
   1

Oratóan Annals
Turn 21 pura - <uf - the - <OratOAn - kI taw/a 551–555

Those who know how to win are always much more numerous than those who know how to make proper use  
of their victories.

—Khurdán

C
ruenti Dei has apparently made it though its “Time of Troubles” in once piece, more or less. I 
am profoundly sorry at the length of this Turn, the situation having had more to do with person-
nel issues than with the game itself. Let’s put all that behind us, shall we, as we once more go 
confidently into the future.

Thanks must go to several folks who stepped up to volunteer or help with the recent unpleasantness. 
Thank you one and all. I expect that we will have the processing tools in place for this coming Turn 22. 
Keep your eyes on the Agora for details!

Schooners are abbreviated SO, regardless of what it might say in the rules.

Current Publications: 

Atlas of the World – With maps of Sahûl, Oratoa, and the rest of the Known World updated to Turn 20. 
Includes other supplementary material, including an index of all regions.

Cruenti Dei Oratoa Campaign Guide – This campaign guide provides a look at the warm and sunny 
continent of Oratoa, a land steeped in mystery and deep in the embrace of an Heroic Age. 

Cruenti Dei Rules Supplement 1: Errata and Additions – This supplement contains the corrected 
Movement system, plus many new options for your Realm. Free download or in paperback.

Cruenti Dei Rules Supplement 2: Underlands – This supplement details the Underlands, a series of vast 
caverns underneath eastern Sahûl. Free download or in paperback.

Cruenti Dei Rules Supplement 3: Age of Discovery – Expands the rules for NSR 10 and beyond. Paperback.

The Chronicle, Volume 1 – The compiled Sahûl Chronicle from Turns 0 through 10 inclusive, plus some 
other nifty bits. Available in both paperback and hardcover.

The Chronicle, Volume 11 – The compiled Sahûl Chronicle from Turns 11 through 20 inclusive, plus some 
other nifty bits. Available in both paperback and hardcover.

The Annals, Volume 1 – The compiled Oratoan Annals up to Turn 20, plus some other bits. Available in 
both paperback and hardcover.

Due to my upcoming Pilgrimage, the Next Turn is Due: Friday 17 May 2013.
www.thomryng.com/camino
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Lord Admiral Toángen has vowed to punish the 
southerners.

Kingdom of Gúako (20 h/hm)
His Serene Majesty, King Róngo vii, Rangatira Wangri, 
Takríki of Darkford, and Órikei of all Gúako.
Kiriáre the Sinister, Grand Master of the Order of 
the Serpent’s Blood.
Trade: DE, Rangkua, Rotkarru, Whutoa, 

Woangnen
DP: None.

G
úako’s new King Róngo vii proved inde-
cisive and weak, refusing to see his advi-
sors and fretting over the war. Rumours 

swirl that unrest among the more Imperial faction 
of Gúako’s nobles has increased to dangerous lev-
els. Even so, the majority of the Gúakoan people 
remain uneasy about the ascent of the Dread Em-
peror. Sorcery improved.

Tákiwat of Rangkua (9 h/hm)
Takríki Ikaróto ii of Rangkua, the Devout.
Trade: DE, Gúako, Whutoa, Woangnen
DP: None.

T
he remarkable Iháka breathed his 
last in 553 at the age of 78. On the 
night he died, a shower of falling 

stars filled the skies over Weir. The priests of the 
Hanged Man at Whawhak claimed that the very 
skies were weeping for the death of the great Takrí-
ki. The grief in Rangkua was no less profound, as 
there was scarcely anyone alive who remembered a 
time before Iháka’s thirty-year rule. Women wailed 
in the streets, and men rent their garments and 
sobbed at the passing of the age.

Nevertheless, Crown Prince Ikaróto, his hour 
come at last, took the throne and endeavoured to 
calm his people, promising them a glorious future. 
He soon thereafter declared holy war against all 
“southlander urdans”. Given the relative laxity in 
the religious views of the Rangkuan peoples, there 
was not a very great response. Nevertheless, Takrí-
ki Ikaróto carefully gathered all the volunteers into 
his capital.

The Night Skye

S
trange portents were observed in the night 
skies throughout these years. While the 
“shooting star” of Midsummer 548 was 

(and remains) exceptional in terms of brightness 
and size, swarms of smaller meteors were observed 
in the northern sky near Midsummer each year. 
They seemed to be coming from the constellation 
of the Dragon. In other seasons, and at random 
times, stars fell from the sky. There were even re-
ports of small stones falling to the ground.

Several comets were likewise observed, some for 
months at a time, though none were much more 
than a ghostly smudge in the sky.

In the autumn of 555, however, a great comet ap-
peared, growing larger until it could be seen during 
the day. As winter approached, it grew smaller and 
faded from sight.

The Utmost West
And the ending isles

Tákiwat of Whutoa (17 h/hm)
Takríki Haki viii, Rangatira Nuatam, Roríki of 
Kuatoa and Kúre, Master of the Isles.
Lord Admiral Toángen, Shark of Moonsea, Master 
of the Holy Tamkuára Armada.
Trade: DE, Gúako, Rangkua, Rotkarru, 

Woangnen
DP: None.

W
ith Takríki Haki VIII still miss-
ing, and his brother Crown Prince 
Háu on far-off island of Kitwhu, 

Whutoa fell into a strange lethargy. Their ag-
ing leadership corps remain unconvinced by the 
“Dread Empire”, and they are not particularly en-
thusiastic about the idea of some “holy” war.

The venerable Admiral Toángen and his Tam-
kuára Armada were courted by officials from the 
Dread Empire in an attempt to bring them back 
to battle. They were studiously noncommittal until 
the coming of the dragon in 555. Now, the elderly 
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The Takríki’s youngest child and only son was 
named Crown Prince.

The sorcery academy expanded.

Tákiwat of Rotkarru (11 h/rd)
Takríki Matíu iv, Rangatira Moktoka, Roríki of 
Rotkoa, Tongíki of the Island of Rotkarru.
Trade: DE, Gúako, Rangkua, Roátru, Whutoa, 

Woangnen
DP: None.

A
mid the ruins of what was once Jollyport, 
the only sign of hope was the continu-
ance of the Flopping Fish Festival. The 

front on the mainland did not move, affording the 
Rotkarru a needed pause to rebuild.

Naval quality improved.

The Dread Empire (16 h/rd)
Taasyntyä, Dread Emperor of the Great and Terrible 
Empire of the Matariki, Bringer of Dark Chaos, Scion 
of the Shadowed World, Ruler of the Lands of Oratóa.
Tawhiri iv, Atíri-Moámwhi of the Church of the 
Red Death, Speaker to the Gods.
Trade: Gúako, Rangkua, Roátru, Rotkarru, 

Tongi, Whutoa
DP: None.

D
eep within the recesses of the cavernous 
throne room at Ebonhill, the Dread Em-
peror and his minions brought to comple-

tion the great magic work upon which they had 
so long laboured. Various Southlander invasions 
deprived the Church of the Red Death of much of 
their lands.

The Dread Empire’s Sorcerers improved their 
thaumaturgic craft.

Holy Kingdom of Tongi (8 h/rd)
His Majesty King Amokapua i, Rangatíra Rawhóri, 
Takríki and Tongíki of Tongi & Ebonhill, Órikei.
Trade: DE, Roátru
DP: None.

D
espite the overwhelming support and good-
will of his people and the assurances of the 
priests, King Amokapua despaired of victory 

against the seemingly endless armies of the South-
landers. Nevertheless, he pulled himself together 
and sent forth his noble retainers to gather up the 
crusading armies and march forth to war!

No word yet from Prince Oángo. People are 
starting to worry.

Tákiwat of Roátru (9 h/rd)
Takríki Erutíri, Rangatíra Wukrung, Tongíki of Roátru.
Prince Vartherion the Proud, Master of the Stoneguard.
Trade: DE, Rotkarru, Tongi
DP: None.

R
oátru went on the defensive, consolidating 
their gains and rebuilding their army. De-
spite considerable investment of treasure, 

there were no improvements to report. 
Crown Prince Arána married in 555.

Central Oratóa
Between dArkness And the light

The Great War (531 – 555)
The AlliAnce of vAlAs:

Ancalimë, Orofer, Pouákaitoa

The empire of sAhûl:
Atuburrk, Ingazi, Khurdán (Kommolek), E. Thace, Tokatl, 

Pakoa, other forces under the Warden of the North

The DreAD empire:
Dread Empire (CRD), Gúako, MBD, Rangkua, Roátru, 

Rotkarru, Holy Tongi, Whutoa, Woangnen

oThers AT WAr WiTh The DreAD empire:
Kéatoa, Kuroa

(Underlined Realms have declared Holy War against 
one or more of their enemies. For the sake of clarity, the 
Eastern Front has been broken out and may be found be-
ginning on page 21.)

551: Of Rebellion and Maneuver

W
hile the other battlefronts were eeri-
ly quiet, unnatural storms wracked 
the Mutúinga Kóre, proving a con-
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tinuing bane to trade and fishing. Hyrágec’s navy 
maintained the Sahûlian blockade in the Dalig Ulv 
Stranden, while Ingazi maintained blockades in the 
Western Mahoúro and Túawhenua. The real action, 
however, was in Thacian-occupied Téahik.

In the early spring, the barracks of the Ingazi 
garrison was hit by lightning. With the ensuing 
fire, some 2,000 Ingazi infantry were killed. Just 
weeks later, Admiral Lady Sardira of Ingazi arrived 
with a hundred ships, all of the new designs. They 
loaded up most of the remaining garrison and put 
to sea at super-human speed.

Thace, meanwhile, in addition to constructing 
an Urdan priory and beginning a great defensive 
wall on the Tekana border, augmented their own 
forces in the region considerably. As it turned out, 
this was wise, since the natives staged a rebellion. 
Led by a mysterious figure known as “Ipi”, the hu-
mans still loyal to Holy Tongi and the Church of 
the Red Death attacked the Thacian work crews 
and outlying farms. With little leadership on the 
Sahûlian side, the Thacian and Ingazi garrisons 
withdrew to the town of Retorok to make their 
stand. In the town, several thinly-disguised foreign 
agents were captured. Before they could be ques-
tioned, they committed suicide using a cleverly con-
cealed poison pill.

A great Tongi warfleet was reported lost in the 
Mutúinga Kóre, somewhere off the Wangi coast.

In Ondír, the great Pouákaitoan crusader army 
smushed flat some armed locals. The only real de-
fense offered was one random fire-bolt, which result-
ed in some small number of casualties. Some of the 
crusaders liked the region so much that they settled 
there while the rest of the army pushed westward.

The fortress of Nellepë in Vólóme, long bereft of 
any will to resist, finally succumbed to the long (if 
desultory) Orofer siege.

552: Of Island and Assault

I
ngazi’s fleet made landfall at the isle of Wenur, 
where they disgorged a considerable army be-
fore sailing off at ludicrous speed. The army, 

led by Lord Besar Gorres and spearheaded by 2,500 
marines, numbered over 10,000 altogether.

The defenders consisted of a handful of Taro-
tist fanatics, some with weapons. A single fire-bolt 
obliterated them. The people of the island were 
quickly reduced to obedience, except for the im-
portant port town of Blackelm, which resolutely 
resisted the invaders from behind a stout palisade.

™

Thace, meanwhile, was not shirking their war 
duties either. After carefully marshalling his forces 
(and feeding and watering his dragon), Prince 
Basodir led nearly 20,000 men against the walls 
of Áio in occupied Ranga. The defense tried their 
best, and they died as true warriors. All of them. 
Outnumbered more than six to one (never mind 
the dragon), the Tongi never stood a chance. 

™

A Taneki fleet, numbering upwards of 375 war-
ships, began an amphibious invasion of the Orofer 
homeland of Ciúra. Six thousand marines splashed 
ashore from their landing skiffs, while thousands of 
pike, archers, and even equerries waited for them to 
establish a beachhead.

Simultaneously, giant stone golems began ap-
pearing throughout the countryside. These crea-
tures apparently sat up out of the earth, or in a few 
cases, walked right out of a hillside. Once they had 
appeared, however, they remained immobile and 
inert. Although a formal count was not made, esti-
mates range as high as 500 stone warriors. 

An even larger Chi’tixi fleet1 under the command 
of Deputy Warden Lady Tchazzix looked as though 
they meant to join them. The flagship, however, 
suddenly erupted into flame. In an instant, the fire 
had spread to the nearby ships, and all activity in 
the fleet was quickly turned to containing the fire. 
When this was done, a quick survey found a loss of 
only about twenty ships. The flagship was among 

1 Fishermen in the area put the number at more than 750, but 
surely that couldn’t be correct. Could it?
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them, with all hands lost including the fleet’s com-
manding officer, Commodore Tix.

Miraculously, when Lady Tchazzix’s badly burnt 
body was fished out of the sea, she was still barely 
alive. With the rest of the fleet’s leadership dead 
or missing, further deployment proved impossible.

™

Back in Téahik, the rebel siege of Thacian Reto-
rok was relieved by the arrival of a hundred sloops. 
The fleet’s leader, the wizard Wundoris, took com-
mand of the besieged garrison and offered the Tongi 
rebels open battle.

With a combined force of 18,000 men, Wundoris 
marched out of the town with banners and trum-
peting. The rebel leader revealed himself as Prince 
Ipíha of the Royal House of Tongi, and while his 
men only numbered 4,000, they knew the land and 
their leader was a cunning tactician who would use 
every possible means to secure victory.

Alas! It was not to be. Sahûlian numbers and dis-
cipline won the day. The Southlanders caught the 
rebel force in a clearing just north of the forboding 
ruins of Vanhataikuutta. They surrounded them 
and crushed them while suffering only about 2,000 
casualties themselves.

Wundoris quickly set about assessing the dam-
age from the two years of rebellion. All work on the 
great wall facing Tekana had been destroyed, though 
by some miracle the priory of Northgrove remained 
whole. The Thacians spent considerable effort to root 
out and destroy any remaining rebel cells in the re-
gion. Bright-eyed Urdan missionaries also blanketed 
the area, converting the vast majority of the defeated 
population.

553: Of Slaughter

T
he great Iägnarist flying city known 
as Cleansing Storm floated serenely 
out of Dínenaur and into Thanbrîn. 

Despite the terror of the Iluvarian population, 
there was no military defense marshalled. What 
sort of defense could be mounted against terror 

screaming from the air? Gryphons and airships 
fell upon the terrified Turéhu, and a force of long-
bowmen and zombies were dispatched to bring 
the locals to heel.

™

In Orofer’s homeland of Ciúra, the Mark’s army 
met the Taneki invaders in a series of bloody cam-
paigns that culminated at the village of Rómenna.

Battle of Rómenna (553)

B
acked by a string of strong keeps and castles, 
Orofer’s army made ready their defenses. 
Although he was quite ill (some say dying), 

Corualadh Half-Elven led the army himself, his 
Eldar sword Dúrenel at the ready. At his right rode 
the hero Haki One-Eye, now in his late sixties and 
not looking all that well himself. From his magic 
greatspear flew the banners of Orofer and Urda2. 
Together, they amassed an army of 25,000 Men 
and Elves. Against them stood a pair of incompe-
tent commanders indeed, Admiral Namtzar and 
Baroness Xitch iii of Uetzi, leading about 27,000 
Malebolge. 

With the Taneki army were five battalions of 
long metal tubes being pulled on carts. The Taneki 
commanders call them “artillery”. They belched 
fire and heavy stone balls at the defenders, caus-
ing confusion and not a small amount of damage. 
Combined with an overwhelming superiority in 
battlemagic, they nearly made up for the utter in-
competence of the Taneki field commanders.

But it was Taneki’s well-disciplined infantry that 
saved the day for the Southlanders. After a warm 
day’s slaughter, Corualadh called for his army to 
retreat to his capital of Mírchand. This they did in 
good order, leaving his castles and keeps to cover 
the retreat and impede the Taneki advance. All told 
the butcher’s bill amounted to 17,000 Taneki and 

2 Orofer’s Iluvarianism has never been a problem for Haki, who 
is not shy in proclaiming his love for his adopted country. 
Haki’s Urdanism is mostly a source of amusement for his com-
patriots. Indeed, he is sometimes called “Crazy Uncle Haki”, 
but never to his face.
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11,000 Orofer dead. Taneki’s fragile artillery was 
destroyed in the battle.

™

Something like 100,000 Iluvarian crusaders 
lumbered into Asiéndar. Many of the crusaders had 
become impatient with the slow pace of the war in 
the west, and they did their very best to smash the 
9,000 or so defenders with alacrity. Afterwards, the 
region was colonized by large numbers of peasant 
hangers-on. The army commanders were not sorry 
to see them go. 

Argument broke out amongst the command-
ers concerning the remaining peasant levies, with 
many pointing out that they were the reason the 
army was moving so slowly. Finally, Captain Ropá-
ta decided that he had enough. He resolved to 
press forward with all possible speed with 50,000 
knights, letting Captain Ioráma’s mixed force keep 
up as they could. 

™

The mighty Aeg-Annûn, Lich-Lord of Tasæl, led 
an army numbering in excess of 75,000 into Oro-
fer’s conquered region of Lærarod. Rumours were 
rife that an additional Iägnarist force of perhaps 
40,000 were just a few months behind them on the 
march. Orofer’s Commander of the South, Crown 
Princess Orodriel, determined that she would meet 
the lich’s army before reinforcements could be 
brought. She was joined by her sister, the Princess 
Lothveren, and together they amassed an army of 
53,000 Men and Turéhu.

The Battle of Morchaint (553)

A
lthough they were clearly outnumbered, 
the Orofer drew up their battle lines in 
classic fashion and demanded the surren-

der of the Lich and his army. Reply was quickly 
given, as Aeg-Annûn ordered his cavalry to charge 
the line of Elven archers.

Led by the Demon Draal, 8,000 Saurian cata-
phracti, 18,000 Wenemet Cavaliers, and a thou-

sand holy Turéhu kura-drawn chariots charged as 
the first wave, followed closely by 5,000 knights 
and twice that many medium cavalry. Against 
them stood a force primarily of Elven archers, sup-
ported by heavy infantry and lighter auxiliaries.

As the cavalry thundered across the open field, 
the archers peppered them with shot. The Lich was 
no fool, however, and his cavalry was sufficiently 
spread out that the field did not become a killing 
field. What he had not counted on, however, was 
the sudden sound of a horn sounding in the dis-
tance off his left flank, a horn that summoned the 
chivalry of Pouákaitoa to battle!

Led by Aátattíue Demon-slayer, 26,000 kura rid-
ers joined the battle. Brandishing the magic sling 
Trollsbane, he rode right for the Demon at the heart 
of the battle. The hero Aátattíue and the Demon 
Draal fought each other mightily, until the tides of 
battle drew them apart. True to his name and repu-
tation, the hero forced his way across the battlefield 
towards the Demon, slaying huge swaths of Iägnar-
ists as he fought to re-engage the Demon who was 
doing so much damage to the Iluvarian army. 

The Lich, meanwhile, had drawn his pale 
Wraithblade, and was similarly trying to hunt 
down and kill the Demonslayer. Many he slew 
with that ghostly blade, seeking above all to bury it 
in the heart of Aátattíue.

Casualties to both sides were heavy, and the 
original ordered lines of battle were now waves of 
chaos and destruction undulating across the field. 
The Iluvarian captains were some of the best field 
commanders in Oratoa, but against them stood a 
Lich and a Demon. Battle magics flickered across 
the field, but proved helpless against the great 
wards erected by both armies.

In the midst of the carnage it is difficult to say 
what exactly happened. Was it a sling bolt from 
Trollsbane? Was it the fusillade of arrows from the 
Elven line? In any case, the Demon Draal suddenly 
drew himself up to his full, imposing height and 
bellowed a scream of pain and rage that shook the 
ground and shivered the banners of both armies.
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There was a moment of pause, almost stillness. 
And then the Demon exploded.

Warriors from both sides were incinerated in the 
blast, which knocked all but the strongest from 
their feet. In the moments after the fireball, both 
armies fled the field, and only the iron will of their 
respective commanders was able to rally them.

A quick count showed Kommolek with 33,000 
cavalry and 16,000 infantry remaining, while 
the Iluvarians numbered about 33,000 cavalry 
and 23,000 infantry. Some 29,000 Iägnarists and 
22,000 Iluvarians lay dead on the field. Among 
the dead was Orofer’s Princess Lothveren. There 
was little time for her sister the Crown Princess 
to mourn her, or indeed for anyone to mourn the 
heaps of the dead. The instant order was restored, 
both ragged armies charged, one to the other.

This time, there was no crash of cavalry against 
infantry lines, no trumpets brightly calling the 
charge. The battle that followed was just grinding 
slaughter.

The Iluvarian commanders fought with urgency, 
for word had reached them that a force of 36,000 
heavily armed and armoured horsemen had entered 
the region, under banners that identified them as 
Iägnarist holy troops. Were those to join the battle, 
there was little chance that the Iluvarians would 
prevail. Their only chance was to defeat the enemy 
piecemeal.

This time, the Pouákaitoan cavalry proved deci-
sive. They actually fought better than Kommolek’s.
As the opposing infantry ground each other to 
bone meal, it was the Pouákaitoan cavalry that had 
the run of the field. The Kommolek cavalry broke, 
and as they fled the Iluvarians slaughtered the re-
maining Iägnarist infantry.

Only 20,000 Kommoleki cavalry survived to 
retreat to Hedhu, while the remaining 42,000 Ilu-
varians regrouped to meet the 36,000 fresh Iägnar-
ists already on the way.

They never came. It seems that the Lich’s attack 
was a screen to allow the other force to ride north 

into Aban. As the corpses were piled high for the 
bonfires to follow3, the Princess and the Demon-
slayer met to decide their army’s next move.

™

The Ingazi blockade squadron in the Túawhenua 
met up with a vast southlander armada, flying the 
flags of Averon, Tokatl, Withidan, Electoral Thace, 
and (somewhat surprisingly) Carcë. Reportedly, 
the combined force numbered 1,200 ships. 

After several days of consultations amongst the 
admirals, the fleet broke up. The Ingazi squadron 
remained on blockade duty, joined by the Imperial 
Withidan Fleet, while the other squadrons headed 
for their appointed landings on the coast.

™

On the isle of Wenur, Lord Besar considered 
how best to approach the walls of Blackelm. After 
consulting with his senior marine and cavalry of-
ficers, he ordered an assault, which began with a 
fire-bolt designed to bring down a section of the 
walls near the main gate. The fire-bolt was rather 
more successful than anticipated, and Ingazi occu-
pied the town without loss.

554: Of Invasion and Terror

I
n the deep, dark Undercity of Ebonhill in 
Hiktino, the preparations were at last com-
plete, and the final strands of the Great Spell 

were at last weaving themselves together. Led by 
the Dread Emperor, a cabal of wizards from all 
over Oratoa were joined in this great pursuit – the 
final sealing of the Crimson Throne.

Even as the sounds and fires of their dark sor-
cery enflamed the Undercity, above their heads 
battle was joined to prevent their success. While 
their great fleet remained at anchor within sight of 
the temple of Morwewh, the armies of Averon and 
Tokatl – Iluvarian and Tarotist – stormed ashore. 
The beachhead was established by 9,000 Tokatl 
marines led by the indomitable equerry Uchika. 
3 Given the presence of a Wraithblade, burning the bodies of all 

of the dead seemed a sensible precaution.
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As the defending forces manned the coastal 
forts, they were momentarily distracted by three 
rapid-fire lightning bolts from the Averese flag-
ship that crashed into Morwewh with a mighty 
rolling roar. The walls of the cathedral were shat-
tered like pottery struck by a maul. As the mag-
nificent dome collapsed to rubble, fire broke out 
and within minutes the entire cathedral complex 
was ablaze.

The distraction was enough for the remaining 
invaders to come ashore. The combined Sahûlian 
army stood at about 60,000 combined arms. To 
defend Hiktino, the Dread Empire marshalled per-
haps 17,000 men, ensconced in a series of formida-
ble castles and keeps, led by the equally formidable 
General Maráma. The defenders fought like de-
mons. Even so, the Southlanders’ advantages were 
insurmountable: vastly superior numbers, better 
weapons, more sophisticated tactics, and depth in 
leadership. 

Though it took them more than a year of near-
constant fighting, the Tokatl and Averese ground 
out their victory at a cost of 10,000 dead.

™

With Thanbrîn secure, Cleansing Storm floated 
south and westward, back into Iägnar’s territory.

™

Iluvarian Aban was invaded by a force of 36,000 
Kommoleki cavalry. They were the pride of Kom-
molek’s holy warriors: cavaliers, cataphracti, and 
proud knights, banners flying and crests trumpet-
ing. They were led by a Saurian, a middling func-
tionary with delusions of grandeur by the same of 
Sir Darrik Nowles. Having bypassed the slaughter 
at Morchaint, he was confident in his ability to deal 
with the castles and the few thousand Elven archers 
defending the region.

During his campaign of conquest, however, he 
was set upon by the joint Pouákaitoa-Orofer force 
led by two talented and accomplished captains: 
Aátattíue Demon-slayer and Princess Orodriel. 

The Battle of Rokkorimbë (554)

S
pearheaded by the thoroughly professional 
Pouákaitoan knights on kura, 40,000 or 
more Iluvarian warriors attacked the invad-

ers. The confident Iägnarist commander Sir Darrik 
Nowles warmed up his battlemagic and casually 
launched a fire-bolt at the enemy.

Both fizzled against the Iluvarian wards, and 
the battle was on! Although the Iluvarians had a 
small advantage in numbers, the real advantage 
was in the tactical skills of their commanders and 
the discipline and prowess of both the Pouákaitoan 
knights and the Orofer footmen. Kommolek’s ill-
trained knights and cavaliers, by contrast, fought 
as more of a mob than a cohesive force. That they 
were commanded by Sir Darrik Nowles was cer-
tainly not to their advantage, either.

Although they were being destroyed on the 
field, the Iägnarist commander refused to call the 
retreat, and it’s doubtful that any of his fanatical 
troops would have listened anyway. The Iluvarians 
grimly pressed their attack, and utterly wiped them 
out. There were no survivors.

Iluvarian casualties were limited to a thousand 
horse and 3,000 archers. The castles will probably 
have to be repaired as well. For their troubles, the 
Iluvarians did capture a hoard of spell-crystals.

™

In the region of Marruar on Orofer’s northeast 
coast, 250 Kommolek ships began landing a huge 
force of infantry – Iägnarist holy warriors.

Simultaneously in the southern region of 
Vólóme, 165 Taneki ships (under a Tokatl admiral) 
began landing a rather impressive force of heavily 
armed and armoured mounted warriors they called 
equerries.

™

In Orofer’s homeland of Ciúra, meanwhile, the 
Taneki army (now numbering just over 10,000) was 
busy reducing the regions many castles and keeps 
one by one. This they were doing quite successfully, 
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when to their surprise, a Pouákaitoan force arrived 
from the north. 

The Battle of Mírchand (554)

L
ed by the indomitable Hinwáhi Ngu4 and her 
Chosen, the Pouákaitoan relief army num-
bered 30,000 infantry. As they marched up, 

the Orofer army in Mírchand sallied out to rendez-
vous with them.

This was, however, exactly what the Taneki had 
suspected would happen. As the Orofer rode forth 
from the city gate, a fire-bolt shattered their ranks. 
The result was devastating. Five thousand warriors 
died instantly, among them the storied hero Haki 
One-Eye. As fire and confusion swept through the 
Orofer ranks, the Taneki commanders pressed the 
attack. The Taneki pike cut through the Orofer line 
like piss through snow5. Unfortunately, their com-
manders were nowhere near as skilled as their sol-
diers. So intent were they on destroying the Orofer 
Royal Army that they had turned their own flank, 
and the full force of Pouákaitoan infantry crashed 
into it. The result was the utter destruction of the 
Southlander invasion force.

Only a bare handful of Taneki survived, their 
two commanders chief among them. They scur-
ried back to their ships just as fast as they could. 
While the Orofer casualties were horrific – only 
about 2,500 survived – the Pouákaitoan losses were 
negligible.

™

Captain Ropáta’s 50,000 crusading Iluvarian 
knights rode into Iägnarist Avæth and conquered 
it before breakfast.

™

A Iägnarist uprising in Talathnas went nowhere, 
as the overwhelming majority of the local Turéhu 
4 Beautiful, smart, and deadly, Hinwáhi is the queen of monster-

slaying. She wears armour fashioned from dragon-hide, and 
five hundred kura-mounted knights “the Chosen” have pledged 
obedience to her cause.

5 One of those colourful Oratoan expressions so beloved by the 
Kaitawa.

now worship the Red Death. The fact that there’s 
a Tongi army stationed there surely didn’t help the 
rebel cause.

555: Of Conquest

T
he residents of the Whutoan is-
land of Pawhi were astonished to 
see Southlander soldiers emerge 

from the waves. Wave after wave of Saurian pike 
splashed ashore as the local warriors scrambled to 
defend their home. The local Takríki was able to 
assemble about 9,000 men against the 10,000 in-
vaders. They might have made a go of it, except 
that a dragon emerged from the water and clam-
bered ashore. Riding atop the beast was the fa-
mous Thacian Prince, Basodir the Bold, wearing 
his shining plate armour and full princely regalia, 
and bearing his flashing magical sword.

At that point, the local army broke and ran. 
The Thacians promised that any Tarotists who 

foreswore the Church of the Red Death would be 
spared their wrath. The Takríki of Pawhi asked for 
a meeting. As it turned out, he was a hard-drink-
ing islander of the old school, devoted to the Way 
and largely indifferent to the Red Death. He ne-
gotiated an honourable surrender for his people, 
under the single condition that there be no slave 
raids or pillaging of the countryside.

Prince Basodir accepted the terms and rode in 
triumph through the streets of Gloaming.

The Red Death priory of Aítutaki was quietly 
dissolved by the locals.

™

Having at last reduced the Hiktino countryside 
to obedience, the armies of Tokatl and Averon 
found themselves confronted by the truly massive 
walls of Ebonhill – and then there was the Under-
city below. The Averese fleet, having stood off to aid 
in the blockade of the Túawhenua, was not able to 
help in the siege of the city. The army did have at 
its disposal a considerable number of Tokatl ships, 
however – 345 altogether, including 35 galleons.
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The defenders showed no signs of distress, and 
indeed taunted their besiegers from atop their 
mighty walls.

Meanwhile, in the deep Undercity, smoke bil-
lowed from the Cavern of the Throne, accompa-
nied by the constant sound of hammering on stone 
and metal and the occasional rumbling of heavy 
stonework or equipment being moved through the 
underground passageways.

™

In the Red Death Demense of Nóak, a Thacian 
fleet landed 14,000 Thacian marines, followed by 
a mixed force of 29,000 Thacian and Carcë troops 
and a dragon. Against them stood 15,000 crazed, 
bloodthirsty Red Death holy troops. The Tarotists, 
sensing that they stood little chance of victory, threw 
themselves into the fight with an unholy fury that 
startled the invaders. The Tarotist holy warriors 
inflicted horrendous casualties as they fought, and 
died, to the very last man.

Having sustained 12,000 casualties, the South-
landers were in no mood for mercy. They viciously 
plundered the abbey of Kowhu and burned its re-
mains in dragonfire.

™

While 35,000 Iägnarist holy troops completed 
their occupation of Marruar, destroying Dínenel 
Abbey in the process, in Vólóme the Taneki equer-
ries ran into a spot of bother.

The Battle of Nellepë (555)

T
aneki’s problem was their command-
er, an aging political appointee with 
one last shot at glory. Her name was 

Cartic, and that name will live in infamy through-
out the long annals of Taneki military history. She 
commanded 10,000 brave equerries, along with 
6,500 light cavalry as support. Against her was 
arrayed a mere 6,500 Turéhu archers, with some 
4,500 kura scouts to guard their flanks. Their com-
mander was a wily old Human, also nearing the 

end of his life. Lord Koblakai, however, was a mili-
tary man through and through, and he understood 
tactics. He chose his ground carefully and waited 
for the Taneki to come to him. 

The place he chose was a narrow field between 
two stands of trees, very near to the half-ruined for-
tress of Nellepë. Rain poured down upon the army 
as it took up its position, but by the morning of the 
battle, the sun had broken through the clouds.

Taneki’s equerries vied and jostled for the glory 
of being in the first line of attack, and Cartic lacked 
the ability or will to deny any of them. As a result, 
the equerries were packed tightly into the narrow 
field, the mass of them too compact and unwieldy 
to manoeuvre or control. 

Koblakai’s men waited for the Taneki to begin 
the attack, but there was no movement in the op-
posing army. Finally Koblakai gave the command 
“Forward banners” and the army advanced with 
trumpets blaring. Once in range of the Taneki, Ko-
blakai gave the command to halt and the archers 
set pointed staves in the ground forming a fence 
leaning outwards towards the enemy. 

The Orofer archers then opened a devastating 
fire on the compact mass of Taneki equerries. Af-
ter the initial shock, the front line of the Taneki 
army moved forward to the charge. In the narrow 
confines of the muddy rain-soaked farmland, the 
charge soon reduced to a stumbling walk, impeded 
by the floundering men and horses shot down by 
the archers.

Within hours, it was clear that the Orofer had 
won a thumping victory. While individual Taneki 
equerries fought bravely and well, it was from des-
peration as the Orofer archers overwhelmed the 
struggling mass, taking as prisoner those who 
might be worth a ransom and killing the rest.

With their commander captured, the Taneki 
fleet remained offshore, uncertain how to proceed.

™

In Orofer’s homeland of Ciúra, meanwhile, a 
new amphibious operation was in the offing. Dep-
uty Warden Lady Tchazzix had finally regained her 
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health, and she sent 36,000 marines to the beaches. 
At the same time, the 500 inert stone warriors that 
had been standing around for years were suddenly 
not so inert; they joined the Chi’tixi marines as 
they came ashore.

Discretion being the better part of valour, the 
Orofer and Pouákaitoan forces immediately re-
treated behind the imposing walls of Mírchand. 
The Chi’tixi made short work of the remaining cas-
tles in the region and made ready to put Mírchand 
to siege. Oddly, they have as yet done nothing to 
the monks of Mellchall Abbey.

™

Captain Ioráma’s 17,500 Iluvarian knights and 
40,000 peasant levies finally arrived in Avæth. 
Many of the levies (and some of the knights) decid-
ed that they had done enough to thwart Iägnarism 
and decided to settle down, colonizing the region.

™

Near the center of the River Quarter in Pouákai-
toa’s capital of Kawwhi, strange things were afoot. 
Rumours persisted of enemy spies, and the locals 
were convinced that some sort of evil presence 
walked invisibly among them. Careful investiga-
tion by the King’s men found nothing amiss, but 
they did note an uneasy feeling in the air.

Whether there was any truth to the rumours, 
none now can say, for in the summer came an event 
that transcended all the rumours in its unnatural 
and uncanny resolution. Early one morning, an 
unearthly roar echoed through the district, as if a 
great chorus of voices bellowed a scream of pain 
and rage. The ground shuddered at the sound. It 
was followed by a single still moment so quiet that 
not even birds dared their song.

Suddenly, a great explosion tore through the 
district, flattening buildings and sending a fireball 
into the sky. The subsequent fire did some damage 
to the poorer parts of the city and damaged the city 
wall. An investigation is ongoing, but little remains 
of the area where the fireball originated.

™

The Turéhu Lord of Iägnarist Morim stumbled 
into Umllor with 19,000 barely-restrained holy 
troops. Umllor was a predominately Urdan region 
with a large Iägnarist minority, currently occupied 
by Iluvarian holy troops. Despite a great deal of 
confusion, battle was joined. The Iluvarian gar-
rison fought bravely, but they were largely armed 
with farm implements. Their officers, who had 
much more bravery than skill, were overwhelmed, 
and the Iägnarists managed to take the region by 
being slightly less incompetent.

™

Kommolek’s ally Curauth of Thenimore led 
some 13,000 Iägnarist holy troops to conquer for-
ested Zirbeth.

™

Led by the Viceroy himself, a mighty fleet of 150 
New Ingazi airships landed at Retorok in Téahik.

™

Unnatural storms wracked the Moána a Martirri 
and Hakapa Straits.

Thacian Outpost of Retorok (2 se/ur)
Banoss Wundoris, Military Governor of Retorok.
Trade: Kommolek
DP: None.

T
hace, with Ingazi’s help, survived a 
native rebellion and even expanded 
their holdings. Urdan missionaries 

blanketed Téahik, and the majority of the local 
Turéhu converted. 

New Cappargarnia 

A
s the Republic fell under Imperial Doom 
in Sahûl, Cappargarnia’s remaining 
colonies in Oratoa quietly asserted their 

independence. The city of Abrahiem in Orodrin 
remains loyal to the Empire, however, and their 
status within the Imperial system is undetermined 
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at the moment. They’re hoping to be made an Im-
perial Free City.

The Northmark (42 we /yg)
Lord Kourbiedes, First Marshall of the Northmark.
Mæthorchir the Scythe, Master of the Kura Riders of 
Nenalph, Lord of Usk.
Trade: Kommolek
DP: Eladan (A)

A
tuburrk constructed a wistfully lovely 
priory in Nelthent, which despite the 
clear intentions of its patrons, was named 

Lauriëlantar. Oh, and there was a war something 
or another going on.

Dominion of Khurdán (7 wse/yg)
Khurdán, Son of Iägnar, Regent of Fell Kommolek, 
Master of the Iron Throne of Angildûath, Suzerain 
of the Thornwood Turéhu, Dark Lord of Oratoa.
His Fell Excellency, Goesek Derryk II, Count Palatine 
of Kommolek, First Speaker of the Nine, King of 
Hämäräsjä.
Aeg-Annûn, Lich-Lord of Tasæl, Steward of Angildúath, 
Second Speaker of the Nine, Marshal of the Fell Legions.
Trade: New Araxes, New Ingazi, Northmark, 

Pakoa, ThaceE, Yarni-Za
DP: Díssarad (F), Lúthar (F), Dólvil (F), 

Úamalu (T), Aurlith (T), Belroth (F)

M
ighty Khurdán’s forges continued 
night and day to make arms and 
armour for his hordes. The peasant 

rabble that formed much of the jihadist armies were 
outfitted and trained. Khurdán himself, however, 
had an agenda more domestic than military.

The Pedagogy of Corruption

S
ister and brother stood alone in the dark 
chamber to which they’d been summoned. 
Ennedel and Derryk, shieldmaiden and 

Count Palatine, scions both of the ancient House 
of Goesek, had been summoned like children. 
And yet, neither minded, for their summoner was 
Khurdán.

The god turned to Derryk, saying that he would 
be crowned a king in Oratoa in one year’s time. 
And there would be lessons – months of the teach-
ing of Yagnar stretched out before them both.

Cold sweat broke out on Ennedel’s forehead, dif-
ficult for a Wenemet. Now hot sweat – there was 
plenty of that up here in the land of sun and sharks. 
But cold sweat was reserved for being in the pres-
ence of danger or Yagnar. Both if you were very un-
lucky. Or lucky, depending upon your perspective. 
And this was exactly the position Ennedel found 
herself in. She smoothed the lines of her gown, her 
only gown. Her days were usually spent in jodh-
purs riding great big birds, feeling the mountain 
breeze on her fur. But not now.

Life was a bard’s tale culminating in this mo-
ment. The exodus. The god incarnate. The prom-
ised land. Elves. Smooth-skinned elves. In the now, 
a shudder rippled through her bodice. Khurdán 
drew closer. Khurdán as a smooth-skinned elf.

It was a possibility that had always been pres-
ent: duty, honor, and the bloodline. As children 
Ennedel and Derryk knew that Yagnar was not 
just steward of Kommolek, but that his bloodline 
would replace theirs in the line of succession. Poor 
Derryk would be alone without even a bastard to 
his line. 

Their bloodline’s only hope and her greatest fear 
was Ennedel’s womb. She dreaded and delighted 
in the thought. He was her god, incarnate. She 
would live to serve and delight him in whatever 
way he wished. A terrible dread and a thrill rip-
pled through her as he whispered softly. Her knees 
turned to jelly. Her heart thundered in her chest. 
Her stomach curdled at the thought of his smooth 
skin touching hers. Yet his words came alluringly, 
teasing the dread from her mind replacing it with 
devoted passion. In his arms, she was malleable 
flesh. Mouth dry, her mind considered the conun-
drum. Who do you pray to when you are in the 
arms of your god; when you are desperate to carry 
the first born of Yagnar? 

She decided then that she would allow herself to 
be seduced by him. She told herself that it was her 
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choice and silenced the certainty that if he desired 
it, she would be his plaything despite any choice 
she made. He was Yagnar. Either way, she would 
live to serve and delight him. Either way, she would 
give her life for him.

It was now. There was supper on the table. Sup-
per with a god. The plates were being brought for 
dessert when Yagnar stood. He looked at Derryk. 
“You will leave now. I will spend the evening with 
Ennedel.” 

It was now. He turned, his terrible presence set 
her knees knocking and wobbling. She had never 
actually been alone with Khurdán before. How…  
never mind the how. 

Bards would sing of her in the future, but they 
would leave out this part. This part was where she 
was emptying out the contents of her stomach 
(what little she could eat), retching over the cham-
ber pot. It would not be the last time. 

So, she thought, this is the life of a fairy-tale  
princess.

™

The Dark Master spent the better part of a year 
with them to teach them the Turéhu ways, as well 
as the ancient tongue of the Eldar.

At the passing of a year and a day, Khurdán 
called together his court. A great rite was held, 
where the Dark Lord personally crowned Derryk 
as the “King of Hämäräsjä” with an ancient iron 
crown, whispered to be one of the ruling crowns 
of old. 

Thereafter, Count Palatine Derryk invited the 
princes of all the western Thornwood regions to 
come to Caladawar to test their mettle and that of 
their troops against one another. The prize? To de-
termine who will lead the holy troops in combat by 
Derryk’s side when the fleet launches in 556.

After several monstrous stillbirths, Ennedel 
gave birth to a son in 553, and another in 554. 
Khurdán named them Terthynn and Andel. They 
are, both of them, to all appearances ordinary 
Wenemet cubs.

™

Iägnar’s bonfires of sacrifice, meanwhile, contin-
ued unabated. The choking black smoke drifted  
through the Thornwood, forming a noxious mist 
that settled in the vales and raggedly drifted across 
the muddy meadows. The hypnotic rhythm of ten 
thousand hammers hitting ten thousand anvils 
could be felt in the very earth as Kommolek con-
structed the engines of war. 

Meanwhile, persistent rumours throughout the 
Thornwood have emerged of a two-headed kura 
taller than a tree, clanking though the forests at 
Iägnar’s whim. What this may portend, even the 
wise know not.

The port town of Vanwa rose in Caldawar, set-
tled by veteran rangers. Similarly, in neighbouring 
Brégil, the port town of Garweth was settled by 
veteran infantrymen.

Brégoru was colonized by Sahûlian Wenemet 
and Saurians, and Oratoan Turéhu6, and the region 
given over to the Iägnarist Primacy of the Veiled 
Masters. The original Turéhu in the region seems 
content to stick to their old nomadic ways.

Kommolek constructed an astonishingly beauti-
ful priory in Arluin, which they named Tangaróta’s 
Oubliette. At the structure’s very center is a trium-
phal column some 30 meters high, crowned with 
flame. Gaps near the top of the column whistle 
with an unearthly howl that on windy days can 
be heard throughout the region. A bas relief spirals 
around the column and shines with inlaid gold and 
silver artwork depicting the shadowy genocide of 
Oánwhi in exquisite detail.

A widespread rumor has it that within this col-
umn lay the entrapped souls of the Iluvarian dead 
of Oánwhi, and that their burning souls fuel the 
flames. Surrounding the priory is a small fortress 
named Róngo’s Dare.

6 Brégoru (3123)m
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Veiled Masters of Yarni-Za (0 yg)
His Unholy Magnificence, the Lich Ystar, Thirteenth 
Patriarch of the Priests of Ozahn, Dread Hand of 
Yagnar, Voice of the Hidden Masters of Yarni-Za, 
Lord of the Fell. 
Trade: Kommolek
DP: None.

K
hurdán gave unto Ystar the Unholy a new 
land, perhaps in an attempt to preserve the 
unity of His church throughout the world. 

Ancalimë (10 e/ur)
King Calmalas of the Venerable House of Malvalas.
Trade: Orofer, Pouákaitoa
DP: None.

K
ing Calmalas continued to maintain his de-
fensive posture. His northern enemies did 
the same, much to his relief.

Mark of Orofer (6 eh/il)
Corualadh Half-Elven, Takríki of Orofer and Warden 
of the Mark.
Trade: Ancalimë
DP: None.

P
rince Corualadh fell victim to debilitating 
illness, and Orofer fell victim to eviscera-
tion at the hands of Kommolek and Chi’tixi. 

The only real bright spot was the stellar combined 
defense of the south, spearheaded by Corualadh 
Half-Elven’s daughter, the Princess Orodriel. Even 
as Corualadh lay ill, perhaps dying, Orodriel has 
made no secret of her desire to swear fealty to the 
Pouákaitoan King.

Kingdom of Pouákaitoa (17 h/il)
His Majesty King Kamwhai iii, the Eloquent , Son of 
Róngo Son of Ihúhah of the House of Ekara, Rangatíra 
Kawhe of the Éiwi of the Eagle, Órikei, Beloved of 
Iluvar.
Trade: Ancalimë
DP: Perhaps.

U
nlike his erstwhile allies, King Kamwhai 
the Eloquent pressed the fight against Iäg-
nar and his uncounted minions. The dam-

age done to his capital in 554 has only strengthened 
his resolve to destroy the enemy of all that is good 
and true.

Siege and airship quality both improved.

The Return of Ihúhah, Kamwhai’s Son

T
here were six of them. Most had been 
boys at the time of the attack on the 
temple, but that was four long years 

ago now. Even Paki, the youngest, was accounted 
by them a man, though his beard could only be 
charitably described as scant. They were led by 
Húnapo, the eldest at two and twenty. It was he 
who led their hunts, and it was his cunning and his 
leadership that had kept them alive, and kept them 
loyal to their mission.

They sat now in the darkness of a quarter-moon, 
near to the embers of the tiny fire that Paki tended. 
It was barely enough to warm them, but they dared 
nothing larger. Their game that day had been a 
brace of turikura, brought down by the oldest four 
and prepared and cooked by the youngest two. It 
had taken hours to cook them over the tiny fire, 
but Paki and Wíremu had peeled back the enor-
mous and pungent raki leaves in which their birds 
had been cooked. Wíremu carefully cut and peeled 
back the flabby skin to reveal the meat beneath. 
The six deeply breathed in the smell of poached 
kura.

As Wíremu sliced deeper into the bird, the once 
portly Háu growled, “I don’t care if it’s done or not. 
I’m starved.”

Wíremu grunted. “No fears, brother. The meat is 
cooked. Everyone grab a kura!”

The young men hastened to claim their din-
ners, each stabbing their longknife at the embers 
to pull out a wrapped bird. Amidst this good-na-
tured scramble, a sword stabbed down from above 
them and into the fire. Dinner forgotten, the young 
men immediately scattered backwards, longknives 
at the ready, to face the unknown warrior in their 
midst. Two of the longknives still had dinners im-
paled upon them.
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The stranger was no older than Húnapo, but his 
bearing was calm and self-assured. He was well-
armed and a steel breastplate could be glimpsed 
beneath his great green cloak. 

He said, “Don’t be afraid, friends, for I am but a 
pilgrim seeking company and hospitality.”

Húnapo, the eldest, spoke for the six. “It’s many 
a year since we’ve seen any living man in these hills, 
brother. I am Húnapo, Oblate of Iluvar’s Temple 
of Oánwhi. Before we would extend hospitality, I 
would know your name.”

The stranger sheathed his sword. If he expected 
the others to do likewise, he was disappointed. If 
he was disappointed, he did not show it. Instead, 
he smiled and bowed.

“Greetings to you, Oblate of Oánwhi. We are 
well met indeed, for the Temple of Iluvar is the ob-
ject of my pilgrimage. Long have I walked through 
blasted heath and wilderness. By my map and my 
memory, I should be nearly upon it, but I have 
heard no bells, and indeed have seen no sign of 
habitation until I espied your campfire from yonder 
hill. I claim the hospitality afforded all pilgrims in 
this country.”

Húnapo lowered his weapon, though none of 
the others did likewise. “Your name, brother,” he 
gently insisted.

Again the stranger bowed. “I am Ihúhah, son of 
Kamwhai son of Róngo of the House of Ekara, at 
your service and the service of Iluvar.” As he stood 
upright, his weathered green cloak fell open, reveal-
ing in full his steel breastplate. It bore the sigil of 
the Kings of Pouákaitoa. The six fell to their knees.

Húnapo gasped, “My Prince!” 
“Stand up, my brothers. Let us feast. If you will 

share some of your fine turikura with me, I have 
three flasks of Eldar wine to add to our revels.”

The six stood, and Háu made haste to retrieve 
his dinner, which had fallen off his longknife and 
rolled under a nearby bush.

They ate and drank, and then they talked for 
hours into the deep of the night. Húnapo told the 
tale of the Woe of Oánwhi, and of the escape of a 
handful of acolytes and oblates into the wilderness 

with some of the treasures of the temple, even as 
the forces of evil and chaos ran reaving over the 
region.

“There were more than a dozen of us once, but 
the Shadows haunted and hunted us down. For 
years, we tried to evade them, keeping the treasures 
safe. We had hoped for a royal army, even for the 
angels of Iluvar himself, to deliver us and to avenge 
the temple’s ruin, but it was not to be.”

Paki, the youngest, interrupted. “But they’re 
gone now. The Shadows left.”

“Did they now?” asked the Prince.
Húnapo nodded. “Yes. About a year ago, some-

time in the spring of 556, I think. They harried us 
well during the winter – that’s when we lost Eté-
ra and the acolyte Haimóna – and then they just 
stopped. We haven’t seen one since.”

“Is the temple ruin undefended then?”
“We’ve scouted it a couple of times, and we’ve 

seen no Shadows and no soldiers. No living crea-
ture, in fact. But…” Húnapo hesitated a long time 
before continuing. “The ruins have been mostly 
cleared, pounded to rubble. Only a few walls re-
main, overgrown with vines and moss. The great 
altar remains, with the Sword of Iluvar, but the en-
emy guards it. Stone golems, perhaps fifty of them 
all told, stand in two circles surrounding the altar. 
Those in the outer circle face outward, and those 
in the inner circle face the altar. Wíremu here,” he 
nodded in the direction of their young cook, “once 
snuck within twenty yards of them.”

“One of them threw a great rock at me,” squeaked 
Wíremu. “If he’d have hit me, I’d be jelly.”

Prince Ihúhah stroked his short beard. “I’d like 
to see them. I’d like to see the temple ruin.”

“It’s a three day march,” said Húnapo. “Game is 
scarce near the ruins. We should hunt tomorrow, 
cook the meat, and gather supplies for the walk. 
Shall we leave for the temple in two days?”

The Prince nodded. “Agreed. The moon will be 
new when we arrive. Darkness may prove useful.”

™
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In the fourth watch of the last night before they 
arrived at the temple ruin, Paki gently shook Hú-
napo and Prince Ihúhah awake. The night was ee-
rily illuminated only by the light of the stars. In a 
hoarse whisper Paki told them that he had seen a 
soft blue light in the western hills. It had blinked a 
few times before vanishing.

“That was about an hour ago. I didn’t think it 
worth waking you at the time, but it’s back, and it’s 
much closer now.”

The two men looked in the direction that young 
Paki was pointing. The light looked like a lantern, 
perhaps a hundred yards up the hillside, but it 
glowed with an unearthly blue light.

“Wake the others,” said Húnapo, “but keep 
them quiet. Not a sound.”

The Prince asked, “Shadows?”
“No,” replied Húnapo. “The Shadows are crea-

tures of darkness. This is some new deviltry. And 
it’s heading this way.”

“Whoever he is, he’s clearly seen our campsite. 
Shall we lay him an ambush?”

Húnapo nodded, and presently the Prince and 
the six oblates took up defensive positions, some 
behind bushes, some in the few scraggly trees sur-
rounding their campsite.

In the dim starlight, the seven saw a hunched 
figure approach. He leaned heavily on a staff, the 
top of which glowed with a blue will-of-the-wisp 
light. The figure walked right into the campsite and 
sat heavily upon a log that only a few moments be-
fore had been Paki’s perch.

The figure poked his staff into the dead embers 
of the campfire, and it suddenly blazed up with a 
blue light. As a blue flame burned in the center of 
their campsite, the seven could at last see the fea-
tures of the mysterious figure.

He was an old man, thin and bent. His cloth-
ing was bare and patched, and his long beard was 
tucked into his belt. He had no pack or baggage, 
and a deep hood hid his face.

He turned and looked directly at Prince Ihúhah, 
hiding in the branches of a gnarled oak.

“Come. Join me,” he said. “For the night is cold 
and the fire warm.”

Signalling the others to remain in their places, 
the Prince dropped from his roost.

The old man threw back his hood, revealing 
a face careworn and deeply wrinkled. Faded tat-
toos wrapped around his eyes and swirled onto his 
cheekbones, where they were obscured by his great 
grey beard. His eyebrows were almost tufted, and 
his steel-grey hair fell over his forehead in ragged 
curls.

“Sheathe your blade and sit with me a while, 
Ihúhah Kamwhai’s Son. You will have no need for 
swords here. Besides,” he laughed, “there are many 
curious birds in these trees, with long-fletched ar-
rows aimed at my heart. How dangerous can I 
be when you have such capable and well-armed 
friends?”

“How do you know my name, old man? What 
manner of sorcerer are you?”

The old man poked at the blue fire with his staff 
and said nothing.

“Talk, old man!”
The old man turned toward the Prince, a be-

mused smile crossing his lips. “You know better 
courtesy than that. You certainly spoke fairer with 
the servants of the King of the Eldar. Why do speak 
so foully with the servant of the King of Justice?”

Then, just for a moment, Ihúhah saw this strang-
er not as what he appeared, but rather as what he 
was, not a bent old man dressed in rags, but instead 
a creature burning white-hot, innumerable light-
ning-blue eyes set amidst the constant movement 
of scintillating feathery wings, swirling and undu-
lating at such a speed that any body was obscured 
in a blur of light and movement.

Ihúhah dropped his sword and fell to the ground, 
hard, his mouth agape. A strangled scream died on 
his lips.

Though they had not seen the old man’s trans-
formation, the six feared sorcery or witchcraft, and 
they all simultaneously loosed their arrows at the 
old man.
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He was an old man again, and as he lifted his left 
hand in a desultory fashion, as a man might brush 
off a cloud of gnats, the six arrows stopped in mid-
flight and hovered in the thick, silent air. Ihúhah 
found it difficult to breathe. Difficult to move. 
Sounds echoed strangely, as if he were under water.

The old man’s voice echoed in Ihúhah’s ears, 
though his lips did not move. “Don’t be afraid. Isn’t 
that what you told the oblates? You should listen to 
your own advice.”

“Y-your s-servant,” Ihúhah stammered.
The old man nodded his head with a twinkle in 

his eyes. “As I am yours, Ihúhah Kamwhai’s Son. 
Come. The fire is warm. Sit with me on this log. It’s 
bound to be more comfortable than the ground.”

Ihúhah stood. The air was thick, almost liquid, 
and six arrows hung unmoving in a rough ten-foot 
circle around the old man. The blue fire glowed 
merrily in the circle of stones, though Ihúhah 
could see no motion there. It was a sculpture of 
light and heat.

He sat opposite the old man and wearily rubbed 
his eyes.

“Good. Better, at any rate. We have very little 
time, I’m afraid. No rest for the weary, as they say. 
Now that there are seven of you, perhaps you can 
get on with your mission.”

“Mission.” Ihúhah’s voice was flat.
“Yes, indeed,” the old man replied in a jovial tone, 

as if Ihúhah had just placed a particularly lovely pie 
on a table before him. “I daresay the Kaitawa will 
compose some delightful Púra about the coming day 
in the long years to come. Provided any of you sur-
vive, of course.”

“Delightful.”
“Oh, wake up, boy. There’s no time to waste, 

not a moment.” And the old man leaned over to 
Ihúhah and gently slapped him across his face.

Ihúhah sat up straighter, his eyes now focused 
again.

“Better. Now, the seven of you, even with my 
help, are not nearly enough to slay the guardians 
of the temple ruin – though you would likely die a 

glorious death. So, you must obtain Iluvar’s Sword 
another way.”

™

They spoke for hours, long past the time when 
Ihúhah thought the sun should have risen. Finally, 
the old man pressed a stone into the Prince’s hands 
and vanished.

At that moment, six arrows, frozen for hours, 
suddenly continued their flight, impaling them-
selves into the log upon which the old man had 
been sitting but moments before. Ihúhah found he 
could breathe normally again.

The six swarmed into the campsite, five with 
arrows knocked and Húnapo with a longknife 
in each hand. They formed a circle around their 
prince, facing outward, wary and ready.

“Where did he go?” demanded Húnapo.
Ihúhah laughed. “Back to Iluvar’s heaven, no 

doubt. That was no man, but an angel.”

™

The Old Crow surveyed his range. The view 
from his nest was unmatched. He remembered 
once thinking that when the House-of-Men-Large-
as-a-Mountain was destroyed, he would never find 
a spot high enough to suit him or his age and rank. 
But then came the Stone-Men-Sized-of-Trees.

They rarely moved. Last fall, one of them 
threw a stone at some humans, but the Old Crow 
struggled to remember the last time any of them 
walked. Two summers ago? Three? They formed 
two circles around the Sharp-Edged-Stone-with-
the-Fire-Sword, a sacred place upon which no 
crow would alight.

From his nest behind the left ear of the tallest of 
the Stone-Men-Sized-of-Trees, the Old Crow could 
see the whole of the valley. No prey escaped his gaze, 
and no call or song escaped his ear.

He was puzzled, then, when the mist began roll-
ing in. Oh, there had been mist in the valley before, 
usually in the fall and winter. But it was thin stuff, 
rarely obscuring the ground. This was different. It 
rolled in thick as summer storm clouds, white as 
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new mountain snow, and flowing like the raging riv-
ers in spring.

It covered the floor of the valley, coming up to 
the waists of the Stone-Men-Sized-of-Trees. The Old 
Crow watched as some of the younger crows inves-
tigated it, diving in and flying out disoriented and 
calling out the song of confusion or terror.

Within hours, the mist was gone. It melted into 
the earth like snow in a warm rain, leaving no sign of 
its passing but one: the sword that once stuck up out 
of the Sharp-Edged-Stone-with-the-Fire-Sword 
and gave it its name was gone, vanished like au-
tumn leaves after a wind storm.

As was his right and duty, the Old Crow called 
out the Song of Naming. Now the stone would be 
known as Sharp-Edged-Stone-Empty-of-the-Fire-
Sword, and the name of the valley, already as long 
as a summer morning rain, would be accordingly 
lengthened.

Lands of the Éiwi
eAstern OrAtOA fAcing the dAwn

Tákiwat of Woangnen (12 h/st)
Takríki Amíri the Well Loved of Woangnen.
Trade: DE, Gúako, Rangkua, Rotkarru, Whutoa
DP: None.

T
he Marque of the Blood Dragon 
transferred control of the wilder-
land of Herútu back to Woangnen. 

In nearby Ónguk, a passel of Urdan missionaries 
made serious inroads into the hearts of the people. 
It was only through the military intervention of the 
warriors of the Roríki of Ónguk that Urdanism re-
mained a minority religion in the region. 

Sacrifices were held throughout the realm for the 
intervention of the Lord of Strength in the ongoing 
Great War, which spilled over into Kéatoa. In addi-
tion, all the religious sites in the country were (re)
dedicated to the Lord of Strength. The lone holdout 
was the Priory of Kuanniwhe in Hingwúa, which 
remained under the spiritual care of the Church 

of the Red Death. The Church of the Red Death 
is not very popular in Woangnen, and many have 
called for the repudiation of the Dread Empire.

The war did not go particularly well for Woang-
nen, though the story of the Countess Hauóra 
sacrificing herself for her husband and Takríki has 
already proven a fruitful source of heroic Púra.

Cavalry and siege quality both improved.

He Who Is Keeper of the Mountain Fire

W
here the Woman Bathed in Fire 
walked, the lame Kamáka fol-
lowed. Always she carried before 

her the staff of nut wood and onyx woven togeth-
er, at its top a crest, carved of firestone, bearing 
the image of the mythical lion. For a year and a 
day, they walked the underground passages filled 
with molten rock and cinder. The walked through 
magma as one might walk through a misting rain, 
and no harm came to them.

Sometimes she spoke of the past ages – of the 
lost Empire of the Dawn, of the Exodus of the 
Éiwi, of the Settlement of Oratoa – though her 
memory was disjointed, and she would frequently 
confuse one lifetime for the other. Most often, 
though, they walked together in silence, while 
Kamáka wondered at the beauty of the blood of 
the earth flowing around them and through them 
as they walked. She showed him the River of Fire, 
and the Dreaming Rift, where aeons ago Oratoa 
was born into the world. Together they mourned 
over the cold, dark hole where she said the Sacred 
Fire once burned. She showed him the ruins of 
Mäatilojen, where the very crust of the earth had 
collapsed into the fires below. 

Deeper and deeper she took him, until Kamá-
ka imagined he could hear the unending wailing 
screams of the damned, echoing dimly in the fire. 
They remained but a few days in those depths, 
before they began climbing through the Great 
Cascade and up along the fiery spine of Oratoa.

Finally, they came to a great cavern, where the 
fires of the earth had but recently pushed to the 
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surface, a place that she called Monowai. There, 
they at last emerged with the molten rock into the 
searing light of day. Kamáka felt the warm equato-
rial breeze as an icy wind that tore into his flesh. 
They stood on the slopes of a new volcano, the air 
thick with ash, rivers of lava flowing past them.

The Woman Bathed in Fire turned to Kamáka. 
Her skin, once vibrant and ruddy, was darkening 
to the colour of ash and was beginning to harden 
into a stony crust. 

She said, “Once more, our time is ending. 
Mourn not, for we shall return again some day. 
You have the strength of the Lion, my beloved. 
Remember that always in the tribulations to 
come, and remember what you have seen on your 
travels.” Like the lava river near them, her skin 
hardened slowly into stone.

She stiffly handed him the wood and onyx staff. 
“Take this, beloved. May it serve you well,” she 
said as her transformation neared its end. And 
as the light faded from her eyes, the woman was 
gone and only a stone remained.

The hero Kamáka the Lame turned from the 
statue that had been his beloved. Staff in hand, he 
hobbled down the mountain.

Kingdom of Kéatoa (21 h/ur)
His Majesty King Kíre ii the Young, Son of Harápo, 
Son of Haráre of the House of Kekáta, Rangatíra 
Tirwhekwu of the Éiwi of the Parrot, Órikei.
Trade: Pakoa
DP: Mangana (F), Hæata (T)

K
ing Kíre exchanged any number of increas-
ingly angry letters with Takríki Amíri of 
Woangnen, culminating at last in declara-

tions of war. Kéatoa fought to regain Táwe with 
some unexpected, but very welcome, help.

Mount Hékua in Mangana erupted in 552, but 
the former King Harápo was there to calm the peo-
ple. The locals liked him so much, that the region 
became friendly.

Siege and Sorcery quality improved.

The Tale of the Three Companions –  
Part the First

A
s if conspiring to mirror the three faces of 
Urda, the companions Hemi, Háu, and 
Atawhai each displayed a set of manners, 

temperament, and biases that suggested the three 
faces of their Beloved Mother Herself. Classmates 
at the Academy, they became fast friends.

Hemi was energetic, domineering, and inquisi-
tive. He could at times seem abrasive, but he was 
as honest and true a friend as one could hope to 
find. His earnest nature never ceased to surprise his 
instructors at the Academy, for he had been born to 
the lowest order of worker and lived in the streets of 
Kiruak for most of his youth. He was lucky enough 
to catch the eye of a sorcerer teaching at the recent-
ly expanded Academy, and he promptly enrolled. 
Fortune had smiled on Hemi as his prospects with-
out his new patron were bleak indeed.

Háu for his part was as indifferent as they come. 
His clan had sent him to the city to study in the 
hopes that something would spark his interest. He 
was of the lesser nobility, his father being a first 
cousin of the Takríki of Whewhki. He was incred-
ibly bright, and those around him always felt that 
were he only to commit himself he would surely 
achieve greatness. Unfortunately for the hopes of 
his parents and the surety of those who knew him 
best, he had not developed any lasting or particu-
larly intense ambitions since beginning his studies 
at the Academy.

For his part, Atawhai was the embodiment of 
kindness and consideration. His gentle nature was 
apparent in every look, word, and in every action 
he took. He appeared to be the paragon of forgive-
ness and acceptance. While certainly kind, he was 
by no means perfectly serene, and he could become 
frustrated in his studies and occasionally skirt the 
line of issuing profanities. Though he never quite 
managed to let one slip past his lips – a deep breath 
and a clenched fist was all he could muster.

These three seemingly dissimilar young men 
were brought together by a mutual feeling of fore-



20 Turn 21—Year 555

boding and distress at the course their kingdom 
had taken in their adolescence. They had come of 
age almost simultaneously with the new king; their 
average age was nineteen when good King Kíre 
took his crown.

Despite the recent proclamations of the new 
King, all three could not help but suffer from the 
general air of foreboding which wafted through 
the capital like a sickly miasma. The three Acad-
emy students had witnessed a weakening of resolve 
and a capitulation to Woangnen that had left thou-
sands of their fellow Kéatoans homeless and strug-
gling to escape from Táwe. They had also heard tell 
of merchants sent to open relations with the Blood 
Dragons to the south being butchered like live-
stock. With humiliations and capitulations mount-
ing, they resolved that something must be done to 
stem the clear decline of Kéatoa, and indeed all of 
Oratoa, into chaos. For in addition to being con-
cerned at the weakness of their own kingdom, they 
were all students at the greatest academy, in the 
greatest city, in the most prosperous province, in 
Kéatoa, and they knew as well as their King that 
the Balance had been lost.

It was Háu who inadvertently gave the idea for 
their quest. Being mildly interested and frequently 
pushed to study a plethora of topics by his instruc-
tors, Háu had come across histories relating to the 
Eldar. These tales were unusual in that they were 
not tales of the Red Death or of the rise and fall of 
Iägnar. No, the scrolls he found told of prophets 
and wise men that studied under the Eldar and re-
turned to bring the knowledge and blessings of the 
High Elves back to their people.

It was shortly after word of the slaughter of the 
merchants and some days before the initial success 
of the Pakoan forces in old Kuroa reached Riwhu 
that the notion of visiting the immortals of the pla-
teau struck the three. With horror and uncertainty 
running high in the air, Háu off-handedly men-
tioned the stories to Hemi and Atawhai, legends 
and tales of great learning and power being passed 
from the Eldar into Tanagat hands. “Maybe,” he 
said, “we could revive the custom”.

Háu chose to follow his quip by taking a bite 
of his pasty. It almost ended his life when Hemi 
slapped Háu mightily, lodging a piece of minced, 
smoked kura deep in his throat. Atawhai, instantly 
noticing the predicament, set about saving Háu as 
Hemi gesticulated and at an increasingly painful 
volume shouted, “that’s it!”

Once Atawhai managed to subdue Hemi, with-
out the assistance of Háu who wanted only to eat 
his meal without being inadvertently asphyxiated, 
they began to discuss the idea. And what started 
as a quip turned into a spark, which soon turned 
into a rough proposal, and eventually a quest they 
would stake their lives on.

Háu had little chance of resisting once Atawhai 
had been convinced of the feasibility of the under-
taking. The combination of fervent and command-
ing arguments by Hemi and the demonstrably 
even-keeled reasoning of Atawhai worked to entice 
Háu in support of the venture. Besides, this was 
just one more thing which might prove to be his 
grand interest where other topics and activities had 
only ever fleetingly engaged him.

They had begged for resources, for money, and 
for support of all kinds from their school, family, 
and friends. With a bit of thrift and the appreciation 
of all true Kéatoans for adventure, the three man-
aged to secure modest assets to sail for Pouákaitoa. 
The plan was to set out in a medium skiff as far and 
for as long as they could reasonably manage. They 
would journey up the River Noarkah and seek to 
climb the stairs to Katan.

The three academy students finished prepara-
tions for their trip when the proclamation of war 
with Woangnen came. Even if their King was fi-
nally setting about to return the realm to its former 
pride and glory, they were already committed to a 
vision of Oratoa in which Kéatoa was once again a 
mighty and respected realm. Moreover, returning 
Kéatoa to glory would only be one step in return-
ing the continent to a state of Balance.

Besides, Atawhai pointed out that the skiff was 
ready to sail with the tide. And so they embarked.
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The Eastern Front of the Great War

551: An All Too Brief Lull in the Action

I
ncreasingly bitter communiques were ex-
changed between the rulers of Woangnen and  
Kéatoa over the lingering border dispute. Even-

tually, the letters got so angry and shrill that both 
sides gave up talking entirely, except for declara-
tions of war, duly issued and duly accepted.

Elsewhere in the East, while armies maneuvered, 
there was little actual action outside of increasingly 
strident declarations of each side demanding the 
surrender of the other side.

As the Woangnen army withdrew from Pihki 
into Wokrua, Pihki rebelled and reverted to Ku-
roan (that is to say, Pakoan) control.

The Marque’s region of Tikung suffered inva-
sion by the Kuroan-Pakoan ally, Takríki Róngo ii 
of Rengoa, and his 18,000 men. They quickly took 
control of the region. Oáthua Priory was gleefully 
burnt to the ground.

552: The Passing of the Dragon Queen

K
ing Ataíri’s 75,000 men crossed arched 
bridge over the Great Tuan River into 
Woangoa, the ancestral home of his House 

of Ngeru, to reclaim the remainder of his King-
dom of Kuroa from the Blood Dragon heretics. 
Resistance was largely symbolic; there was no or-
ganized defense at all. The town of Great Forks 
offered a token resistance, but the overwhelming 
might of the Kuroan-Pakoan army soon brought 
them to heel.

When the land had been secured, King Ataíri 
and a small number of picked men went to the bar-
rows, where his ancestors had been buried since 
the coming of Men to Oratoa. The entire line of 
Kuroan Kings lay there, even his father Kiriáre iii, 
though he lay under no tumulus, nor entombed in 
any sarcophagus. No, he lay in an unmarked shal-
low grave next to his son Ataráta, where his sole 
surviving son had buried him in haste following his 
assassination in 543. He had been murdered on the 

orders of his own daughter, Ataíri’s sister Ahu, the 
kin-slayer. The Heretic. 

Now Ataíri returned in triumph, ready to make 
good on his decade-old promise to raise a monu-
ment to his murdered father and brother. As he 
walked among the barrows lost in thought, he 
came upon the barrow containing the ornate 
tombs of his grandfather and his great-grandfa-
ther. The stone door leading into the hillside stood 
ajar, and a deep blue glow issued from somewhere 
deep inside.

Without hesitating, Ataíri drew his sword and 
ran inside. His closest retainers followed, and they 
struggled to keep pace with him. Down the main 
catacomb he ran, and into a chamber that he re-
membered from his childhood, a chamber that 
no human had carved. Here was the source of the 
blue fire, blazing in torches throughout the round, 
domed room. In the center of the chamber stood 
a nearly dry basin that could only be the Pool of 
Tears, spoken of by the Prophet Arári the Blind.

A woman dressed in a long scarlet cloak stood 
motionless by the pool.

“You,” sneered Ataíri. It could be no one but his 
sister Ahu. Self-proclaimed Queen of Kuroa. Kin-
Slayer. Heretic.

Slowly, she turned around. Her eyes were entire-
ly white – no cornea and no pupil could be seen. 
“Their ends are ends indeed,” she said, half a whis-
per, and she bowed her head.

The king advanced a step and raised his sword to 
her chest. She raised her head again, her blind eyes 
staring forward. Blood trickled out of the corners 
of her mouth. Behind him, Ataíri could hear his 
men arrive in the chamber.

“Their ends are ends indeed, brother,” she said, 
loudly and strong. “Each sits above the other, the 
Night Skye over all. The Fool over the Emperor. 
Death over the Sun. Judgement over the World.”

Blood now poured from her nose, and crimson 
tears fell from her blind eyes. King Ataíri stepped 
back, his sword falling to his side. He had thought 
to take his vengeance, but fear and wonder now 
replaced all thought of hatred or revenge.
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She put her hands before her, as if trying to feel 
for her brother’s presence. She took an unsteady 
step towards him.

“Brother, I have tasted of the Pool of Tears; I 
have seen the Truth at last. The Truth. It comes! Its 
day is soon. The Shadow already sweeps the stars to 
the earth. Their ends are ends indeed.”

She took another step forward and stumbled to 
one knee. Ataíri took another two steps back.

“Their ends are ends indeed!” she screamed. 
“Despair! For the end…”

She collapsed to the ground, blood pouring now 
from her eyes and ears, and whispered one last 
word, “despair!”

™

Sensing an imminent attack on their home re-
gions, the irascible old Takríki Ihaía of Takwhi 
loaded up the Woangnen army in Wokrua on to 
ships in Cape Wrath and sailed out to sea. The lo-
cals immediately renounced their tribute.

553: The War at Sea, Mostly

W
oangnen’s border region of Takwhi 
came under supernatural attack. A 
fire-bolt tore through the walls of 

the city of Stone, bringing them crashing to the 
ground. This was almost immediately followed by 
dark clouds and winds, that proceeded to afflict the 
region through (at least ) 555. Tornadoes and hor-
rible wind-storms destroyed crops and devastated 
villages. The local castles were one by one thrown 
down and abandoned. Thousands died. 

™

The Atuburrk navy began enforcing a blockade 
of the Eastern Mahoúro to complement Ingazi’s 
blockade of the Western Mahoúro. Meanwhile, 
Castle Black drifted lazily from the Mahoúro into 
Eladan, where the locals quickly agreed to become 
part of the Northmark.

™

In the Equatorial Ocean, near the mouth of the 
Welau, an Ingazi war fleet arrived and intercepted 
a Woangnen transport fleet making for the river. 

Battle of the Welmouth (553)

I
ngazi Admiral Lady Sardira commanded 75 
sloops of war and 25 schooners against 80 heav-
ily-laden transports commanded by Woang-

nen’s ally, the irascible old Takríki Ihaía of Takwhi. 
The Woangnen did the only logical thing and 

piled on full sail to make their escape, sending up 
signal flags requesting assistance. Nevertheless, the 
Southlander ships quickly ran down the wallowing 
transports and made ready to send over boarding 
parties. 

But old Ihaía had some tricks up his sleeve. Sig-
nal flag after flag went up – what they might mean 
or to whom they were directed, the Ingazi captains 
had no idea. As the Ingazi fleet drew within ar-
row range, a mighty lightning bolt issued from the 
Woangnen fleet, tearing through the Ingazi line of 
battle. At least twenty ships went straight to the 
bottom, and several more blazed merrily away in 
the overcast afternoon. If Ihaía thought this would 
secure his escape, he was wrong. The Ingazi navy is 
the most disciplined and best trained in the world, 
and they continued to press the attack. 

As it turned out, Ihaía’s signal flags hadn’t 
been some sort of diversion, for on the northern 
horizon the Ingazi lookouts sighted a fleet of 90 
war-catamarans flying the flag of Woangnen and 
the personal banner of Commodore Haknúamen. 
The Ingazi fleet was unwavering in its pursuit of 
the transports, and as they fell upon them, the 
Woangnen warships attacked their flank. In des-
peration, kura cavalry and infantrymen awkwardly 
crowded the decks of the Woangnen transports to 
repel boarders, but they were no match for Ingazi’s 
marines. 

In the rear of the Ingazi line of battle, where 
warship fought warship, it was much the same. The 
disciplined Ingazi put ballistæ bolt after bolt into 
the catamarans, while the Woangnen sailors tried 
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bravely, but ultimately without success, to swarm 
up the sides of the tall Ingazi ships.

It was over quickly. Gold poured out of a hand-
ful of Woangnen treasure ships as they broke open 
and sank. The troop transports similarly went to 
the bottom, drowning the army in their holds and 
on their decks. About 45 Woangnen surviving war-
ships broke off from the remaining 65 Ingazi ships, 
hoping to lose them in the dusk.

The Ingazi pursued them through the night.
Despite assorted manœuvres and ruses designed 

to lose the pursuing Ingazi, dawn found them still 
within sight. Outrunning the fast sloops during 
broad daylight was clearly impossible, so Commo-
dore Haknúamen drew up his line of battle and 
tacked to starboard in a vain hope to draw the In-
gazi fleet into a long, straggling line that he could 
engage piecemeal.

The Ingazi did not fall for the Woangnen gam-
bit. Knowing she had the wind, Admiral Sardira 
carefully gathered her fleet and gave battle about 
three hours after dawn.

Outnumbered and outclassed, the Woangnen 
never really had a chance of victory, but they fought 
bravely and well, and to the very last man. 

Ingazi’s remaining 60 ships returned and set up 
a blockade in the Equatorial Ocean to stop any fur-
ther movement of men or equipment. 

554: The March of Urdan Arms

I
n Pakoan-occupied Tikung, Takríki Róngo ii 
of Rengoa and his 18,000 men assaulted the 
walls of the town of Oakeave. Given that most 

of the Rengoan force was kura cavalry, this was not 
nearly as efficient as it might have been. Though 
they suffered many casualties, Róngo and his men 
would not be stopped or contained, and the town 
fell to them.

™

A large Kéatoan military force – numbering per-
haps 75,000 men or more – began forcing the river 
crossings from Nekan into Táwe. Attempts by the 

Woangnen commanders to counter-attack in the 
River Welau were frustrated by the unexpected 
lack of naval support.

555: A Long Anticipated Battle

W
oangnen prepared to make their 
stand in Táwe. Although their 
plan to use naval assets to prevent 

the Kéatoans crossing the river had been frustrated 
by the unexpected appearance of the Ingazi fleet, 
Takríki Amíri still felt good about his chances. 
He was girt in dragon-scale armour and held the 
Sword of Wóang in his hand. Four gleaming new 
castles had been built, and the pride of his army, 
28,000 strong, stood with him. His hand-picked 
guard, the Lions of Woangnen, crowded around 
him, each more eager than the next to be the first 
to draw Urdan blood. His wife, the great sorcer-
ess Hauóra of Takwhi, stood by his side with her 
mighty magics. Sacrifices to the Lord of Strength 
had been accepted. Luck was with him.

Had he been less confident, he might have 
quailed at sight of the Kéatoan army arrayed 
against him.

Led by the King’s brother, Crown Prince Haráre 
and a military genius named Lord Makúru7, now 
Marshal of Kéatoa, the Urdans mustered 24,000 
chariots, 15,000 cavalry, and 37,000 infantry. Bat-
tle was joined near the new castle of Nihang on the 
banks of the River Welau.

Battle of Nihang (555)

O
utnumbered almost three to one, the 
Woangnen warriors fought like men 
possessed, as though each man had the 

strength of two. Even so, there was little they could 
do once the kura chariots got themselves orga-
nized and charged the Woangnen line. They sliced 
through, and Kéatoa’s endless ranks of infantry 
marched into the ragged gaps.

7 Lord Makúru had led the Kéatoan army to victory in the first 
Táwe campaign back in 536. He very much hoped to repeat his 
triumph.
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Three times, the sorceress Hauóra cast mighty 
magics against the invading Urdans, and three 
times they fizzled to naught, helpless against the 
powerful wards of the enemy. 

The fighting was fiercest around Woangnen’s 
Takríki. Twice, his armour absorbed blows that 
would have run a man clean through. The third 
time, however, Takríki Amíri was knocked to his 
knees by the lance of a charging chariot, and the 
chariot behind the first simply ran over his body.

Quickly, his wife Countess Hauóra took com-
mand of the situation and ordered the Takríki’s 
body recovered and brought to the safety of bag-
gage camp. Everywhere, the Woangnen warriors 
were in retreat, or else lying dead on the field, while 
the relentless Kéatoans kept coming. Hauóra ral-
lied those she could, preventing what could have 
easily been a rout. 

As darkness fell, both sides withdrew to their 
camps and counted their dead. While some 
65,000 Kéatoans remained, the Woangnen count-
ed scarcely 12,000 survivors. Miraculously, Takrí-
ki Amíri still lived, though he was grievously 
wounded. Countess Hauóra took command, de-
termined to withdraw the army to more defensible 
ground.

In the Kéatoan camp, meanwhile, morale ran 
high. Although few of their magics had made any 
discernible impact either, their numbers told the 
tale. Come dawn, they were back in fighting trim, 
and they pressed the attack.

There was little that Hauóra and the Woang-
nen could do but flee. Unfortunately, the major-
ity of their warriors were on foot, and even if they 
could outrun the Kéatoan infantry, they certainly 
could not keep away from the chariots or cavalry 
for long. Ordering her small number of surviving 
cavalry to bear away her still-unconscious husband, 
the Takríki, Hauóra resolved to protect their escape 
by taking up a defensive position on a tall ridge 
between two of the region’s castles. 

Countess Hauóra and her 10,000 swordsmen 
faced more than six times that number. They had 

no illusion that they would survive, but they re-
solved to die heroes. And so they did.

™

While most of the military action was taking 
place in Táwe to the south, a Kéatoan fleet put 
6,000 infantry ashore in Herútu. There, they found 
no resistance. Indeed, there weren’t really even a 
whole lot of people, just a scattering of nomadic 
tribesmen.

™

In the south, meanwhile, Princess Hauóra of the 
Blood Dragon staged a surprise series of raids in 
Pakoan Lotomu, ultimately occupying the region. 
The local hill tribes, kura herders of indifferent po-
litical leanings, accepted the new occupiers with a 
shrug.

Marque of the Blood Dragon (1 h/bd)
Princess Réka, Regent of the Marque.
Trade: None.
DP: None.

L
eadership of the Marque of the Blood Drag-
on passed to Princess Réka, eldest daughter 
of the Inquisitor Hauóra, and her son Prince 

Atawhai. Rumours abound of the whereabouts of 
the late Queen Ahu’s son, Prince Teáda, but truth-
fully none know whether he be alive or dead.

The Marque transferred control of the wilder-
land of Herútu back to Woangnen. As it turned 
out, it didn’t really matter.

Astonishingly, cavalry quality improved. 
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Kingdom of Pakoa (47 h/ur)
His Majesty King Hataréi, Son of Hiríni Son of 
Hóni of the House of Máki, Lord Tuangua-Whári, 
Rangatíra Tuangua of the Éiwi of the Orca, Órikei.
His Majesty King Kámiter ii, Son of Réka Daughter 
of Kámiter of the House of Pápahu, Rangatíra Whári 
of the Éiwi of the Dolphin, Órikei.
His Majesty King Ataíri iii, the Erudite, Son of Kiriáre 
Son of Kaituéra of the House of Ngeru, Rangatíra 
Kúanowhe of the Éiwi of the Kura, Órikei, Son of 
the Dragon.
Trade: Kéatoa, Kommolek, New Araxes, 

New Ingazi
DP: None.

K
ing Hataréi successfully prosecuted his war 
against the enemies of the Empire and of the 
Urdan Church. Three new towns rose in Pa-

koa: Drakesby in Wimna, Greyharbour in Meka, 
and Aurochsford in Mottut. The bustling town of 
Heartsbay in Rurrong grew into a bustling city.

Pearl-diving around Rangi has again increased 
in popularity.

Infantry and naval quality improved, and the 
strained government thankfully expanded. Pakoa’s 
cavalry improved as well, but it’s still nowhere near 
the level found in Kuroa.

New Kerneveg Colony (0 w/ur)
Master Injiro, Royal Governor of New Kerneveg.
Trade: None.
DP: None.

T
he doughty Hyrágecan colonists dili-
gently worked their land in peace.

Viceroyalty of New Ingazi (37 wh/ur)
Besar Trandes, Second Baron of Saint Ilana, Lord 
Trouserdale, Viceroy of New Ingazi.
Trade: Kommolek, New Araxes, Pakoa
DP: None.

N
ew Ingazi purchased an enormous fleet 
of airships from Kommolek. Otherwise, 
they supported the ongoing war effort. 

Queen Réka of Kuroa and her children main-
tained a household in New Ilana.

March of New Araxes (1 wh/ur)
His Excellency, Count Thiuli Tramandes of Kayew, 
Margrave of New Araxes.
Trade: Kommolek, New Ingazi, Pakoa
DP: Nope.

N
ew Araxes was erected into a March, and 
Count Tramandes of Kayew was appoint-
ed first Margrave. His wife and children 

were dispatched arrived in 1554 to join him. 
In the absence of any truly friendly regions, the 

Wenemet town of New Kayew in Wuátru became 
the capital.

It has become generally accepted by the  
Dolphinistas that Count Tramandes is some sort 
of promised religious figure, a prophet or possibly 
a demi-god of some sort. It’s really difficult to tell 
what they’re on about most days.
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