as the "Ironbound."

Kral-Aldak "Forge Mine"
A dwarfhold with extensive workshops and the Grand Alrid of the Ovora Ina, Frorin Forgehammer, resides there. At the moment, the King Dagaar Stoneshifter, oversees the efficiency of the operation and is more interested in exporting dwarven artifacts into human lands than in fighting any threats. Thus, this dwarfhold has become the wealthiest and Dagaar has developed a severe gold-lust. Home to the all-but-nefarious "Knights of the Black Forge" (a band of immoral, greedy, and down-right selfish mercenaries), and the neutral-minded "Mage-smiths" (a merchant guild of dwarven craftsmen who care little for anything save than practicing their trade); Kral-Aldak is a saddened necessity amongst the dwarven peoples - one that High King Brakkor must defend as equally as his own!

Kral-Fardak "Fortress Mine"
This smaller mine also resembles a fortress and a small army of stout dwarf warriors protects this one. King Orin Steelhammer is known to be very strict with his retainers. This location is the hardest hit by the Ember Clans and is in a deep state of perpetual war and many say is on the brink of falling to the Orc Clans of Ember.

Kral-Beldak "Northern Mine"
The northernmost dwarfhold. King Orrek "the Craftkeeper" is known to be very conservative (even for dwarf standards). It is here that a smaller sect of cousin-dwarves (known collectively as the Tundrin) are found. Fierce warriors from Erebus, the Tundrin have reluctantly begun to lend their aid to the ongoing battles and have lent the skills of their raging berserkers (a group known as the Mountain's Fury) to King Brakkor's cause.

Kral-Radak "Garden Mine"
This hold features some orchards and gardens outdoors (as well as cattle), which makes it special. The dwarfs here eat more diverse food and are more open to other cultures. (There are also more rangers among them). King Dorrak Mithralgab is known to be a very good diplomat and has a good relationship with the neighboring nations. Here you will find the rather reclusive dwarven druids and rangers that comprise the King's guard (rangers & scouts = Stonehounds; druids, bards, sorcerers = Stonesingers', barbarians, fighters, paladins = Stormhammers).

Kral-Ardent "High Pass Mine"
This hold is on (or under) one of the passes through the Aldar Mountains. King Torrok Shieldbearer swore to defend the pass with his life, though it is unclear against what or who. King Torrok has established an elite unit of guerilla/tunnel fighters known as the "Cavernsgaard" and it is their duty to make sure that the formerly impenetrable entrance into the dwarven domain remains thus.

Of the Factions of the Dwarves

Kilani Yur “proud bearers of runes” (Rune Bearers)
The Kilany Yur are responsible for the lore and the extensive libraries and are often asked to settle a conflict or for advice on proper rituals or on decisions. They are the most secretive and conservative of the orders.

Ovora Ina (Å-vor-ah Ee-NAH) “cunning protectors of the craft” (Makers)
The Makers make sure that the common craftsmen create things using the proper rituals and prayers and they also do a part of the education of the young dwarfs who want to become craftsmen.

Azbin Vonthel (Ahz-BIN VOHN-thell) “guardians of the rock, earth tunnelers” (Stone Walkers) 
The Stonewalkers advise the miners on where to find more ore, they make sure the proper prayers are said every day when mining. Often they accumulate lots of knowledge about the earth, geology and metals. Thus they also assist in the schooling of the young dwarfs.

Barring Mor (BAHR-ing Moor) “bold armor crushers” (Shield Breakers)
The Shieldbreakers are a kind of Templar order, assigned to protect the temples and the priests of the other orders. Sometimes they can be found as bodyguards of other priests.

Icatia
Icatia is by far the largest of the nations on Patria and while dominated mostly by humans it has a large population of every other intelligent race on the continent. It has an extensive mercantile system, elected official, a vast nobility and complex legal system, a vast medical expertise, and a powerful army. It is home to the Order of Leitbur a sect of knight-clerics founded on  Behan Lietbur to worship Junil the Righteous. The Order of Lietbur directly opposes the Order of the Ebon Hand found in Calabim. Corruption runs rampant among Icatia’s many officials and nobility, which has allowed Oliver Fareel to gain vast numbers of cult-like followers. On the surface the Farrelites strive for political and social reform and believe the Order of Lietbur haven’t gone far enough in opposing the Ebon Hand.
Of Icatia’s Factions
The Order of Lietbur (Knightly Order, Clerics, Paladins, Fighters)

The Order of Leitbur is a religious sect in Icactia founded by Bethan Leitbur. Their members are Cleric Knights who worship the Junil the Righteous and Bethan Leitbur himself. Bethan recorded his teachings in The Way and the Order follows it as a codec for their way of life. The Order of Leitbur fundamentally opposes the Order of the Ebon Hand (from Calabim) and the two often clash in combat. With the arrival of the Illians and Mulcarn's forces they have turned their attention to the new threat. However centuries of combat against the Ebon Hand has made it difficult to turn their tactics to a new foe, and they are slow in responding to the new threat. The order is led by one they name The Hand of Justice elected for life from among the most pious of their members.

Internal strife in Icatia has led to a weakening of the Order as many members are swayed into the Farrelite Cult. The Farrelites hold very similar beliefs and goals with Leitbur, but differ in actions often taking to fanaticism and zealotry to eradicate the Order of the Ebon Hand but more importantly Mulcarn's new forces.

Very little is known about the Order of Leitbur's origin as their transcripts are closely guarded to protect against outside influence. There are rumors that the Ebon Hand and Leitbur have a common origin though due to vast similarities in their teachings. While the Order of Leitbur remains separate from the the Icatian army, it is still dedicated to Icatia's defense. 

"May you be strong and valiant, to defeat the enemies of the pure." -Leitbur's Prayer. 

"The powers of the corrupt will fade before the fury of the pure." -Bethan Leitbur, 'The Way'

The Ferrelite Cult

The Farrelites are a breakaway religious sect in Icatia founded by Oliver Farrel. While found throughout Icatia, they are concentrated in the city of Montford. Far more zealous in their actions than the Order of Leitbur, many Icatians are wary of the cult. While the Farrelites still claim to stand for righteousness, purity, and Junil the Righteous, they are quick to label others as impure and have become brutal vigilantes.

Oliver Farrel was originally an Icatian priest who broke away from the Order of Leitbur when he found them too complacent towards the Order of the Ebon Hand. Farrel gathered many followers through impassioned speeches on the street, bringing many of the poor to his flock with talks of political reform against the corrupt Icatian government. When Trokair fell, the Farrelites broke all ties with Icatia and became openly hostile. Farrelite Priests will often stir crowds into a frenzy, accusing innocent people of being agents of the Ebon Hand or of Mulcarn. 

The most fanatic of the The Farrelite Cult have turned to a sort of apocalypse view of how to solve everything. They believe the only way to save the world is to remake it, and they believe that  the god Junil will come down and cleanse the world of everything so creation can start fresh once more. This following is small still, but is growing with each passing season.

"The Hand of Justice will come to cleanse the world if we are true."  - Oliver Farrel

Of Icatian Cities

Windenby
The capital of Icatia. Lady Margaret Ellsworth, Prime Minister of Icatia, dwells here and oversees the Icatian government on behalf of Emperor Duran II

Montford
An outpost town to the south of Havenwood in the north central portion of Icatia, Montford houses many troops due to its location and to counterbalance the heavy concentration of the Farrelites in the area. Oliver Farrel himself is very active in this city, as is his champion Sianna.

Trokair
Was an Icitian city near to The Pit whose destruction caused the Ferelite Cult to break away from Icatia as a whole. Lead by a man calling himself Kellinan the Wise, their troops held out against the daemon and orcs forces long enough to see the city evacuated south. Trokair’s Flagstones still stand to this day.

Rainbow Vale
A mythical place believed to be somewhere in Icaita made popular by the Legends of the Blue Knight. Many knights made it their quest to find where it lay.

Calabim
Once part of the City-State Alliance of the Braduk, they expanded east to the edges of the Malakim as their rulers sought for immortality. Ancient and powerful, the rulers of the Calabim possess a dark secret. Through fell ritual their lives can be prolonged at the expense of others, and by this act Tourach has created a decadent vampire aristocracy. Their battlefield success comes at a price they are only too happy to pay -- the blood of their human thralls, kept in miserable conditions to serve as little more than cattle. This has incensed all honorable nations of Patria, but even the strongest knights of the Order of Lietbur cannot compare to the might of a vampire lord.  

Of Calabim’s Factions

The Order of the Ebon Hand (Knightly and Mage Order)
The Order of the Ebon Hand is a religious sect in Patria founded by Tourach the Dark Judge, the Ebon Hand. They worship the Ebon Praetor (an avatar of Aeron the Spiteful) and Tourach himself, whom was deified after his death. The Order is one of the few places on Patria that welcomes humans and non-humans in the same place. The Order of the Ebon Hand is at war with Icatia, specifically the Order of Leitbur. In addition to Icatia, the Order is also in conflict with the Elohim, but little is known of their conflicts outside of the two groups. 

Much of the origin of the Ebon Hand is forgotten, but it seems to have been originally started as a cult that worshipped Aeron in the form of the Ebon Praetor. Most prominent is that members of the Order upon joining sever one of their hands. There are even mentions of there being a link between the Order and their sworn enemy the Order of Lietbur. It was the Order of the Ebon Hand and Tourach that founded the small nation of Calabim, and often the two are considered one and the same. The talk of vampirism among the higher levels of the order is more than rumor.

Creation of the Thrulls
Endrek Sahr a prominent Wizard in the Order has created Thrulls to serve them as slaves and ritual sacrifices in hopes to withstand the coming Ice Age. Created through a mix of necromancy and alchemy, they so far have proved invaluable resources and are continually being experimented on further. Eventually, they may be created as a replacement source for armor, expendable soldiers, a food source for the vampire leaders, and to ritual assistants. 

"We are no longer nature's children, but her masters..." - The Oath of the Ebon Hand

Of Calabim Cities

Citadel of the Ebon Hand
The Citadel is he center of operations for the Order of the Ebon Hand located along the River Foam in southern Calabim.

Achtep Keep
The Keep is the nation’s current capital, located with the other parts of the empire in the northern forests. Thurzen Lathe oversees this site as Lord High Priest of the Order of the Ebon Hand.

Braduk
The people known as the Braduk were originally one of a number of free City States in the Age of Magic. The city of Braduk was a thriving metropolis, until the goddess Bhall fell from heaven, crashing literally through the earth and leaving a perpetually flaming pit where most of Braduk used to be. A few thousand human souls survived and were brought along in her wake, trapped in Agares' Hell and surrounded by flames and servants of the King of Despair Agares. An epic battle left many people as thralls of one of the various lords of Hell, but some managed to escape. Constantly on the run, they nonetheless preserve a semblance of a human society. Existing among the shades, they have no need of food to survive, and soon found that the river through Agares' home cleansed the memories of mortals.

They face a bleak existence but refuse to give up, and have caught the eye of Junil. These people have been formed into a mighty weapon in the very lair of evil, and Junil wishes this not to be wasted. He has sent Sabathiel the Archangel to guide them back out through the very portal they had entered through. They remain on the march seeking a way home till this day.

There still remains many smaller towns and villages, including some larger ones on the edges of the Pit that still consider themselves Braduk and certainly are historically. However they have fallen by one by to the daemons from the Pit or have joined other nations like Icatia or Calabim.

Of Braduk Factions
Most factions within the City States of Braduk were contained to a single City State, and now most are utterly destroyed. However a few remain that were spread among the various City States.

Order of the First Chapel (Knightly and Cleric Order) 

Extremely devout members of the clergy and nobility first formed this order 75 years before the pit came into being. Their purpose was simple, to protect the followers of Amathaon the Pure while they made pilgrimages to holy sites throughout the continent. Its members were well known as both great defenders of the people and expert cartographers. Many of their expertly detailed maps are gracing the halls of kings throughout the lands.

Small groups of these devout warriors who survived the Fall of Bhall now travel the lands in an attempt to bolster Amathaon's power on earth. Many of the order have become flagellants, believing that the punishments upon their persons is an atonement for their failure to protect those who perished when the pit came into being.

"We can live without religion and meditation, but we cannot survive without human affection." - Mad Dallia, 'After the Fall'

"There is no gain without sacrifice." - Braduk proverb

The Dormuth (Mystics, Outcasts)

The Dormuth, also known as gypsies; are a very secretive. They are shunned by most of the populace of the Braduk, even lowly farmers shoeing them from their land. Their practices are strange and no one knows where they originated from. Their flashy clothing, dark eyes, and dark hair serves as a beacon to those who would seek them out. Since the Pit they have been actively hunted down and put to death, being believed by many to be the harbingers of the great fall. Whether true or not they have gathered in hiding amongst the mountains that overlook the lost Braduk lands...

"At times, survival must outweigh all other considerations." - Unknown Dormuth Gypsy

Of Cities of Braduk

Falcon’s Hollow
This small town is owned and operated by the Lumber Consortium that still remains of the great Guilds. Ruled by a tyrant it may prove to be the center of many changes to come.

Olfden
A large town located on the edge of Barduk and Calabim.

Peptin
A small mountain stronghold where the Order of the First Chapel now calls home.

Of Erebus during the Age of Ice

Amurites (Human)
These are the collective people of the known tribes that Kylorin the Arch Mage lived among. Uniting the people in his efforts, and spreading his wisdom, and his seed among them, the Amurites are the only true hope to bring about The Thaw. The Amurites consist of nine different tribes, some very different from one another. The eight tribes each name and model themselves after a different animal of power, considering it their totem and spirit protector. The tribes are: Wolf, Mammoth, Saber tooth, Elk, Bear, Falcon, Seal, and Stallion.

Doviello (Human)
Rumored to be a mix between Neanderthal and monstrous beasts, the Doviello are a collection of feral tribesmen that have plagued the Amurites since the Age of Ice began. Wild and war like, they live for blood and battle. Collected in small villages or roaming war bands, they are feared by all Amurites and good people on Erebus. They are friends to no one and constantly raid and make war on any one they can. They are split up into small tribes or war bands named after various beasts, predator animals or simply their chief, but their names change as often as their leadership. 

Illians (Fey)
These are the foul men that serve the despot god Mulcarn directly. They are missionaries come from the ice who offer protection to the Doviello people in exchange in loyalty to Mulcarn. They are heralds of the God of Winter, and travel the country converting by any means necessary those that attempt to resist Mulcarn's influence. Many see them as a clan of mystics who are part of the Doviello, but the truth of who and what they are is unknown.

Tundra Dwarves (Dwarves)
The dwarven people once had great mountain homes, but when Mulcarn and Sucellus battled across Erebus many of their great homes were cast down as mountain crumbled under the war of the gods. Only two known dwarf homes remain connected to the surface, others might still linger forever locked below ground under mountains of rock. Car'rac and Gharin-din are the last two known dwarf homes on Erebus. They are isolated in the northern mountains, hidden in the warm valleys, and mostly withdrawn into the underground for protection. Since the recent gentle warming of winter, they have begun to come out to trade and from them the secrets of iron mining and smith work has started to bloom. 

Anhel (Elves)
The elven people, once known collectively as the Anhel, were a great and proud race, with kingdoms to match those of the greatest of man. All that changed when Bhall fell, and the Eternal Winter began. Mulcarn attacked the Children of Sucellus almost the moment the god of nature fell in battle. Hordes of monsters, the great winter, and the loss of their god was crippling. Fractured into three groups on Erebus, the elves sought new paths to safe havens. 

The Nomanhel vanished underground, lead by their great queen they sought the safety of the underdark, and have not been seen since their retreat there. 

The Sylvanhel retreated into the farthest corners of the world, hiding in small valleys and on isolated islands to the east. Their homes are small havens that dot the landscape and travel between them would be nearly impossible if not for the Moon Gates they erected to connect them to one another. Rare is it for man to see a Sylvanhel elf indeed.

The Valanhel are the last of the three factions of elves, and they retained their heritage as best as they could. Allied with good tribes of men, or even with the dwarves of Car'rac and Gharin-din, they battle against the forces of Mulcarn and still do. Yet even the long memory of the elves is not immortal and they have lost much, and suffer greatly, and are small in numbers. Yet they are the greatest of the Druids and the Council of Leaves, their governing body, is friend to Kylorin and his children. Most elven interaction, when it happens, is with the Valanhel.

Barbarians (Human)
There are dozens of minor barbarian tribes, some numbering from as small as 12 to as great as 50. They are wild men with no allegiance. Some are little more than Neanderthals, others may see reason and even be on friendly terms from time to time with the Amurites. One can never be too careful with the independent barbarian tribes.

Frostlings (Goblins, Bugbear, Giants, Fey)
Frostling is a generic term used to describe any of the various monstrous humanoid tribes, including winter goblins, ogres, ice trolls, giants and snow orcs. Driven by the will of Mulcarn the Winter God, they make constant war, and are a contact threat to all men. Never well organized, thankfully, or else they might be able to overwhelm the Amurites, yet their numbers never seem to diminish.

The Amurite Tribes of Erebus

The Amurites were, until recently a small loose collection of clans and tribes located in the south east corner of the continent Erebus. Men of strong stock, but of basically obscure history, they were chosen by Kylorin for a reason known only to the Arch Mage himself. After a single generation of teaching by Kylorin, they tribes have banned together tightly, they have started to relearn lost crafts like ironworking, and religious rites, and civic advances as well as literacy, agriculture and animal husbandry skills allowing them to settle more permanently in their villages. There are eight tribes of the Amurites and the details of the tribes follow. The tribes are: Wolf, Mammoth, Elk, Bear, Falcon, Sabertooth, Seal, and Stallion.


Wolf Tribe
Lifestyle: Nomadic. One of the northern most tribes, and one of the smallest, they roam as far north as the great glaciers, and south to the Seal Tribe's lands.

Size: Tiny

Religion: They favor the god Junil the Righteous, but also give homage to Camulos the Warblade.

Leadership: Led by a tribe alpha just like the animals they are named after. The chieftain is the strongest and wins his position by strength of arms. Anyone might challenge the chief for his position, but it is not something done lightly, for failure to win the trail by arms results in exile into the snow, alone.

Special: They Wolf Tribe has the most contact with the few friendly barbarian tribes of the north, trading with them, and sometimes going on great hunts together.

Mammoth Tribe
Lifestyle: Settled. Easily the largest of the tribes, they have several small towns and villages that dot the sheltered vale between the mountains forming the core of the Amurite territory.

Size: Largest

Religion: Most affected by Kylorin, they have developed a more traditional sense of religion centered around standing stone circles that are dedicated to the pantheon of the gods worshiped in all of the other tribes. If one of the other Amurite tribes pays the god homage, so do the Mammoth. However first among them is Lugus the Everwatchful and they call their order of shamans and druids The Everwatch. 

Leadership: The most advanced of the tribes, they are led by a council of elders, each representing the various villages and towns of the Mammoth tribe. One high chieftain oversees the council and his vote breaks ties and he is the figurehead of the Mammoth’s army as well.

Special: The advanced skills of mining, ironworking and literacy have taken root here. Still rare, and only a generation in the making, these skills have allowed the Mammoth to become the largest of the clans. They have the largest farms, and the concepts of currency, and not just a barter system, are taking hold.

Elk Tribe
Lifestyle: Settled
Size: Medium

Religion: Ancestor Worship, Spirits and Druidic

Leadership: An elected King taken from the most sound warriors. Most times succession is passed from father to son, but not always. The elder shamans will generally put forth candidates and heads of the warrior families will vote using stones on who they desire.

Special: The Elk are a mix of warrior and druidic shamans who roam over their territory on a semi nomadic like lifestyle. They have several towns and villages however, and these locations are the anchors to their travels. In more recent years more of the warrior families have taken permanent root as the teaching of Kylorin are grabbing hold. Smithcraft is stronger among the Elk as well as they are learning to forge weapon in their never ending wars with the Doviello Barbarians who live right on their boarders. They have great respect for sled dogs and branta sing both animals extensively.
 
The minor barbarian tribe known as the Saber tooth came to be annexed peacefully by the Elk. The Saber tooth themselves came seeking to join the Elk  by lending their aid to the Elk in the war against the Doviello. Not all of the Saber tooth are happy with them, but they all see the need for new blood in the tribe, and some way to survive in what is an ever loosing war with the Doviello and the Frostlings. 

Bear Tribe 
Lifestyle: Settled. They live in the Skyreach mountains on the eastern side of the Amurite valley in small villages and enclaves through the mountains.

Size: Medium

Religion: Favored is Amathaon the Pure and the focus on family and community, but also special attention is paid to Nantosuelta the Faithful who guides the Wise Woman of the tribe.

Leadership: The bear tribe is ruled by a pair, the matriarch and patriarch of the clan are generally the oldest two in the village. The Wise Woman uses her special sight or wisdom, while the Bear Speaker, the oldest male, often time is one of the greatest skalds and storytellers of the tribe. When one passes into the mountains a new pair takes over, the widow will retire to a life of hermitage in the mountains to await their own time of death.

Special: In the shadow of the Skyreach Mountains dwells the Bear Tribe, a proud and strong people descended from the Amurites. Their stories, legends and deeds are known among other tribes as strange but honorable, and a Bear Tribe traveler is welcome in almost any community as a hard worker, a skilled fighter and a loyal friend.

Gender differences are pronounced among the Bear. Girls are raised communally until their first menses, when those who are gifted with special sight or wisdom are brought into the Mysteries by the Tribe's Wise Woman. These girls become the Teachers of Women, who judge disputes, heal the sick and raise female children. The others may choose husbands freely and are charged with raising male children and artisan work.

Males, meanwhile, are not given names at birth. They are instead trained in hunting until they are old enough to go on the Journey, a brutal rite of adulthood; they are sent into the wilderness alone to kill for the first time, to feed the Tribe and earn his place. When he returns, he chooses his own name. Legend has it that the animal brought back reflects the nature of the youth becoming a man.

The Bear Tribe is slow to make war, considering it anathema to kill or harm human beings in this harsh and hostile world. 'Frost-Hearted' describes a person cold to others, spurning kindness or harming others, as well as the Frostlings and other wild monsters. Nevertheless, the Teachers of Women always maintain that it is righteous to defend life, even in killing, and those who kill or war in self-defense are exonerated.

While not religious by inclination, the Bear Tribesfolk maintain traditions and superstitions. The Mountains are sacred, being seen as the path the dead travel after they breathe their last, and the way the unborn travel to enter the wombs of women. One who dies is "sent up the Mountain" and a pregnant woman is said to be "greeting a traveler." A man who sings poorly is considered unlucky, while a forgetful woman is thought more likely to be unfaithful. Music and dancing are central social activities, and the phrase "a dancing Bear" is known among the Amurites to indicate joy unfettered by self-consciousness, an almost childish delight. A fight is best ended quickly and not spoken of afterwards.

While Bear Tribesfolk rarely travel, those who do often work to help others. "Cold world, warm hearts," is the motto of many, less from a sense of general well-being than an understanding that it is a harsh environment they live in, and that without basic kindness things won't get better. (The "Special" Entry writen by Johnny Weird!)

Falcon Tribe
Lifestyle: Settled

Size: Tiny

Leadership: Decisions among the Falcons are most often settled in two basic ways. Either a public debate or contest of riddles determines the party in the right, or the manner is 'given wings', where the Wing Father (the eldest male of the tribe) divines an answer from the birds by observing their feeding. Besides the Wing Father and his bird companion, few other positions of authority last for long among the Falcons; by their nature they dislike being told what to do.

Religion: Each god receives reverence from the Falcon Tribe, though prayers tend to favor thanks over entreaties. The existence of the divine goes unquestioned by them, but it is human and hawk that sees one through this life.

Special: Small and fleet as the birds it is named for, the Falcon Tribe is considered strange by many of the other Amurites. Legend tells of Tevet'tik'Ar, the Great Wing Mother, who brought the first members of this tribe food as they wandered in a terrible storm. Since then, the tribe's fate is bound to the fate of their birds; each child is bound to a hatchling falcon three days after birth. This "Wing Brother" or "Wing Sister" is treated as an extension of the person, and the two are inseparable from that moment onward. When one half of the pair falls, the other usually follows quickly; those that survive are considered the most unfortunate of all creatures, a 'lonely hawk'.

The Falcon Tribe is well-known for its jokes, riddles and songs - while rarely skalds, all of its members may be counted on for a deep supply of tall tales, funny anecdotes or ribald ditties. More famous than that, though, is the luck and trickery revered among the Falcons - attributes their few enemies whisper is supernatural in origin. (This entry writen by Johnny Weird)

Seal Tribe
Lifestyle: Semi Nomadic. The Seal travel up and down the coasts of Erebus hunting seals, walrus, and whales. They are the most advanced of the tribes when it comes to seafaring. Even still they only make small boats that ply the icy coasts, and have no ships that could brave the open ocean. They range as far north as the great glaciers in the warmer months where they trade and mingle with the Wolf Tribe. Generally however they stay in the sheltered bays and shores of the southern regions.

Size: Medium

Religion: The favor the god Danalin the Thoughtful for his connection to the water but also pay special attention to Sirona the Wise, hoping for good luck and healing from the goddess.

Leadership: Lead by the eldest hunter, the tribe will at time split into various camps, and each camp is led by its own eldest hunter. Leadership can be taken by proving oneself the best hunter in the camp. Ever few years a great hunt is held, and the winner of the hunt becomes the new leader for a few years.

Special: When a Seal Tribesman becomes too old to support themselves, or if they are injured or a burden on their family, they will climb on a piece of floating ice, and sail out into the open sea to become one with the ocean and to lift the burden on their family.

Stallion
Lifestyle: Nomadic. Located in the open tundra plains to the west of the Mammoth’s sheltered vale, and centered around a great lake, the Stallion are nomads in the most traditional sense. 

Size: Medium

Religion: Men and woman who favor the open plains, they worship the four winds and Tali the Windborne. One of the few tribes that worships a minor deity, they also pay extra special attention to Rohadil the Horselord believing him to keep their herds safe and fertile.

Leadership: The leader of the clan is hereditary, a line of chieftains that passes down their blood from generation to generation. A tribe that understands horse breeding, they believe the same strong traits of man are passed down just like in horses. The tribe is on its third line of chieftains.

Special: Horselords, the Stallion tribe are centered around the plains and their horses. They breed the best horses of the region. Their territory however borders on the Doviello’s on their own western edge, and so there has always been a long standing skirmish and war going on with these wild men.

The Sabertooth Tribe

Long ago the Sabertooth were simple folk living to the west of the Uncharted Northlands near where the current entrance to the Dwarven Homes Car'rac and Gharin-din. Eventually, the Sabertooth migration began southwest as the Doviello pushed their numbers out of the region. 

Currently, and for the last hundred years, the Sabertooth have mainly remained in the lands west and northwest of the Elk. The Sabertooth are incredibly nomadic, and as such, it is never possible to know exactly where their numbers are at any given time. This is enhanced further by the fact that specific families of about ten people consist of the Sabertooth tribe, and these families typically only come together one every two years for a few months at a time. This time is called festival, where the elders (leaders of each family) come together and meet. Many things occur at festival, including weddings, official funeral rights, annulment of marriages, punishment, and general information exchange.

All Sabertooth have the goal of the long term survival of their tribe. For this reason anything that would put the lives in danger of the tribe is the greatest crime. It is also a reason why such things as divorces/annulments are so easily given. Keeping inbreeding to a minimum is important, as pronounced by the gods, and by the elders for strengthening ties between families.

The Sabertooth worship all the ‘good’ gods, but in particular are Junil and Amathaon. Worship of any of the ‘evil’ gods is considered a crime and might be punished with exile if reformation cannot be found.

All Sabertooth are raised by their mother until the age of twelve (or the next festival closest to their birthday). At festival the person goes to live with another family, and hopefully, all families lose and gain a new member at the same time. At the next festival, these same people switch to another new family, and continue to do so until they are 18 (or the next festival). The individual then selects which family to permanently choose. If a family becomes too large (never over 12 individuals, not including infants) the elders must select a new elder for a new family. The festival will determine who joins the new family, which a great deal of input from the new elder.

If an individual wishes to join a family that is too large, the elder must decide whether to take in the individual and ask one of his own to leave his family and join another. Typically this is done around some issue of good fortune, including marriage, and not something akin to exile from the family. 

Festival is typically on the same day of the year every two years. This occurs in the summer, when the weather is the warmest. The Festival typically lasts for 2 to 4 months. If a family misses festival it is assumed something is wrong. Preparations are made to find that family. At the previous festival, it is customary to report where you generally will be. Any information gathered about that family is used. Two families are typically send in the general direction of the lost family’s last know whereabouts. They are to be very cautious. Moving in the direction of the Doviello is done very cautiously. Sometimes only a scouting party will go, with no children, and from various families. If the family misses two festivals in a row, they are considered dead and their funeral rights are performed. Any members of the tribe found at any time can join back with the tribe and choose to join the family of their choice.

The Wise One

The Wise One, called Kylorin, came to the tribe some thirty years ago. He spent years learning the Sabertooth ways and traveling with different families. He taught the tribe many things, which helped the tribe grow and survive. Kylorin also helped arranged marriages with other barbarian tribes. These things made Kylorin an appreciated member of their tribe. When he wished to engage in the marriage ritual, he was given a bride, and sired a daughter. Kylorin left, as the Sabertooth were told, and after two years the wife was able to wed again. The upbringing of the Wise One's daughter became a tense topic in years to come.

The minor barbarian tribe known as the Sabertooth came to be annexed peacefully by the Elk. The Sabertooth themselves seeking to join the Elk and by doing so lending their aid to the Elk in the war against the Doviello. Not all of the Sabertooth are happy with them, but they all see the need for new blood in the tribe, and some way to survive in what is an ever loosing war with the Doviello and the Frostlings. 




Chapter Four
Language, Stores, Items


Languages of Creation

Icatian (Patria Common)
This is the common human language and can be considered "Common" spoken in all of the human nations on Patria to some degree especially Icatia, Calabim and Braduk. (Including Falcon's Hollow)

Amurite (Erebus Common)
The language shared among the Amurite tribes and the tribes of the Doviello as well as the barbarian tribes of the northwest. This language has deep roots into the Age of Magic, but its written language has long since been lost to the men of the Age of Ice, it most resembles Lunan, which traveled off Patria to the west with the fleeing nautical people.

Kilmoric (Dwarven)
This is the native language of the dwarven peoples on Patria. All dwarfholds use the same base language, there may be found some dialect differences from hold to hold, but only dwarves and true linguists would likely notice these variations. The same language is spoken by the dwarves both on Patria and on Erebus sundered by distance and time.

Elohim (True Elven) 
This is the native language of all elves in Patria. The Elohim and the Thelonites have diverged in places, especially regarding personal names, and place names to some degree. It is fairly common to hear differences between the two groups, and the Elohim consider their version the true and pure and rarely teach it to outsiders. The Thelonites share their version of the language more readily and as a result a non-elf speaking this uses Thelonite diction and dialect.

Anhel  (Snow Elven)
The language of the snow elves of all three factions on Erebus. There may be some slight difference among the three factions but nothing more than a slight accent or dialect. The elves retain their written language in flowing scripts. It has roots in Elohim from Patria as it migrated when its people did.

Ember (Orc)
The Ember Clans of the Orc people speak this coarse and guttural language. Linguists will note that it seems to have a root in Kilmoric and there are often similar diction, rules, and other sounds in this language. Rare is the written orc language, and when seen its generally using the dwarven alphabet as recorded by dwarven scholars.

Frostling (Goblinoid)
This language is that of the Frostlings of Mulcarn. It has no known written format in any  day and age, and is not to be confused with the Orcish language of the Ember Clans as its nothing like it and is unrelated. In Patria few folks know this language as it’s comparatively new as the Age of Ice starts as Mulcarn's influence is just starting to be truly felt there. Once the Age of Ice starts it becomes far more common.

Malakish (Tribal)
This is the language of what remains of the nomadic people of the desert that dominates the eastern portion of Patria. The language when written may often times contain pictographs or short cuneiform like lettering. The nomads of the desert however rarely write it down and its use beyond the trade routes of the desert’s edges is rare.

Lanun (Sea Speak)
The language of the sea faring half elves. Generations away from human and elven influence has created its own salty dialect that is considered its own language. It clearly is built on a mix of  the Elohim and Icatian languages, and while many similarities exists today it has evolved into its own.

Ancient (Erebusan)
This language is a collection of the various languages of the Age of Magic that remains only in its written form on the frozen ruins of ancient buildings. Kylorin however speaks this language and he has taught some of his children it in hopes to introduce literacy to the Amurites he used this alphabet to put the common language on paper. Some Amurites of the higher castes (priest and oracles) may have learned some of this from him. This has its roots in Icitian, Malakim and Barduk.

Ancient (Patrian)
The old human language that was used in the great kingdom where the Malakim are now. This is the language of Kylorin and his people before he left Patria. The writings of this language are very rare, and nearly impossible to find. For at one point Icatia launched a crusade to destroy all remnants of it. No one has been alive to speak this language in centuries and is considered a dead language by scholars.

Illian (Frost Speech)
Frost Speech some call it, this brand new language is used by certain intelligent agents of Mulcarn. It is spoken among the Illian people of the same name, and is isolated to their use. It is a twisted version of the demonic language used in the pits of hell. This is perhaps the most rare of any language, and most have never even heard of this secret language of the agents of the God of Winter. 

Homarid (Crab Folk)
This is the language of the crab people moving in from colder waters. It is a series of clicks and pings audible to those underwater, and difficult for humanoids to understand let along master.

Draconic
Language of the mystical dragons from the long forgotten age.

Angelic 
The language of the good gods and angles, spoken beyond the borders of Creation. 

Demonic
The language of the evil gods and daemons, spoken in the bowels of hell beyond Creation. 



Tehcnology and Items in the Ice Ag on Erebus

Metalwork

In the Age of Ice metallurgy is not what it once was in the Age of Magic. A relative dark age has taken over the civilized tribes, even including the Amurites and the Doveillo their main rivals. With the coming of Kylorin to the Amurites new smith and mining techniques have started to peak, and bronze working is starting to flourish. Even some of the more agrarian tribes have started to work with iron once again, but things are a long way from a revolution in technology. 

Because of this many weapons are made from stone, bone, and even ice. Bronze work has boomed in the Amurite villages of the Mammoth and Elk and it is the most common type of metal found. Iron mines have been found and tapped into in the southern tribes, and iron items are starting to just become available. Most items of iron and all steel items however come from the ruins of the ancient Age of Magic and are relics handed down from generation to generation.

Currency

In an age where large governments do not exist the concept of a national currency just doesn't exist. Most people survive on the barter system, trading goods and services for one another. This is true in all of the cultures in the Age of Ice at this point. However since the coming of Kylorin to the Amurites the idea of currency is starting to spread. It is however mainly focused around the Mammoth Tribe and Elk tribes, the most settled of the Amurites. Valuable items that can be used as both money and as items are the main focus for this fledgling economy as a result the following currency might be found in use.

Points - Arrowhead points of rare shells, antler bones or volcanic stone. These points are about the size of a coin and are traded among the various tribes from time to time. The lowest value of the current 'money' in use. They might be considered equal to copper pieces in value.

Lumps - Small lumps of valuable metal are the next on the list of traded wealth. Generally either lumps or bits of bronze or raw copper or sometimes other precious soft metals like silver. They are valued because of their obvious use in the forge. These lumps are equal to silver pieces in value.

Coins - Coins are square forged pieces of iron or other rare metal, including gold, and even sometimes silver or processed bronze. These coins are generally of the same weight and value, and are prized for use in making of items, both tools and weapons. These coins are not minted with any sort of design, save perhaps the mark of the smith that made them. They are equal to gold pieces in value.

Steel - Any amount of steel can be traded and sold for a sizable profit. Pieces may vary in size or shape, but a coin sized piece is worth ten times the value of the equal size coin of gold or iron. They are equal to platinum pieces in value.

Merchants and tribesmen alike of any culture may or may not accept any of the above currency. Some barbarian tribes place more value on Points, as they can be put to use by them, while lumps of ore do them no good seeing as they have no forges. This is not an age of banking and trade, and the simpler or more useful an item is, the higher its value might be to the person trading for it.

The Anahel (Elves) and the Kilmor (Dwarfs) both have their own more evolved money system, especially the Kilmor. They generally have traditionally minted coins of Copper, Silver and Gold, and trade it freely among themselves.

Ancient ruins frozen in the ice are treasure troves of ancient coins of all types. These coins generally have double the value of their normal amount due to the purity and rarity of the pieces.

Cultural Items

Hoarwine or Hoarfrost Wine is a hard spirit brewed by secret techniques of the Seal Tribe. The process is not known outside the Brewmasters of the Seal Tribe, and most of the Seal themselves don't know the secrets. But it is known that the clear liquid has something to do with walrus urine. It tastes about the same as that as well, but the potent alcoholic beverage is one of the few such drinks that is makeable in the harsh climate of the northern nomadic Amurite tribes. The Seal export it to the Bear and the Wolf tribes both, getting furs and meat from the Wolf, and bronze and worked goods from the Bear. A skin or bladder of Hoarwine generally run several lumps or an equal item in trade. Only the strongest fortitude can resist the brutal hangover effects of a skin of Hoarwine. It is rarely found among the more settled tribes further inland.




Stories and Songs of the Ice Age on Erebus

Charadon - Great Chief of the Doviello
[image: http://stuffershack.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/02/barbarian1.jpg]

He was lost. The realization suddenly dawned on him, in all its cold and inescapable horror. He had no idea where the camp was. He had been taken along on the hunt, for the first time, but now the others had left him here. He was about to panic, but he steeled himself against the cold and loneliness instead, remembering what could happen if you lost control out here.

Charadon wandered about the windswept plains for some time, catching a few rabbits and eating them raw, as his father had taught him just a few weeks--an eternity it seemed now--earlier. As twilight gave way to moonlight, he saw a hill close by, and decided to climb it. 
It was then he saw the wolves. A large pack of them, resting for the night in the small shelter against snow and wind the hill offered. They did not see him, and nor did they smell him, it seemed.

To him, wolves had always been defined by the distant howling at midnight, or the shadowy shapes sometimes darting at the edges of the campfire's light. He had never had the chance to behold them in their stark glory before. Their graceful figures, stalking across the land, always poised to strike, never letting their guard down. Their thick grey fur providing shelter from the wind and ice. Their powerful jaws, with teeth fit for crushing and grinding.

For the next few weeks, he followed the wolves. Always taking care to keep a safe distance, he diligently observed the behavior of the pack with a child's curiosity.

One thing he noticed was the sheer brutal efficiency that signified its progress, not constrained by the human emotions of compassion and mercy. If one among the pack had been hurt or struck by fatigue, the others merely left it for dead on the icy ground, unless prey had been scarce lately, then they welcomed the food supply their weaker kin provided.

If a young pup was born weak or crippled, it was the father's prime duty to crush its neck and throw it aside, as a human would throw down a broken spear. When the hunt was on, and a prey was taken down, the wolves did not share the spoils equally, but fought to the death for it, young as well as old, male as well as female.

At first these things horrified the young Charadon, but gradually the horror gave way to admiration. Because the wolves, thanks to these measures, were very efficient at what they did. By rooting out the weaknesses of individuals, the pack managed to survive. In a world as harsh as this, unyielding cruelty was the greatest tool in the struggle for resources.
One day, as he climbed a hillside to get a view of the progress of the pack, he spied the smoke of campfires in the horizon. Greatly uplifted by the sight, he made his way towards the camp. As he approached the camp, moving slowly down the hillside, he gazed at its inhabitants. What a contrast compared to the wolves! Here, the elderly were brought food by the hunters, the children nursed in their mothers' tender embrace and the sick cared for by herbal medicine and gentle treatment. They were glorifying weakness. At this sight, and this realization, something deep in the heart of Charadon went cold and dark. With a clarity both liberating and dreadful, he suddenly knew what he had to do.

Charadon stood on the hillside and watched the slaughter. His people had been taken completely by surprise by the pack of wolves. His face was expressionless as he watched them drag his mother out of her tent, and fight over her entrails. His father attempted to stop them, only to be ripped apart by the leader of the pack. As he stood there, silently waiting, what was left of his people, the strongest and fiercest among them, finally managed to drive the wolves away. The worthy ones. He made his way down the hillside, to join up with the survivors. There would be a place for them in the future after all.





How Aedon brought unto us the Word of Lugus - by Grimbold

(Ancient History from before the Eternal Winter of Mulcarn of the Ammurites)

A long time ago, the people of the Mammoth were only wanderers in this world. Nevertheless, times were good and the weather warm. The land gave unto them what they needed, game, berries and fresh water.

Everyone was happy. When they were hungry, they ate, when they were thirsty, they drank, and when they were bored, they moved on. No one had ever seen a mammoth.

One day, a prince of the tribe, Aedon, had a dream. In this dream, he saw a great host of terrible creatures attacking the tribe. He warned his father, the Great Chieftain, but he did not listen. "Times are good, so what do we need to worry?" Aedon was chased away from the tribe as a traitor and a disturber of the peace.

Aedon was unhappy and chose a cave in the southern mountains as his dwelling and lived a lonely and hard life. After three weeks, he had another vision: Lugus, the Everwatchful, appeared to him in a dream. The dream lasted seven weeks and during this time, Lugus taught Aedon to read and write, and so Aedon could write down the Book of Lugus, in which the god put down all his teachings. He also told Aedon about a great army of evil beasts and demons who worshipped Agares the god of night. They were following the tribe, and jealous of their happy bliss,  were going to kill them all, man, woman, child and beasts. "But we need to save them.", said Aedon, "They chased me away, but they still are my kin."

The god answered that he, Aedon, should take the name of Lugusson and tell the tribe of the Book and its teachings. In the direst hour, he, Aedon Lugusson, should watch the sky and follow the sun.

Aedon did as he was told, he returned to the tribe and preached the words of Lugus. He told them about the Book of Lugus and taught them to read and write. While many ignored him, some believed him and in time, the followers of Lugus became more and more numerous. Most of the tribe, however did not believe him and continued their old, heathen practices.

One day, the scouts reported an army of demons and night-creatures following the tribe, ready to attack. The humans were afraid and feared they would all die within the next night. But Aedon offered words of comfort: "Fear not, as every night ends and the light of Lugus will be with us again." Now they listened to him and made a great number of fires around the camp. When Agares’ demons attacked, they could be held back until the morning, albeit many of the tribe died battling the night-demons.

In the morning, Aedon said unto them: "You see, Lugus’ Light always returns and he will show us the way." They knew, however, that the tribe would not survive another night like this. So they all turned to Aedon Lugusson to tell them what to do. And Aedon said: "Pray to Lugus, and you shall be saved. At midday I will tell you how Lugus will save us."

At midday, Aedon came to the center of the camp and fell on his knees. He prayed to Lugus but there was no answer. Then he remembered the god’s words. He looked at the sun and understood. He said: "We must follow the sun, we must move south. Leave everything behind. Move quickly!"

So the whole tribe moved south. Every day, the humans travelled, every night the demons followed but could not come near enough to attack them. One day, Aedon saw a great mountain, the one he had lived on for some time. "Lo, see here, my kinsmen: This is Sunpeak, the great. If we can reach it, we shall be saved." The tribe marched towards the mountain and in the falling dusk, they stopped west of the mountain, where a gap lead further south. The path was narrow and rocks and mountains were on both sides. It was here that the tribe made its last stand, fighting against the evil creatures, using the pass to their advantage. Agares’�™ host was utterly destroyed and the tribe saved.

The valley where they first set up camp was filled with ancient bones of some beasts of old: the mammoths. So they named the pass Mammoth pass. In the morning, they could see behind the pass a beautiful land of valleys and rolling hills.

"This is the land, that Lugus has given unto you!" shouted Aedon Lugusson. And the tribe settled in this land and built towns and villages as Lugus had taught them. They grew crops and herded sheep and Branta. And Aedon Lugusson became the first Elder Shaman. Thus the Mammoth tribe was born and received the word of Lugus.

How Ethelstan Tuskenbone killed the giant Fromgar and the return of the Mammoths - by Grimbold 

(A story told to this day among the Mammoth and followers of Lugus.)

When the winter started coming and the summers became shorter and colder, the People of the Mammoth still believed that everything would pass and all would be right again. But then the Frostlings began to grow in numbers and they began to attack the People of the Mammoth and the other Amurite tribes. Some fled to other places, some hid, some fought and some were killed.

Ethelstan Tuskenbone was the chieftain of a smaller family of the Mammoth. It was about at that time, that the mammoths returned to live in the hills of the People of the Mammoth. Ethelstan and his people hunted them for food and leather and respected them as a gift of their god. Some say, Ethelstan even domesticated some of the wild beasts.

One day, a large force of Frostlings attacked Ethelstan’s village and killed many. Their leader was a frost giant named Fromgar, a powerful follower of Mulcarn. Leaving Ethelstan for dead, the Frostlings took with them the survivors of the tribe, men, women and children to serve as slaves in their lair in the northern mountains. When Ethelstan woke up, everyone was gone and he was severely injured. He stood up and walked around calling for his kin. But there was no answer. Three times he called and no one answered.

Ethelstan found some food and ale and called for his mount, a very strong Branta. He began following the Frostlings. Over a few days, he quickly recovered and grew strong again, and no doubt, Lugus had his hand in this. One day, he met a wise woman and she told him about Fromgar and the Frostlings and their slaves. She also blessed his sword in the name of Lugus and told him, that Fromgar was boastful and proud.

He neared the lair of the Frostlings and entered it at night, clad in the pelts of a white wolf. Some goblins saw him but took him for a Frostlings. Thus he saw the cave Fromgar lived in and where his kin had to slave for the frost giant. Boldy he entered and found the giant’s chamber. It is there that he spoke up and challenged Fromgar to a duel, questioning his prowess and his skill in battle. Fromgar laughed and spoke: "Fool, you do not know my power. Kneel before me and you will survive as my slave." Then Ethelstan spoke: "I have heard people say that your power is dwindling and that a mere human could best you."

"No more of it. I will fight you, and if you fall, your kin will serve as my slaves forever and your bones will rot unburied."

"And if I win, they shall be set free?"

"You will not win, so I agree. If you win, they shall be set free. But when the sun rises, I will eat your bones, human."

And so they met outside, in a clearing near the mountains. The giant used a great mace and Ethelstan held his sword and spear. The fight began and it was a great clash. Many times, the giant smote down, and many times Ethelstan dodged out of the way. Often, Ethelstan struck the giant, but he was not able to cut through the strong hides that were the giant’s armor.

The Frostlings watched and cheered for their master, but the giant could not get an advantage. Then dawn broke, and the sun rose. It shone into the giant’s eyes and blinded him momentarily. And when it shone on Ethelstan’s sword, the blade turned into fire. The warrior of Lugus jumped up and struck at the giant with all his might, and Fromgar’s head toppled to the ground. The giant’s headless body fell with a thud. Ethelstan Tuskenbone had killed the giant. The Frostlings fled from his wrath and those who chose to face him were slaughtered by his sword and spear. Thus was the giant Fromgar vanquished and the people of the tribe rescued.

The giant's skull today still lies at the place as a reminder of Ethelstan’s victory and the place was called Giant’s Folly and is a holy place among the Mammoth.

The Origin of the Sylvanhel - by Trogdor

Iltuvar knew the fight was not going well. Faeldrith, Seleriel, and most of their followers were dead, leaving Iltuvar in charge of barely a score of elves. What was worse, despite the significant losses the elves had inflicted on their foe, there seemed to be as many of the enemy as there had been at the beginning of the fight. It was almost as if the creatures were spawning from the very ice around them. And that might not be too farfetched. The enemy included a beast that looked like a giant crystal insect with a large tail and pointed claws; dead men encased in ice, but attacking nonetheless; animated shards of ice, burning with a cold blue flame, who called forth powerful cold magics; a golem made not of stone or iron, but of ice; and a host of creatures that looked much like any other beast, but were made entirely out of animated ice. Iltuvar had never seen their like before; he barely even had names for any of them. But he knew one thing: they were all hostile; and they were all deadly. Worse yet, they kept coming no matter what he and the elves he commanded could do. 

Three days ago things had seemed much more promising to Iltuvar. That was when Faeldrith had lead a hundred Valanhel heroes from their woodland home of Taurlond(1) in an attempt to aid the last men of Peregon(2) . Though that great human city had suffered greatly after Bhaal’s death, and was nearly destroyed years ago during a cataclysmic battle between Sucellus and Mulcarn, its people refused to leave. They gathered in the ruins of their once-great city, beneath their falcon banners, ready to fight for their home and rebuild it as often as necessary. There they valiantly fought against the new followers of Mulcarn that had recently made their appearance -- races of orcs, goblins, and bugbears that seemed to thrive in the rising cold. And it was this fight that Faeldrith hoped to help them win.

But the elf lord and his followers never made it into sight of Peregon. Along the way they were ambushed by the awful creatures of ice that still beset them. The first attack killed a dozen elves, including Faeldrith’s lieutenant, Seleriel. And quickly the rest were in a fight for their lives. Long and hard did they fight, though to no use. Faeldrith killed a host of the icy undead with his flaming blade Eldalmir(3) and rallied the elven host to battle on. But Faeldrith was dead now, turned into a statue of pure ice by the gaze of the terrible crystal insect. And those few elves that remained were beset by enemies on every side.

Iltuvar had tried everything to help them escape once command fell to him. First, he had them pull back, hoping to retreat; then, he had them attack, hoping to break through the enemy lines; finally, he tried to use his illusions as a distraction to allow them to flee. But every attempt had failed. All they had managed, and that at great loss, was to withdraw to a defensible wooded hilltop. Now they were almost out of arrows to keep the enemy at bay. And their magic, which had once seemed so great, was nearly expended. When those were both gone, the enemy would no doubt attack en masse. At that moment, their lives would be measured by the grains of sand in a very small hourglass. 

At least, Iltuvar thought, we,ll go down fighting. He ordered a last volley of arrows, and told the remaining elves to prepare for the final attack. But as he did so, there was a burst of fire from the midst of their enemy. Dozens of the ice creatures were instantly melted, and more were badly injured. When the flames subsided, they revealed a single figure standing just where the flames had come from. The newcomer was wreathed in fire and raised his hands in an arcane gesture. Immediately, the air shimmered, and half a dozen huge fire elementals appeared. Without a pause, the creatures of elemental fury began to battle the ice creatures surrounding them. 

Shocked by the scene unfolding before them, Iltuvar and his followers could only watch as the foes who had been poised to defeat them, were themselves defeated. The elementals tore through their enemies, melting them, burning them, and otherwise causing incredible destruction. The ice army fought back, of course, and even took down two of the elementals by numbers alone. But now it was they who were on the defensive, they who faced inevitable defeat. And as the battle raged, the wizard, for he could be nothing else,  strode forward to confront the crystal insect that had killed Faeldrith. He faced down the creature’s terrible gaze without flinching; and his fiery aura deflected the beast’s terrible blows. One after another, the wizard sent blasts of fire at his foe, each one melting claw, or leg, or carapace, until at last the creature was no more. 

Within minutes, the startled elves faced a battlefield that was empty but for the wizard, who even now lowered his shield of fire and dismissed his elemental servants. Not knowing what to do, Iltuvar stepped forward, ready to parlay with the powerful newcomer. For surely the wizard did not mean them ill, else he would never have saved them. At this, the man,  for man he clearly was, now that the fiery aura no longer obscured his appearance, turned and strode towards the remaining elves. 

At first glance, he looked strangely unimpressive, a middle-aged man of average height, wearing a simple cotton robe of no great value. But at a second glance, Iltuvar could see the fire in his eyes, he could feel the power that surrounded the man, and could sense the passion in his heart. Here is someone to follow, thought Iltuvar, though he is a man and we are elves. This could only be Kylorin, the Arch-Mage himself,  he who had studied under Ceridwen, then abandoned the dark goddess to serve her enemy Nantosuelta instead. Here was the man who was a greater wizard than any elf living or dead, friend to man and elf, though not seen or heard of since the last Age. 

“Iltuvar”, the Arch-Mage said, moving unerringly towards the elven illusionist and addressing him as if they were well acquainted. “This is no longer your battle.” He offered no introduction, for no introduction was required. “You must take your people and retreat back to Taurlond. There you will gather all of the elves you can. You must collect tools, plants, animals, books, magic, and anything that will help you build a new home. Leave nothing that you cannot live without. And be swift. For before the new moon, you must leave Taurlond and travel to Naraegas(4). There you will make your new home.” Iltuvar could not hide his surprise at these instructions. With a word, the Arch-Mage had just told them to abandon their home of millennia and to settle instead on the top of a volcanic mountain. For his part, Iltuvar could not think of a more inhospitable place in the world, and his expression showed the shock he felt. 

“Heed my words,” Kylorin continued, offering some explanation. “The volcano sleeps, and will for an Age or more. But there the fires of the earth come to the surface. They will keep you warm and protect you from the Great Winter that is even now falling over the world. It will be hard at first. But in time it will become a haven for your people, as you will see. And there you will keep the wisdom of the world alive.”� 

“The Council of Leaves has agreed,”  the great wizard continued. “A portion of the Valanhel will retreat into hiding, taking with them the knowledge of elves and men. You will lead one group; but there will be others. The remainder of the Valanhel will remain to fight and obscure your departure. They will spend many elven lives to keep your secret. Let their lives not be wasted. Use your artisans to block all approaches to the heights of Naraegas. And use your illusions and enchantments to hide your new home.”  The Arch-Mage reached into his robe and drew forth a small, leather-bound tome. “Take this,” he said, offering the book to Iltuvar. “It will teach you obscuring magics that come from Nantosuelta herself. Use it to keep your outpost hidden.” At last it became clear to Iltuvar why Kylorin had come to him. For he was one of the greatest of the Valanhel illusionists, one of the few who might, with the help of these new spells, hide an entire city even from Mulcarn’s gaze. 

“Act quickly,” Kylorin went on, “but surely. For we have only a short time of turmoil in which to act. Mulcarn has won, for now. Sucellus is dead and Godslayer has been broken.” Iltuvar blanched visibly at this news. Even one of those facts would be terrible. Both together were catastrophic. But he held his tongue and let Kylorin continue. “The gods have withdrawn from this world, leaving us to face Mulcarn alone. The god of winter does not yet realize the extent of his victory. But when he does, so ends your chance of retreating in secret. If you’re safely hidden in Naraegas when Mulcarn comes to his full power, then some hope will yet remain for the world. But if you fail, then I fear nothing can save us from Mulcarn’s wrath.”

Kylorin thrust his hand forward and grasped Iltuvar’s in a very human gesture of friendship, just for a moment breaking the facade of great power and showing the man beneath it. 

“Farewell,” he said as he released Iltuvar’s hand, “and good fortune to you. With luck, we shall meet again at Naraegas.” And then, with a quick gesture of his hand, the Arch-mage was gone, disappearing as quickly and as mysteriously as he had arrived. Were it not for the dead ice creatures all around them, and the book of spells, even now thrumming with magic,  in his hands, Iltuvar might almost think the whole encounter a dream. But dream it most certainly was not.

“We must return to Taurlond,” he said in a loud voice as he turned to face the twenty or so elves that remained. All had heard Kylorin speak, so Iltuvar offered no more explanation. “And we must do so quickly.” Without comment, the elves prepared for their departure, tending to the wounded and the fallen with great dispatch. And within the hour, they were moving once more, returning to their home for what would be the last time. 

As they marched away swiftly back towards Taurlond, to gather who and what they could before the new moon, Iltuvar could not help but think about what their future held. No longer, he thought, will we be the Valanhel ,  the noble elves. He shook his head unconsciously. With our new lives, we shall need a new name. From this day forth we shall be the Sylvanhel, the hidden elves. And long may we stay that way.

1 Woodland Haven, one of the old forest cities of the Valanhel.
2 A great city in what would become the Falcon lands.
3 Star Flame, a flaming longsword that was one of the treasures of the Valanhel.
4 Fiery Peak,  a caldera north-east of Peregon. Now the home of Caeldanno Torothalion

The Founding of Caeldanno Torothalion(1)  - by Trogdor

It had been seven long years since the abandonment of Taurlond and the beginnings of the Sylvanhel race. But at last, Iltuvar once more had faith in the future. News from the outside world was grim and getting worse every day. Yet, the new city of Caeldanno Torothalion was finally starting to take shape. And if it could keep strong, there might yet be hope for the world. Perhaps not today; perhaps not even in his lifetime or his childrens' lifetimes. But elves were a patient people. They would wait for the right moment to act. And when that moment arrived, they would have the tools to rebuild the world.

As he looked out across the hidden valley that formed this secret enclave, the Sylvanhel leader marveled at how much it had changed in just a few years. The Tower of the Sun and the Tower of the Moon, rising on either side of the High Hall, had finally been completed, giving their new city its heart. Lake Celambir (2) had been stocked with what fish could be saved before the finality of winter froze every known body of water, the Goddess alone knew how the druids had gotten the fish here. And the beginnings of a small forest spread along the south rise. It would be decades before Caeldanno Torothalion had grown strong. But with the blessing, the worst was past. 

Thinking of the worst, Iltuvar could not help but recall those tumultuous days following his return to Taurlond after that fateful meeting with the Arch-Mage Kylorin. He remembered the disbelief that the elves of Taurlond (his charges now that Faeldrith and Seleriel were gone) felt when he told them they must leave their ancestral home; he relived the despair they experienced when he revealed that Sucellus had fallen and the Godslayer was lost; and he recalled the willingness on the part of many to give up in the face of such terrible misfortune. 

Even with the force of Kylorin's charge, and the support of the Council of Leaves for their confirmation of the Arch-mage's instructions had arrived within days of his return to Taurlond Iltuvar had strongly doubted whether they could disband an entire city and lead it into hiding before Mulcarn and his minions arrived to destroy them. Thank the Goddess for Galadur and Isterin, he thought. Though they had not been with him on the road to Peregon (3), these two elves stood by him from the moment he returned to Taurlond. Their strength and unfailing devotion to what must be done helped make an impossible, unthinkable task into reality. 

Isterin quickly became his voice among the people. A member of the Order of the First Tree, the charismatic ranger was no stranger to command. Almost single-handedly he prepared transport, coordinated supplies, and somehow managed to keep a thousand of their kinfolk working tirelessly toward their ultimate goal. At Isterin's direction, the entire city had been distilled into its most important parts. Tools were gathered for the trials ahead; waybread baked in such quantities as had never been heard of; cloth was stockpiled against the increasing cold; trees were felled from the dying forest to provide heat and shelter; weapons and armor were distributed against trouble; and what magic might be taken with them was brought forth from the elven treasuries.

Galadur, meanwhile, had turned her attention to not just surviving the coming weeks, but to surviving the years beyond. She worked tirelessly to preserve the flora and fauna that was even now beginning to die off because of Mulcarn's terrible Winter. As one of the seven Great Druids, her knowledge of plants and animals was exceeded only by her love of the same. Barely pausing to rest, she had gathered seeds, cuttings, seedlings, and saplings for hundreds of plants, some that would die without warmth, others that would thrive in the freezing world that was soon to come. She had also gathered animals by the score, picking ones both great and small "mice, birds, deer, sheep, lions, and even insects�" each to fill a role in the new sanctuary they hoped to create. Day by day Iltuvar could see the pain on her face as she was forced to choose which would live and which would die. Yet despite that anguish, she soldiered on, losing ten plants or animals for each one she saved, but cherishing the ones she saved all the more.

This had freed Iltuvar to do what he might to preserve the knowledge of an Age, gathered at the Halls of Wisdom for surely this was why Kylorin and the Council of Leaves had chosen Taurlond to be saved in place of many other cities of greater size. The books and scrolls were obvious, of course. These represented much of the collected knowledge of the Valanhel, and had been the most straightforward to preserve, if not the easiest. The harpers, meanwhile, could bring the sagas and leys of the elves locked away in their heads. But what of the carvings climbing up the side of the Tower of Leaves, the runes on each individual leaf revealing but a part of a much more intricate whole? How could he preserve the Glade of Stars, a group of standing stones set so precisely that they had revealed uncounted secrets of the heavens? And what of the Whispering Gallery, which had been said to even then contain the echoes of the greatest sages of the last Age? None of these could be moved; yet each had represented an incalculable wealth of knowledge. 

How he had agonized over what to do with the knowledge he couldn't bring? As a scholar and a mage it had been almost unthinkable to destroy knowledge. But could he leave the wisdom of the Valanhel for the followers of Mulcarn to use? No. As agonizing as it was to consider, he had finally realized that it was better to destroy such treasures than allow them to fall into evil hands. 

And so it was that once the people of Taurlond had finally departed with the supplies Isterin had worked so hard to amass, the treasures of plants and animals that Galadur had so lovingly gathered, and what knowledge he had been able to collect, he had to order the destruction of the Gem of the East, the Shining City, his home, the Valanhel stronghold of Taurlond. The city that had stood an Age or more, had fallen in a day by his order. That which the troll armies of the Black Mountains had failed to accomplish in the Century War, even at the height of Angarach's power, he had willingly brought about. 

Even now, years later, he could vividly remember the moment when he removed the Orb of Leaves from the High Hall, and with it the protections it had given the city, protections that had been strengthened over a millennia and more. He had felt the power fade, sensing the city become something less than it once had been. But far worse was what had come next. He, Galadur, and a handful of priests, mages, and druids had then summoned the might of the elves, not to defend Taurlond, but to destroy it. Elementals tore down the menhirs in the Glade of Stars; spells melted the walls of the Towers of the Sun and Moon; and lightning from on high turned the Halls of Wisdom into so much rubble. 

Then had come the worst moment of all. After having directed the destruction of that once-great city, he had been forced to preside over the destruction of something far greater, one of the greatest artifacts of the Valanhel, the Moon Gate of Taurlond. The moon gates represented the height of arcane knowledge among his people. The magics that powered them, and the means of their manufacture, were one of the greatest secrets of his people. Never had one been captured. And never, before then, had one ever been destroyed. Of course, never before had one of the Valanhel cities been abandoned, and now they were almost all being abandoned. Also, he had understood that by this point almost all of the moon gates had been destroyed or were going to be destroyed. So this was just one among many not that it made what he had to do any easier. 

He had watched the elves of Taurlond use the moon gate one last time for their escape, passing through, with all of their treasures to the Valanhel city of Fin-Arfinlos (4), there to make their way to Naregas (5) and their new lives. Then he alone had watched while Arcalanios, the artificer who had for over a century tended the moon gate, turned its power onto itself, causing that treasure of the elven people to vanish forever from existence.

Little had he appreciated, of course, that his trials, and the trials of his people, were only just beginning. His own trip to Fin-Arfinlos via spell was uneventful. But immediately the urgency of salvaging what he could from Taurlond had been replaced by the urgency of getting his people and their treasures to Naregas. For Mulcarn and his Frostling armies were even then consolidating their hold on the known world. And soon it would have been impossible to move his people to safety.

The elves of Fin-Arfinlos had been able to tell him of great battles that the men and Valanhel had engaged in. The elves had known these conflicts were futile. Yet they had fought on so that it would keep Mulcarn’s eyes away from the newly-formed Sylvanhel elves and the enclaves they hoped to form. It had been unspoken, but clear, that the Sylvanhel should not waste this great sacrifice. Iltuvar and his people had left immediately.

There had followed the worst weeks of his long life. Through increasingly cold and snowy weather, he and his people had traveled, always worried that they would be discovered or attacked. The land was rough, and many of his people ill prepared for the rigors of a forced march. It had seemed like their plans might fail even before they had started. But once more Galadur and Isterin had proved their worth. 

Always at the fore, Isterin time and again found a path through what had seemed impossible terrain. He had led them through what remained of the Grey Woods, his scouts keeping the people moving, and finding them safe places to rest along the way. He had led them up the side of the mountain of Naregas, as well, discovering passable, if precarious switchbacks that brought them to the shallow gap in the caldera's side.

Galadur, for her part, had brought up the rear, pouring what magic she had into the land that it might erase any trace of their passage. Grass had grown high where the passage of a thousand elven feet had worn it down. The bark of trees had healed where an occasional careless traveler had marked them. And rivers that had turned muddy by the fording of an entire city worth of people, turned clear again by her power. Elves were a careful folk, it was true, leaving little trace of their passage. But little was not none. In time, the marks of their passing would have faded. But time had been their enemy. They had needed to keep their passage entirely hidden or all their efforts might have been for nothing. This had been why Galadur had tirelessly done all she could to erase any trace of the Sylvanhel’s march.

But much of this Iltuvar knew only from stories told to him later. He had spent the entire trip in a haze of illusions. For while Isterin had looked ahead, and Galadur had looked behind, he had faced the daunting task of looking to the middle of their unwieldy group. With the illusion magics that Kylorin had revealed to him, Iltuvar had been able,  if only just, to hide the passage of a thousand elves. It hadn't been perfect, but the spells of concealment he'd kept active had turned away those who might have stumbled across their passage and had created images of an empty, silent forest for any who might have looked, either physically or mystically, at the lands they passed through. Thankfully, those that his spells could not deceive had been either avoided by Isterin or fooled by Galadur's smoothing out of the path behind. And though he’d had only the vaguest idea of it at the time, they had, to the surprise of all, managed to make the entire trip without being discovered. 

In time they had crossed into the caldera, for even the hardest of struggles must eventually end. There they had found that Kylorin had been right. What had looked from the outside to be the most inhospitable of locations,  the top of a very cold and rough mountain, was, in fact, a fertile valley with a large freshwater lake in the center. What was more, hot springs littered the land, keeping this hidden valley surprisingly temperate, despite the cold that had increased daily outside. Though the world might descend into a Great Winter, this valley, at least, would stay a shadow of the world that once was. 

How dramatically things had changed when they arrived in the valley, Iltuvar mused. On the trek up the mountainside, his people had been beaten. They had been forced to abandon everything they had known in the face of an unstoppable enemy. Few were the elves who had kept any sort of strength of will. Most had simply moved forward because their leaders had told them to. But when they had passed into a valley bright with a spring that had faded from the world outside, they had regained their hope. Something as simple as the smell of the cherry blossoms that bloomed here, if nowhere else, had reminded them that where there was life, there was hope. 

On that day Caeldanno Torothalion, the High Haven of the Cherry Dawn, was born. True, it had taken weeks for many of the elves to truly recover from the journey. And it had been months before anyone could think of anything beyond simple survival. But the Sylvanhel had gone from being an idea to being a reality. And their people had finally found their will to succeed. In the end, that had made all the difference. 

Those first weeks had been a blur of activity hiding their presence. He had installed the Orb of Leaves in the small hut that would one day become the new High Hall, and he had worked hard to reactivate its protective magics. At the same time he and the other High Mages began to weave the great illusion spells that Kylorin had provided. These spells, grander versions of the ones that had hidden them on the trail, kept prying eyes from finding the city, or even seeing it should they pass close by. 

Meanwhile, Galadur and her newly reformed Circle of Green had summoned the power of the earth to close the gap in the mountainside that they had passed through. As hard as it had been to come to this valley before, they had now made it nearly impossible. One trail alone did they leave, a trail both hidden and defensible, their one means of contact with the outside world. 

Isterin, of course, had taken charge of the people and had begun to plan their settlements. They had raised tents, gathered food, and set about recreating, as best they could, the elven city that they had been forced to leave behind. More importantly, he had reminded the newly formed Sylvanhel elves that they had purpose, and had helped revive the strength of the elder race that had seemed all too ready to depart during their journey.

By the end of their first month in Caeldanno Torothalion, everyone had been tired beyond belief. But for the first time since before Bhaal’s death, they had been safe. They had known that they would have many years of toil ahead, but there would no longer be the constant struggle for survival. And without that constant struggle, there was hope that they could maintain the fruits of civilization. Men might revert to barbarism. And even the Valanhel might lose much of their refinement. But here, in this haven from the dangers of the outside world, the Sylvanhel would preserve the world that was against the time that it might once more become the world that is.

That had been seven years ago. Now they had buildings, forests, fields containing plants of incredible variety, fruits and vegetables nearly lost to the coming Winter, animals of incredible variety wandering freely through the valley, and the beginnings of the Halls of Promise, successor to the Halls of Wisdom, rising next to the Great Hall. But this was only a start.

Eventually, Iltuvar knew, he would see Kylorin again. The Arch-Mage had told them where to go. In time, he would check on them. But before then, Iltuvar thought, we'll have something to show him. Despite his respect for Kylorin, or perhaps because of it, it was important to Iltuvar, and his people, that they prove their worth to the Arch-Mage. When he arrived, whenever that would be, they would be able to demonstrate that his faith in them was not misplaced.

Iltuvar looked down at the table before him where Isterin's report lay. The ranger had just returned from a rare trip to the outside world. He had gone to Fin-Arfinlos where he met with one of the few Valanhel who knew of where the Sylvanhel had gone, the knowledge was kept from all but a few, and even those might let the knowledge pass in time, that the secret of the Sylvanhel be maintained. 

Isterin had learned of three other Sylvanhel enclaves: Vanagrod (6), an enclave that was formed in caves within a great mountain, and which had a great chamber containing an artifact that mimicked the sun; Caesoron (7), a small sanctuary hidden in the high pine forests, that had even in the days before Winter fell held off the cold with powerful elven magics; and Haldamar (8), a city on a volcanic island beyond the ice, that was also home to the only known surviving colony of sea elves. Against all odds, Isterin had managed to visit all three. Such overland travel was dangerous in its own right, all the more so because it risked the secrecy of the enclaves. But this trip had been necessary, and very much worth the risk. 

As Iltuvar had suspected, the leaders of these enclaves had agreed to his proposal. Each enclave alone was vulnerable. Together they would be much stronger, but only if they could work together without danger of discovery. And that security was something Iltuvar could provide. Arcalanios had been one of the few who had known not only how moon gates are maintained, but how they are made. And Arcalanios was now at Caeldanno Torothalion. It would take years to do, and would not be easy. But in time, they would be able to rebuild the lost network of moon gates. The cities of the Sylvanhel might be isolated in distance. But they would be close through the moon gates. None would be truly isolated while their moon gate yet stood. And in their unity, there would be strength.

Yes, the Sylvanhel had been created by Kylorin’s hand. But when the arch-mage saw them next, he, and they, would know that the Sylvanhel had thrived by their own hands. They would have the pride of knowing that they were a strong people; and he would have the knowledge that they were capable of giving aid as well as receiving it. 

I look forward, Iltuvar thought, to our next meeting.

1 - Caeldanno Torothalion: High Haven of the Cherry Dawn - a Sylvanhel haven formed in a hidden volcanic valley.
2 - Lake Celambir: The Spring of Hope - the warm water lake in the center of Caeldanno Torothalion.
3 - Peregon: A great city in what would become the Falcon lands, and the site of one of the Free People’s final defeats.
4 - Fin-Arfinlos: House of the Summer Breeze ,the strongest of the Valanhel cities, and the only one to retain a moon gate.
5 - Naregas: Fiery Peak, a caldera north-east of Peregon, home to the valley that would become Caeldanno Torothalion.
6 - Vanagrod: Sanctuary Beneath the Earth - a Sylvanhel haven formed in a series of caves near the surface, beneath a large mountain.
7 - Caesoron: Nest of Eagles - a Sylvanhel haven formed in a pine forest on a high mountain.
8 - Haldamar: Hidden Home - a haven formed on a volcanic island.


The Tale of Khendrajan the Second Born - by Vardaen
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In the Anhel kingdoms now long since crumbled to dust, the caduceus, a rod capped with a winged crown, twined with two serpents, was a potent magical symbol. It represented knowledge, healing, and travelers, along with countless other emblematic meanings. Messengers and enjoys commonly carried the caduceus as mark of their office and inviolability, much like a white flag of truce. The herald and Prince of the Valanhel Khendrajan a legendary messenger in his younger years credited with many supernatural feats, carried this particular rod.

Khendrajan (1) first rose to diplomatic prominence among his family over eight hundred years ago, during a fierce war between the Anhel and the Dwarven Kingdoms of Car’rac and Gharin-din. The rulers of the two people had once been fast friends, but when they both discovered evidence of the other king making clandestine plans of invasion and conquest; they immediately declared war upon one another. Many costly battles followed. Khendrajan was wary of the circumstances that led the two races to war. He kept his eyes open and ears sharp as he bore missives to various human nobles who owed fealty to the Elven King. One fateful night, Khendrajan uncovered the bitter truth when he overheard an Althecan(2) duke plotting with advisors. The duplicitous duke planned to hold his greatest forces in reserve, and when the Anhel and the Kilmorians (Dwarves) were weakened by the war, he designed to snatch the crowns of both sovereigns. According to legend, Khendrajan fled the castle with the duke’s forces hard on his trail, running all the way back to the capitol and his father the King Indilthar. The brave Prince then dashed all the way to Car’rac to reveal the truth to its queen. In that single night, the war ended. 

A less-known story of Khendrajan is the tale of how he outwitted Nariel, a succubus trickster of Mammon the Golden. Nariel was a cunning scoundrel, and she bore a longstanding grudge against the sorcerer Kylorin. As it happened, Khendrajan was delivering a missive from Kylorin the Archmage to the count of Torion Yogosh (3) before their fall from grace, along with a gift of a beautiful magic necklace for the countess, respectfully requesting permission to gather specimens of exotic beasts from the count’s forest reserve. Nariel learned of this through her infernal sources. Taking the guise of a simple but beautiful peasant girl, she met Khendrajan on the road and convinced him to stay his mission merely for the evening. While Khendrajan meditated later that night, Nariel switched the message and the gift with her own and departed for the Abyss. Before he even entered Nariel’s home, Khendrajan had already swapped the real message for a false one and the real gift for an empty box. With the true epistle and amulet tucked safely into his cloak, he enjoyed the company of the succubus and traveled on in the morning.

Many more stories are told of Khendrajan the Second born of King Indilthar and Queen Elendrial, both before the Fall of Bhall and the coming of Mulcarn, and after, but the greatest,  and, ironically, the least well known, is his final tale. Khendrajan saw the coming of his own end, the fall of Parth Ernil and the complete dominance of Mulcarn over the world. Khendrajan sought to try and travel to Mulcarn in his own realm, the Realm of Winter(4), and steal his power and his plans. Khendrajan traveled back and forth from that frozen waste for over year. Sneaking into and out of that stronghold and by speed, guile, and trickery. Many of the God of Winter’s secrets did Khendrajan steal, bringing them back to the Anhel that remained fighting Mulcarn and preserving the Anhel’s fight for generations. On Khendrajan’s final trip he gave his rod, in secret, to his nephew for safe keeping, sensing that even his own luck could not hold out. The Second Born Prince never returned from that trip, and it was thought his caduceus was lost with him. Eventually his legendary rod would resurface as the Children of Kylorin explored the ancient sunken ruins of Parth Ernil.



1 Khendrajan: The second born son of King Indilthar and Queen Elendrial, the lords of the Anhel before they split into the Sylvanhel, Valanhel and Nomanhel. He was a great herald, a peacemaker, and averted many wars and bloodshed through diplomacy and guile. He lead the Valanhel in their struggle against Mulcarn as their Prince for decades until he ventured into Mulcarn’s Domain the Realm of Winter thinking to defeat the god through trickery. He failed, and was slain there. It was thought his Rod, which he was famous for carrying, fell into Mulcarn’s hands, but it did not. He left it behind in Parth Ernil with his nephew for safe keeping.
2 Althecan: A nation of human in the northlands before the Fall of Bhall. They had sworn allegiance to the Anhel King Indilthar during their founding. Long since vanished.
3 Torion Yogosh: A human nation that eventually fell to avarice and renounced the good gods before the Fall of Bhall.
4 Realm of Winter: The Demi-Plane of Ice and Snow.

The Tale of Oroshar the Red Dragon, Scourge of the Elk Tribe - by Vardaen
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This is how it began.

Many years ago, an old red dragon carried his treasure horde to the edge of the Inland Sea in hopes of living the rest of his days alone, away from would-be-looters and plunderers. The dragon found an isolated sea cave and summoned a river of fire to flood the area with molten flame. These flames not only kept the dragon warm during Mulcarn's Long Winter, but also kept explorers from venturing too near his coveted horde.

The dragon rested peaceful for decades, emerging once a year to hunt in the icy waters, my kin, the Elk Tribe of the Amurites caught rare glimpses of these hunting excursions out over the eastern waters, and so we named the dragon Oroshar, which means 'Dawn-Scorcher' in our native tongue. We respected the beast and kept our distance. He, for the most part, did the same.

This unwritten truce lasted for years, until one day a lone thief ventured into the dragon's lair and stole a single golden cup from the horde. Oroshar's avarice was so great that when the beast noticed the theft he fell into a blind and terrible rage. Blaming all of humanity for the crime, the dragon flew from his lair and laid waste to all settlements he could find. Crops were incinerated, herds were devoured, and long standing mead halls were left in cinders.

In time, an old man, a stranger to our lands rallied a war party to counter the dragon's rampage. A dozen heroes answered the old man's call, the greatest of which was King Lolgoff Bearheart himself, the ruler of my people and a champion of great strength. I gladly joined the fight under his banner, and our band of thirteen set out to meet the dragon at the mouth of his seaside lair. There, where the river of fire pours into the great inland sea, a great battle ensued.

Eleven warriors fled at the sight of the scaled horror; their courage deserting them when they needed it most. Only King Lolgoff and I held our ground against the beast. In the ensuing struggle, King Lolgoff's sword was shattered, my left hand was burnt to this lifeless stump, and Oroshar was impaled upon a spear that had been dropped by one of our fleeing kinsman. In the end, the dragon fell dead, but King Lolgoff lay mortally wounded. Though badly wounded myself, I remained conscious long enough to accept my King's last request, to be cremated and buried with Oroshar's captured horde.

The eleven warriors who fled eventually returned to carry me home along with the body of our fallen kin. Despite this final display of loyalty, the eleven deserters were forever banished from the lands of the Elk as punishment for their failure.

The loss of such great warriors could not have come at a worse time for my tribe. Now that Oroshar is dead, the Doviello, the Frost Barbarians, long time rivals of our people, are preparing to wage war to claim Oroshar's horde for themselves. Now my people gather for a hero's funeral, knowing that more are sure to join him.

--Bowenwar, shield bearer of the deceased King Lolgoff.

Excerpts from the Journal of Yevethas "Cold-eyes" Quethelien with introduction and notes by Eledenos Philomon Raestriel  - by Orgon

Introduction

The Sylvanhel Society for the Preservation of Pre-Ice Age History, Naraegas chapter, is proud to present to our readers this vital bit of evidence recovered from the deadly icefalls of Torion Yogosh, far to the west of our continent. Many brave Valanhel and Sylvanhel scouts died to bring us this book, and I would like to begin my introduction with a word of thanks toward their sacrifice. Due to their journey, one more primary source regarding the history of civilization will no longer be hidden under the snowy dunes of Mulcarn.

I believe some background is in order before I present the text itself. Yevethas Quethelien was, as far as we know, one of the greatest general of the Anhel to grace the age before Mulcarn slew holy Sucellus. He was a servant of the Torion Yogosh, a republic of our people that occupied and administered the large north-western area of our continent, from the Straits of Voeldur east to Mount Goros, also called Krak Gorssan by the Dwarves who lived there, south to the twin peaks called the Gates of Gronessian.

Torion Yogosh was a terrible place. In ages long ago, the people of that land had thrown off their rightful king, anointed by the gods of goodness, and sought to rule themselves. They fell into every sort of vice, and sought only after greater bodily pleasure and more power over their fellow elves. The cults of the dark gods grew among them, and a sizeable faction of the people believed that gods were imposters, and that they themselves were divine. Each of the cults and factions fought to place their representatives in the Rotom Yogosh, or Great Chamber. This was the name of group of the Anhel who made laws, such as they were in that place, and administered the nation.

After consulting with some of our elders, as well as fragments of literature and tomes that we have preserved, it became clear to me that the Torion Yogosh fought frequently, at least over the past 800 years, with their southern neighbor. Elder Saesee Trinos told me that she recalls that it was a place called the Twin Duchies of Montevert and Huggard, and was inhabited by both humans and dwarves. Their state cult was that of Bhall, and both they and the Torion Yogosh initiated and defended against wars from each other. It is said in the fragments of the human historian Maynard the Bald’s History of the Far West that the Duchies garrisoned fortresses in the Gates of Gronessian, and most of the wars began or ended there.

From what I have been able to piece together from the memories of our elders, other histories, and the journal the Society now presents to you, Yevethas Quethelian, called “Cold Eyes” by his enemies (both in Torion Yogosh and without) was the general appointed by the Rotom Yogosh shortly before the death of Bhall. His primary commission was to repel a crusade undertaken by the Twin Duchies. He was so successful in this endeavor that the Rotom Yogosh voted to continue the war and attempt to annex the Duchies. Quethelian pursued this goal by becoming the first general named in our records to capture one of the Gates of Gronessian. As I mentioned above, these mountains marked the southern boundaries of the Torion Yogosh, and the dwarf stonemaseons of the Duchy of Huggard had carved the two mountains into great nearly-impregnable fortresses. As is recorded bellow, after a 4 month siege, General Quethelien was able to overrun the Left Gatehouse (the mountain on the left, when facing north), and occupy it. 

This gave the forces of the Rotom Yogosh a huge advantage, as it broke the morale of the defenders in the Right Gatehouse. Unfortunately for General Quethelian, the Burning occurred two days later. The immense chaos caused by this event took the elven forces by surprise, and they were overwhelmed by the maddened Bhall worshippers of the Twin Duchies, who attacked insanely and caught the elves by surprise. It is not known what happened after the elves had fought this force of madmen for half a day, because the journal I have below is badly burned and damaged. Only Quethelian’s notes from Battle of Marn Plain, where the invading Duchy forces were put into retreat, to the Burning, remain.

No one knows for certain what became of the Torion Yogosh. Again, I questioned our elders on this topic, and they responded that with the growth of the new Ice Age, the Cult of Mulcarn came to dominate the politics of that land; their military forces aided Frostlings during the great battle between Mulcarn and Sucellus. After Sucellus fell and deep winter set in, contact was lost with most of the west. Our scouts who recovered this journal did not encounter anything but a few ice monsters and Frostlings near the Left Gatehouse of Gronessian where the journal was located. Presumably the Torion Yogosh survive in some capacity, and its people are servants of Mulcarn. 

Excerpts from the journal to come . . .
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