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The stars are right.
—Ihu of the East

E
very story goes through a number of stages. Various philosophers and teachers throughout 
time have tried to crystallize and systematize these, everybody from Aristotle to Ælius 
Donatus to Horace to Gustav Freytag. None, of course, can agree on exactly how drama 
works, or how many stages a story goes through. All agree, however, that there’s a stage 

just before the climax where all hell breaks loose and everything that could go wrong, does. My friends, I 
believe with this Turn we are firmly in that stage.

Enjoy this Turn, and take a good long time chewing it over. There’s a lot here, and the one thing I can 
guarantee you is that whatever nefarious plan you set into motion, it didn’t turn out exactly as you hoped.

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.
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The Utmost West
And the ending isles

Tákiwat of Whutoa (15 h/hm)
Takríki Haki viii, Rangatira Nuatam, Roríki of 
Kuatoa and Kúre, Master of the Isles.
Trade: Gúako, Kéatoa, Kommolek, ThOr
DP: Iwíwe (F), Kuákwhi (T), Wuátta (F)

Whutoa made their choice. By order of 
the Takríki, all trade relations with 
the Dread Empire and all realms 

allied with the Church of the Red Death ceased 
immediately. Instead, Whutoa’s merchants were 
instructed to seek out new trading opportunities 
with the Southerners. Indeed, the Sahûlian block-
ades allowed the Whutoan ships through.

Whutoa upgraded their land forces. They also 
launched a hundred vessels of a new class of war-
ship, a ship-rigged triple-decked outrigger that 
Whutoan naval architects dubbed a wákatele. An 
Ingazi naval force that saw them referred to them 
as trimarans.

In 565, Whutoa re-entered the war, this time 
against the Dread Empire to recover their wayward 
city of Moonsea. Whutoa’s soothsayers claimed 
that the Lunar meteor storm was a sign of divine 
approval, but others shouted that the end of the 
world was nigh.

Whutoa’s naval quality, already some of the best 
in Oratoa, improved even more. They also expand-
ed their Naval Academy.

Kingdom of Gúako (30 h/hm)
His Serene Majesty, King Róngo viii, the Fair, Rangatira 
Wangri, Takríki of Darkford, and Órikei of all Gúako.
Takríki Hukarére ii of Woangnen.
Kiriáre the Sinister, Grand Master of the Order of 
the Serpent’s Blood.
Trade: Abrahiem, Kommolek, Pakoa, ThOr, 

Whutoa
DP: Whemtoa (F), Tihéngti (A),  

Nínwhu [a.k.a. Pani] (A)

Signs and Portents1

The Midsummer Dragon meteor 
shower continued each year, and sev-
eral “shooting stars” lit up the skies at 

other times as well. 
On a warm summer evening in 565, those ob-

serving the waxing crescent moon saw a terrifying 
sight. The upper horn of the moon split in two, and 
from the midpoint of the division a flaming torch 
sprang up. It spewed out fire, hot coals, and sparks 
over a considerable distance. Meanwhile the rest of 
the Moon writhed and throbbed like a wounded 
snake. Afterwards it resumed its proper state. 

As if this weren’t apocalyptic enough, three days 
later a rain of shooting stars fell through the sky 
in the vicinity of the Moon. At first, it was similar 
to the delicate beauty of the Midsummer Meteor 
shower. Within hours, however, they began in-
creasing, soon falling at a prodigious rate. Before 
the night was over, it was as if a blizzard of tiny 
flaming lights were falling from the Moon.

They only ceased when the sun rose, its power-
ful light washing away the transitory brightness 
of the falling stars. The next day, the strange celes-
tial events were the topic of conversation in every 
city, town, village, and farmstead throughout Ora-
toa and Sahûl. 

Opinions ranged from the event being noth-
ing more than a particularly impressive (but ordi-
nary) meteor shower, to being an evil omen. Some 
thought that it was the beginning of the end of 
the world.

Even before the Moon rose the next evening, a 
flurry of meteors could be seen on the horizon. As 
the Moon rose, the number of shooting stars dra-
matically increased, until again it was as through 
the stars fell like rain. 

Mass panic ensued.
The density of the falling stars soon thinned; 

within just a few days it was more of a sprinkle 
than a monsoon, but it was a month before it 
ceased entirely.

1 With apologies to Gervasus Cantuariensis (c. 1141 – c. 1210).
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Gúako cut trade with Rotkarru, judging 
them to be nothing more than a slave 
of the Red Death. They also suddenly 

acquired a whole lot of new trade partners in the 
form of all those fighting the Dread Empire and 
its allies.

Their capital of Darkford grew into a world-class 
city, and engineers built a road from there into the 
Kingdom’s deep interior. 

Gúako built the town of Fortitude in Woang-
nen’s region of Hingwhúa. Much of the stone used 
in the construction was black basalt taken from the 
nearby Hingwhu lava fields. The surrounding areas 
are taken up by a makeshift refugee camp for those 
who fled Flatmarsh.

Lady Hatíti of Whutoa arrived in 563 to attend 
the military academy in Tengi.

In 565, Prince Hukarére of Woangnen landed 
at Tuámmo, where he met with the new Takríki 
of Tuámmo, Atawhai Son of Ongi. Although the 
Prince is extremely charming and persuasive, he 
could not move Takríki Atawhai. The Tuámmo 
leader had enhanced his power by seizing the for-
tress of Rerúawar, and he feels strong and secure in 
his independence. The influence of the Red Death 
clerics at Titén Íitika no doubt played a part in his 
decision.

Just days later, Prince Hukarére learned of the 
death of his brother on the field of battle.

Determined to reunite the Kingdom of old, 
Gúako’s diplomats scoured the regions that had 
rebelled from Rangkua when that realm joined 
the Dread Empire. Deciding that even this was 
not enough, in 565, the 19-year-old King Róngo 
himself led an invasion force into Tekowha and de-
clared war against the Dread Empire. More or less 
immediately, the sky started falling.

Gúako’s siege quality improved.

Tákiwat of Rotkarru (9 h/rd)
Takríki Matíu iv, Rangatira Moktoka, Roríki of 
Rotkoa, Tongíki of the Island of Rotkarru.
Trade: DEM
DP: None.

Takríki Matíu ordered the construction 
of five priories dedicated to the Hanged 
Man in an attempt to re-kindle the old 

faith in his realm2. Of the five, only Hapa in Wanu 
was built in a region where a majority still followed 
the old ways. He also funneled his realm’s tithes 
to the scattered clergy of the Hanged Man, saying 
“the Church of the Red Death is not respecting the 
Dread Empire component nations’ sovereignty”.

The clergy of the Hanged Man used the funds to 
aggressively proselytize in the regions where they 
had any sort of presence. Given the Takríki’s tacit 
support and the relatively laissez-faire attitude of 
many Rotkarruans to the faith, they had a consid-
erable success. 

Mingko, Tuwha, Wheteng, and Whuámo con-
verted outright, and there are now large Hanged 
Man minorities in Poa and Wanu. Whonga, on 
the other hand, renounced their tribute, and the 
people there chased the Hanged Man clergy from 
Ranamúpi. Whengo rebelled.

In the homeland and the capital of Jollyport, 
a tense calm prevailed. Though the Takríki and 
much of his House and court have made their sup-
port of the Hanged Man sect well-known, the Red 
Death clergy and monks of Wherhángro Abbey 
continue to exert their baleful influence through-
out the region. 

To catch the attention of the Hanged Man, 
and to buoy up the spirits of his followers, the 
Realm conducted ritual sacrifices at the Hanged 
Man priories throughout the Realm, though not 
at the three Red Death abbeys3. When the stars 
started raining down, the people of Rotkarru (un-
like those in most other Realms) did not fly into a 
panic. After all, they were quite used to fish fall-
ing from the sky.

On the Ancalimë front, Rotkarru’s armies with-
drew from Whóatar and Culnámo, to disastrous 
results.

2 Ruhilemepu in Ikua, Mupu in Kakretoa, Hapa in Wanu, 
Atéhu in Wheteng, and Ranamúpi in Whonga.

3 Wherhángro in Rotkoa, Tankua in Koíra, and Tamkin in 
Uánghi.
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Dread Empire of the Matariki (30 h/rd)
Dread Amokapua, Emperor of the Great and Terrible 
Empire of the Matariki Tongiki, Bringer of Dark 
Chaos, Takríki of Hiktino, King of Holy Tongi, 
Sovereign Master of Oratóa.
Tawhiri iv, Atíri-Moámwhi of the Church of the 
Red Death, Speaker to the Gods.
Prince Vartherion the Proud, Master of the Stoneguard.
Lord Admiral Toángen, Shark of Moonsea, Master 
of the Holy Tamkuára Armada.
Queen Réka of the East, Regent of the Marque.
Trade: Rotkarru
DP: Amlych (A), and see below.

The Dread Empire pursued its holy war 
against the Southlanders, seeking al-
lies wherever it could even as realm 

after realm abandoned it. But what matters the 
treachery of men in the face of the dark purposes 
of the Masters of Fate? As the Dread Emperor 
withdrew to his secret chambers hidden deep 
beneath his capital, his priests of the Red Death 
conducted great and bloody sacrifices upon every 
altar in the Empire. Thousands fell beneath the 
knives, and with one voice the priests implored 
the Red Death to return in person to Oratoa. 

As if by way of answer, the Southlanders re-
treated on nearly every front. Their retreat was not 
without its teeth, however; the Thacian occupation 
of the Holy City of Rustwood ended in fire.

In the absence of children of his own, the 
Dread Emperor named his beloved younger 
brother Hakumanu as his heir.

In a troubling development, Arapéta of Gúako, 
a member of the Partá Ngáku, died in his sleep 
in 562. Many are those who whispered murder. 
When the devout Tautóru of Wena4 was killed in 
a live-steel sparring match with Ihu of the East in 
the summer of 565, it left Ihu as the sole surviving 
member of the Partá Ngáku and therefore the next 
Atíri-Moámwhi of the Church of the Red Death,

4 The clear favourite of the bookies.

That very night, a flaming torch sprang up on 
the surface of the Moon. Three days later a rain of 
shooting stars fell through the sky in the vicinity 
of the Moon. Before the night was over, it was as if 
a blizzard of tiny flaming lights were falling from 
the Moon. The blizzard of falling stars continued 
night after night, while the people called out for 
Atíri-Moámwhi Tawhiri to explain the omen, to 
comfort them, to tell them what to do.

He did not come.
Instead, on the third day, a young man of 21 

appeared to the crowds at the Temple. Behind 
him stood the Prophet Matríu. The Prophet, 
looking much older than his fifty summers, in-
structed the crowd to listen to the words of the 
young man.

He said, “I am Ihu. I am the last of the Par-
tá Ngáku, and I have walked the Sacred Pattern 
these past three days, while the stars fell from the 
skies. As was prophesied, the Sky Dragon in his 
war against the Mother of Wyrms – against Udra! 
– has swept the stars from the heavens. The war 
we fight is not just against the Southlanders, it 
is against the tyranny of the witches, and it will 
determine the shape of the world for generations 
to come. 

“We have, for years, failed to interpret the 
words of Arári as the Prophet Matríu interprets 
them. The Earth Dragon is not our ally, but our 
enemy! We worship the Red Death, my people, 
and our help is found in the might of the Sky 
Dragon. This is a gift of salvation to us in our 
darkest hour! The Sky Dragon has now set the 
stars right, and already the Red Death makes 
His way into the world saying even now to 
Sahûl, ‘I will send into her pestilence, and blood 
in her streets: and they shall fall being slain by 
the sword on all sides in the midst thereof.’ For 
the ends of the Hidden Lords are ends indeed, 
and the stars are right!”

He returned into the temple, then, and the rain 
of stars lessened that night. Within a month they 
had faded to nearly nothing, but the followers of 
the Red Death redoubled their efforts against the 
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Southlanders, for only by destroying them utterly 
could the True Faith be saved.

The Dread Empire’s airships improved.

Central Oratóa
Between dArkness And the light

The Great Oratoan War (531 – 565)
Dread Empire & Rotkarru vs. Empire of Sahûl, 
Gúako, Whutoa 
The Empire of Sahûl vs. Pouákaitoa

561: The Southlander Retreat

Everywhere, the Sahûlian armies were 
in retreat. As soon as the winter rains 
began to slack, the Sahûlian armies in 

Hiktino retreated to their ships in harbour. When 
the last of the troops were aboard, the invaders’ 
fleet set sail, leaving the Dread Empire to reclaim 
their homeland.

Deep beneath Ebonhill, in the tunnels and hid-
den chambers that spread in all directions from 
within the Undercity, a curious diplomatic dance 
was taking place. Long had the colonists in the 
deeps suspected that they were not alone. They 
imagined that in the sprawling natural caverns 
there lived a mysterious people that they called 
“Troglodytes”.

No two witnesses ever agreed on a description of 
the shadows that slipped and scuttled from cavern 
to cavern in the dark places on the edges of sight 
and nightmare. Brave would-be heros had gone in 
search of the Troglodytes for decades. Few returned. 
Those who did spoke, when they could speak at all, 
in the ravings of madmen. They talked of monsters, 
of things that ought not to speak or walk upright, of 
creatures made of shadow and anger and will.

Nevertheless, the Dread Emperor was persuaded 
to seek out these creatures, and to determine once 
and for all if they existed. He dispatched envoys 
and explorers underground, and he himself de-

scended to the Undercity to seat himself upon his 
Crimson Throne.

n

The fleet of the Takríki of Mewhu, a Whutoan 
ally long been stranded in the harbour at Ebonhill, 
set sail for home.

n

Lady Tchazzix5 withdrew the Chi’tixi fleet 
from the port of Sea Haven in Ciúra before the 
inevitably hasty Pouákaitoan attack even arrived. 
The port immediately reverted to Pouákaitoan 
control. The Iluvarians celebrated the retreat of 
the Southlander Iägnarists, huzzah!

n

The mighty Ingazi airfleet evacuated the Thacian 
town of Retorok in occupied Téahiak and headed 
west. They were accompanied by the Dragon Kirrik. 
The leaders of the Dread Empire’s occupying army, 
old King Amokapua6 and the Takríki of Tengti, 
took careful note and dispatched couriers to the 
Emperor’s court. 

n

Meanwhile, Queen Airíni of Tongi and the 
Roríki of Kametua gathered together a mighty 
host of more than 75,000 men and began march-
ing east from Highcourt.

n

In the Church of the Red Death’s Holy City of 
Rustwood, the Thacian occupation ended in fire.

The Immolation of Rustwood (561)

It began with the smallest spark. After 
removing the great brass orrery from the 
megalithic astronomical observatory7, 

the Thacians began their efforts to load all of the 
Southlander troops aboard their fleet as part of the 
5 Deputy Warden of the North.
6 Father of the Dread Emperor himself!
7 Presumably as a trophy.
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general withdrawal (or regrouping, depending on 
who you talk to). The Carcëan cavalry of Rückar 
and Hoonisbe, led by their proud Sars, wouldn’t 
hear of it. Their 7,000 Saurians – on horses no less – 
rode out the city gates and into the region of Wena. 
The city’s great gates closed behind them with a 
crash.

As the last of the remaining Southlander troops 
were loading, a fire began in the city. It was clearly 
set on purpose, and it spread with a vengeance. 
Who set it? There were plenty of guesses, but no 
facts. When some of the panicky citizens tried to 
flee, they found the city gates immovable, as if they 
had been locked from the outside. Terror spread 
even more quickly than the fire.

The flames began spreading to the Harbour 
Quarter, and the Thacian fleet weighed anchor – 
eager no doubt to be away before they themselves 
were engulfed in the uncontrollable conflagration. 

It was at that moment that the Efreet appeared 
at the harbour mouth, standing in the air above 
the water. He folded his arms and smiled. And 
when the Dragon Karn flew at him, he punched 
her in the jaw. Fire exploded across the harbour. 
A handful of the Thacian ships went up in flames, 
and the desperate sailors and passenger tried to 
keep the fire from spreading while the Marines 
attempted to assist the Dragon. In the smoke and 
confusion, the terrible news rang out: Thacian 
Admiral Trebodir was dead!

The Dragon Karn flew upward into the sky, un-
til her vanishing form was obscured by the smoke. 
No sound of combat could be heard above the roar 
of the flames and the shouts of the sailors trying to 
put them out. After some time, it became apparent 
that the Efreet had been defeated, and the ships of 
the Thacian fleet headed out of the harbour as fast 
as they could. All was confusion.

The senior-most captain, Captain Anudrek of 
the galleon Pelican, took command of the fleet. 
He raised a Commodore’s banner and called the 
other senior captains aboard the Pelican to take 
stock of the situation. While they’d lost a hand-
ful of galleons, the real carnage had been aboard 

the schooners, few of which survived. All told, the 
fleet had 55 galleons and 10 schooners remaining. 

Ashore, the city of Rustwood was still burning, 
and even a mile out to sea the captains could hear 
the screams of its inhabitants.

As their meeting was concluding with a small 
glass of port8, the officer of the watch reported a 
Dread Empire fleet on the horizon and bearing 
down upon them.

The Ride of Rückar and Hoonisbe (561)

The Carcëan host, meanwhile, was but a 
few scant miles from Rustwood when 
they ran into opposition intent on 

stopping them. The opposition in this case was the 
forest castles of Wena. The horsemen did their best 
to avoid them while simultaneously causing hav-
ing honorable fights with the garrison patrols and 
causing as much chaos as they could. The steppe 
horsemen certainly weren’t used to riding in forest 
lands, and they were further frustrated by their lack 
of familiarity with Oratoan flora and fauna. They 
lost perhaps a thousand men in a particularly sharp 
engagement with the romantic, mist-enshrouded 
castle of Ontongei before pressing on into Werri.

The Battle of Rustwood Harbour (561)

The wizened Admiral Toángen of the 
Holy Tamkuára Armada trained his 
spyglass, first on the burning city of 

Rustwood, and then on the damaged Thacian fleet 
standing off just outside the harbour. Whatever 
had gone wrong with the Dread Emperor’s plan 
would be discovered at the inevitable inquest. For 
now, he had a choice to make.

Did he attack the enemy fleet now, or stick with 
some variation of the original plan? The Admiral 
smiled grimly as he saw the enemy fleet beat to 
quarters. The old axiom flashed in his mind: no 
plan survives contact with the enemy.

8 Or whatever passes for port in Thacian Oratoa.
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He gave the order, and the Oratoans prepared to 
engage the Southlander fleet again. Although the 
enemy had 65 ships, the Holy Tamkuára Armada 
had twice that many, not to mention almost 9,000 
marines that Admiral Toángen was confident 
would ensure him the victory.

The two fleets clashed in a mighty rain of bal-
lista bolts and cannon balls. The genius of Admiral 
Toángen was on full display, as the Tarotist ma-
rines, benefitting from their hard-won experience, 
swung grappling hooks and swarmed up the sides 
of the Urdan ships. 

Given the superiority of the Southlander ships, 
the fight was more butchery than battle, and when 
the wind at last separated the two fleets, they were 
both shattered. It was said the there were so many 
dead human marines floating in the sea that you 
could walk across their corpses from ship to ship. 
Marine casualties approached 90%. In terms of 
ships, however, the Oratoans had done quite well. 
They still had 185 ships, while the Thacians had but 
35 galleons.

The Thacian fleet now had the wind in their 
favour, and Commodore Anudrek ordered them 
to sail out to sea. He did not fancy their chances 
against the Armada for a second pass. With the 
Holy City of Rustwood still smouldering, Admiral 
Toángen let the Southlanders go and sailed into the 
harbour to see what could be saved. 

There was nearly nothing left. The city had been 
burnt to its foundations, and charred bodies could 
be seen everywhere. A small handful of survivors 
were clustered around the harbour, and others had 
made it over (or through) the city walls into the 
countryside, but the great Holy City of Rustwood 
itself was a ruin, and of the astronomical observa-
tory nothing remained.

n

Averon’s galleons maintained their blockade of 
the Túawhenua.

562: The Dread Empire Advances

The leaders of the Dread Empire’s oc-
cupying army in Téahiak didn’t wait 
for a reply to their message. Instead, 

King Amokapua of Tongi and the Takríki of Teng-
ti marshalled their 20,000 men and assaulted the 
Southlander town of Retorok. 

Considering the lack of qualified infantry or 
siege equipment, the assault was a rousing success. 
Some casualties were inevitable, but the attackers 
were surprised at how few there were. Despite its 
stout walls, the town wasn’t defended well at all.

n

Despite the retreat of the Southlanders, all was 
not entirely well in the Dread Empire’s capital of 
Ebonhill. While the Dread Emperor secluded him-
self in the Undercity, administration and defense of 
the city was entrusted to the greybearded sorcerers 
Kamáka and Mallon, aided by Takríki Arána iv of 
Roátru.

Mallon was murdered in his bed at the age of 73. 
His body was torn, limb from limb, and his bed 
smashed to flinders. Much of his bedchamber was 
similarly destroyed, and the entire place reeked of 
sulphur and smoke.

n

The Ride of Rückar and Hoonisbe (562)

The Carcëan host arrived in Werri to 
discover that there were even more 
castles here. Their progress was so im-

peded in trying to avoid them that they spent the 
better part of a year wandering up hill and down 
vale through the impenetrable forest. Even so, they 
counted about a thousand casualties after some 
run-ins with the locals, and the racked up some 
glorious stories and adventures. 

n
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A small flotilla of perhaps five airships had been 
reported above Roátruan airspace for several years, 
but it was only as they flew over Natíngu that the 
sightings were confirmed by the Dread Empire’s 
military authorities. They tracked them until the 
airships left the region and entered uninhabited 
Pottua.

n

Commodore Anudrek’s much-reduced Thacian 
fleet took up blockade duty in Hiána Bay. Although 
they boarded every Oratoan ship they ran across, 
they only enforced the blockade against the Dread 
Empire, Rotkarru, and Pouákaitoa. They kept a 
weather eye out for any sign of the Holy Tamkuára 
Armada, but it remained holed up in the port of 
Rustwood helping the city’s survivors and did not 
put out to sea.

n

Kommolek’s region of Umllor, bereft of garri-
son, rebelled and asserted its independence. The 
locals immediately began fighting each other, Iäg-
narist against Urdan.

n

Averon’s galleons maintained their blockade of 
the Túawhenua.

563: The Plot Thickens

A hundred Whutoan warships were 
sighted off of the Dread Empire’s city 
of Moonsea. Admiral Prince Humá-

rie sent a message to the city’s leadership advising 
them that Whutoa and the Dread Empire were 
now in a state of war and that surrender would be 
greeted with mercy. The captain of the city watch, 
who more or less decided that he was in charge now 
that Lord Admiral Toángen and the Holy Tam-
kuára Armada were off fighting the Southlanders, 
told the Whutoans to stuff themselves.

The Whutoan fleet took up position at the har-
bour’s mouth and began their blockade of the city.

n

Ancalimë’s hero Whéru Rawringe, astride his 
fire-drake Uánne, was joined by Lady Lessien and 
25,000 archers and 18,000 pike in the liberation of 
Whóatar. The ten Rotkarruan castles there put up 
a spirited defense, but they succeeded in doing little 
but slowing down the inevitable Turéhu victory.

n

Deep below the Undercity, one of the Dread 
Emperor’s envoys, Ikaráma of Ebonhill, made a 
stupendous find. He and his party discovered a 
secret tunnel that descended steeply for nearly a 
mile before it opened out into a much larger tun-
nel, a hundred feet across. It was dimly lit by a 
luminescent moss that cast an eerie blue-green 
glow. Ordinary men looked sickly, even dead, in 
that ghastly light.

The great tunnel extended southward, as far the 
human eye could see. An obsidian plinth near the 
tunnel entrance was carved in mysterious glyphs, 
unknown to the men of Oratoa. 

Ikaráma left a guard, but he wisely returned 
to the Undercity for reinforcement. When he re-
turned, it was with the Dread Emperor’s personal 
guard, the so-called Guardians of the Whispers. 

The guard he had posted at the plinth were dead. 
Three were eviscerated with an almost surgical pre-
cision, their innards carefully spiked up on the tun-
nel walls in a ornate pattern of swirls and spirals. 
The fourth had taken his own life.

Ikaráma, however, pressed on. He had with him 
a proclamation from the Dread Emperor, written 
in every known language, offering the Troglodytes 
a meeting with the Dread Emperor. As they ex-
plored the vast tunnel and the myriad of smaller 
side tunnels, they posted the proclamations every 
half-mile or so.

Finally, months into their exploration, Ikaráma 
had his answer. As he and the Guardians of the 
Whispers backtracked after exploring a particu-
larly promising side tunnel, which disappointingly 
dead-ended, they came upon a gruesome sight. In 
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the middle of the great tunnel, someone had piled 
up a pyramid of human heads and skulls, some grey 
with age, some fresh enough to still be dribbling 
blood. There were hundreds, perhaps thousands 
of them, all covered in a clear, viscous liquid that 
slowly oozed across the tunnel floor. Beside them, a 
metal spear – a giant spike, really – had been thrust 
into the ground. Tied to the spear was a large sheet 
of something very like papyrus.

It provided a map of the nearby tunnels, includ-
ing what appeared to be a chamber miles across. 
In the chamber was a drawing of a small plinth, 
similar to the one at the entrance to the grand 
tunnel. Next to this image had been written “We 
shall meet with your Emperor here”.

n

Unrest was reported in Weir, once capital 
of Rangkua and now a provincial capital of the 
Dread Empire. It seems that despite Takríki 
Ikaróto’s devout embrace of the Red Death, for 
much of the population it remained a weird and 
marginal cult. Even members of the Takríki’s 
guard were disciplined – or removed from their 
posts – for clandestinely attending the churches 
of the Hanged Man.

n

The Ride of Rückar and Hoonisbe (563)

The Carcëan host, now down to 6,000 
horsemen or less, finally made it to the 
forests of Calælen. Here, they discov-

ered an Urdan people, the Turéhu, labouring under 
the oppressive rule of a Dread Empire garrison. 

Since there were no castles, and the garrison 
numbered but 3,000 bumbling levies cheerfully led 
by a genial but incompetent commander, the Car-
cëan Sars vowed to liberate the Turéhu of Calælen 
and return them to the bosom of their most Urdan 
Elvish King, huzzah!

The campaign has already become the stuff of 
legend: an army of Saurian steppe cavalry lead-

ing a revolt of Turéhu against a hapless (but well-
dressed) occupying force. As entertaining and 
full of pratfalls, jests, and derring-do as it was, 
the whole thing had a certain air of inevitability 
about it. 

n

The Iägnarists of Pouákaitoa-occupied Dæman 
raised the flag of rebellion against their Iluvar-
ian occupiers. The small garrison of 1,500 kura 
scouts unexpectedly found itself battling 2,000 
peasants armed with pitchforks, supported by 500 
kura scouts of their own. It was a near thing, but 
the Dæman peasant rebellion managed to inflict 
enough casualties on the garrison that the entire 
population was emboldened to rebel.

n

The Dread Empire’s military forces in Wena 
again went on high alert when a flotilla of five air-
ships reportedly entered the region from Óama. 
A series of running battles evolved between the 
ground forces and the airships, which desperately 
tried to conceal themselves in clouds or even par-
ticularly tall hills or stands of trees.

It was during one of these running battles during 
a nasty storm that the airships were forced down. 
As the Dread Empire’s kura riders arrived, the air-
ships were already in flames. The crew and any-
thing they might have been carrying had vanished.

n

The Dragon Karn settled into Rengu, where 
she has made a wide cavern high upon the cliff 
face into her home.

n

Averon’s galleons maintained their blockade of 
the Túawhenua.
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564: The Changing Tides of War

Lord Admiral Toángen and his Holy 
Tamkuára Armada finally put to sea 
again, determined to break the Tha-

cian blockade of Hiána Bay. Commodore Anudrek 
was only too happy to meet them in battle.

Battle of Cape Hanáka (564)

The elderly admiral commanded 185 
ships, while the Thacian Commodore 
Anudrek had but 25 galleons under his 

command. Where had the rest of the Southlander 
fleet gone? If their lack worried Admiral Toángen, 
he gave no sign, instead ordering an immediate 
attack. While the Thacian ships and marines re-
mained superior to those of the Armada in every 
way, once again Admiral Toángen’s genius for na-
val tactics proved decisive.

There were no Thacian survivors, and the 
Southlander blockade of Hiána Bay was at last 
broken. The Armada lost a handful of ships, per-
haps twenty in all, as well as the rest of their ma-
rines. The elderly Admiral, however, was among 
the wounded. He is in his late seventies; even so, 
up to this point was the model of health. Since the 
battle, many say he is sickly and that death cannot 
be many years away.

n

The Thacian armies, now gathered in the pen-
insula of Wangi, finally began their assault on the 
isolate Rotkarruan port town of Farwave. Their 
armies were led by none other than Prince Biard, 
father of the Urdan Avatar Mirra, and they num-
bered 9,000 men and five artillery pieces.

Against them stood the Takríki of Wangi and 
his 4,000 kura riders. They bravely sallied out, 
but the Takríki proved worse than incompetent 
at battle. Under a constant rain of shells and with 
Saurians pouring in through the gaps in the walls, 
the town quickly surrendered. Total Thacian ca-

sualties were five hundred marines. The Takríki of 
Wangi and all his cavalry were obliterated.

n

Kommolek’s Sir Amdred the Portly sailed a fleet 
of 165 airships into Dínerol (along with perhaps 
10,000 religious troops) to parlay with the locals. 
They rendezvoused with another, considerably 
larger, Kommolek army under Aeg-Annûn, per-
haps another 20,000 troops or more and 700 stone 
warriors.

The locals were more terrified than friendly, and 
they agreed to pay tribute.

n

Deep below the Undercity of Ebonhill, the 
Dread Emperor at last made contact with the mys-
terious troglodytes.

The Meeting at the Second Plinth (564)

On his underground journey, the Dread 
Emperor was accompanied by the 
Guardians of the Whispers, as well as 

by two of his leadership corps, Ikaráma and the 
Witch-Queen of Poákho, not to mention an Efreet 
discretely slouching in the back. Surrounding them 
and amongst them were thousands of shadowy 
warriors who obeyed the Dread Emperor’s every 
whim. Few of these, of course, would fit into the 
designated chamber with the Dread Emperor, and 
in the end he elected to take only Ikaráma and the 
Efreet Dannara in with him. 

The Dread Emperor Amokapua boldly entered 
the eight-sided chamber. No glowmoss grew here, 
and the chamber seemed to swallow the lantern’s 
light, leaving them in a dim and shadowy room 
perhaps forty feet across. Every other wall con-
tained an archway identical to the one from which 
he and his party had emerged. 

Even in the dim light, Amokapua and Ikaráma 
could see large, shadowy shapes milling in the arch-
way directly across from them. As the Dread Em-
peror began to address his hosts, his voice echoed 
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and reverberated weirdly through the chamber. He 
introduced himself and asked whom he had the 
honour of addressing. There was no response, un-
less the chittering and clicking from the opposite 
archway constituted some sort of speech.

The Dread Emperor pressed on, proposing an al-
liance of the Troglodytes – at this there was a sharp 
chittering hiss, as of an intake of breath – with the 
Dread Empire. Though he was a great leader, a for-
midable warrior, and a sublime sorcerer, rarely had 
Amokapua been described as an eloquent speaker. 
And yet, here he was transcending the heights of 
persuasive rhetoric as if he were one of the Sages 
of old.

When he had completed his proposal, an awful 
silence hovered in the dim chamber for some min-
utes. Then, with a scraping and clicking on the cold 
stone floor, the vast bulk of a creature heaved itself 
from the archway.

The creature was easily twice the height of a 
man. It scuttled out of the shadows, an unspeak-
able abomination neither insect nor crustacean yet 
somehow both at once. It stood on four legs, ar-
ticulated like those of a crab and ending in sharp 
spikes. It was uniformly thick about its carapaced 
torso, which continued for some way behind as a 
tail, and in the front curved upward, centaur-like, 
ending in a narrow, spider-like head. It had mandi-
bles, rather like a Malebolge warrior, and two enor-
mous black compound eyes, each surrounded on its 
outside edge by three smaller, oval-shaped eyes. Its 
four insectoid arms ended in fine claw-like hands. 
Those on the creature’s left held an enormous scroll 
of papyrus perhaps five feet in length, while those 
on its right clutched an ornate and deadly-looking 
halberd.

Its mandibles twitched as it spoke, and its rasp-
ing voice seemed to echo throughout the chamber 
in a dozen languages: in the ancient Eldar lan-
guage, in Old Imperial, even in Tik-Kit’ix. “We 
are the Hwisthint. We speak for all the Dwellers of 
Sshahnt. We accept.”

n

The unrest in Weir spread, and Takríki Ikaróto 
was forced to use his considerable military might 
to retain order in the city. Red Death services 
were sparsely attended, and during the old festi-
vals, once public holidays, most shops were closed. 
When the owners were threatened with legal ac-
tion if they didn’t reopen, they typically reported 
that their entire staff was out “with the flu”.

Anti-Ikaróto and anti-Imperial graffiti appeared 
in the city. A report that a mob had hanged the 
Takríki in effigy was quickly quashed.

n

Encouraged by the persuasive and wealthy 
Crown Prince of Whutoa, the jungle tribes of 
Iwíwe in the north rebelled from the Dread Empire 
and reaffirmed their loyalty to the Hanged Man. 

Neighbouring Kuákwhi, perhaps seeing the way 
the wind was blowing, likewise rebelled from the 
Dread Empire.

n

In Ebonhill, an attempt on the life of the sor-
cerer Kamáka was interrupted. Again, the assas-
sin had snuck into the sorcerer’s bedchamber one 
night. This time, the would-be assassin found him-
self confronted by dozens of armed guards and the 
Efreet Hapuka.

Sorcerer and Efreet found themselves confronted  
by the ghostly image of a Wenemet wearing one 
of Iägnar’s ancient crowns. Around his neck 
curled a lizard that might have been a tiny, min-
iature dragon. And behind him, arms crossed and 
laughing, stood one of Iägnar’s Demons, towering 
over them.

The Red Death guards immediately raised the 
alarm, and the Demon, still laughing, attacked. 
By the time Takríki Arána iv of Roátru was arriv-
ing in the plaza in front of the sorcerer’s residence 
with his men, the building exploded in fire. The 
Wenemet-wraith and the Demon strode confi-
dently out of its burning remains. There was little 
doubt that the sorcerer Kamáka was dead and his 
Efreet unbound. The Demon, however, didn’t 
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look unscathed – a huge slash across his chest 
oozed globs of a thick ichor that burst into flame 
as they fell to the ground.

Even so, he laughed.
The wraith-like Wenemet, however, was not 

laughing, for the Human who stood against them 
also wore one of Iägnar’s ancient crowns. At sight, 
the two of them suddenly knew each other: Takríki 
Arána of Roátru wearing the Crown of Valas, and 
Calabas Meurig of Atuburrk wearing the Crown of 
Hämäräsjä. And just as suddenly, each realized that 
neither was invulnerable to the other.

The Demon Narûd stopped in mid-stride, mo-
mentarily confused. At that moment, a deafening 
crash thundered through the street as two light-
ning bolts suddenly made contact with the Wen-
emet. When the after-image finally faded, the 
witnesses could see no trace of the Wenemet. His 
crown lay on the ground, and even in the flickering 
light from the burning building nearby, the crown 
could be seen to glow with a fierce orange radiance.

The Demon Narûd stared alternately at the crown 
on the ground and at the crown on the Human’s 
head. After several long minutes of this, the Demon 
simply vanished.

The Ride of Rückar and Hoonisbe (564)

The Carcëans continued their Calælen 
campaign. By the time summer green-
ery was in full flower, victory was won 

and the region returned to the King of Ancalimë.

n

The Imperial Blue Fleet fleet, commanded by an 
Elvish Vice-Admiral, took up blockade duties in the 
Moána a Waénga. Averon’s galleons, meanwhile, 
maintained their blockade of the Túawhenua.

565: A Million Falling Stars

As the great Lunar meteor storm began in 
the summer of 565, Takríki Haki viii of 
Whutoa led an army of 35,000 men into 

the Dread Empire’s region of Kungi. Kungi, long 
friendly to Whutoa and terrified by the sights in 
the skies, surrendered without a single sword drawn 
from its sheath. The city of Moonsea would not be 
so easy. The city guard remained fanatically loyal 
to Lord Admiral Toángen, the Shark of Moonsea. 
A Whutoan fleet had blockaded the city since 563, 
and now it was clear that even if the Whutoans 
chose not to assault the city, it would eventually 
be forced to surrender. Moonsea settled in for the 
siege. 

After demanding the city’s surrender and receiv-
ing its defiant reply, the Takríki gave the order to 
attack. The fleet beat into the harbour and the army 
deployed thousands of siege engines to encircle the 
city. The end came unexpectedly and abruptly. 
Without warning, lightning bolts smashed into 
the city walls; one came from land, and one from 
sea. The walls were levelled, and the army simply 
marched in.

n

Doggedly forcing their way through the en-
tangling, forest, the lich-Baroness Drogdyr, the 
mighty Grishnákh, Elf-Lord of Halchúr, and the 
less imposing Warlord of Morim, led a combined 
army of 105,000 Iägnarist warriors into Iluvar-
ian Asiéndar. Unlike Ondír, however, they did 
not arrive with genocide on their mind. In fact, 
they didn’t even properly conquer the region. In-
stead, they raided for slaves. Given their num-
bers, not to mention a massive fleet of airships 
and gryphons, the presence of the flying city of 
Cleansing Storm, and the terrible Hämäj-Goroth, 
they were very successful.

In fact, they were perhaps more successful than 
they would have liked, as a large portion of the 
army were (un)holy troops, and they proved rather 
difficult to contain, given that the inhabitants of 
the region were Iluvarians.

Slaughter ensued. Baroness Drogdyr was not 
pleased with the lack of discipline. She restored 
order by means of the sword and the lash, killing 
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perhaps 6,000 of her own troops in the process. 
Asiéndar was effectively occupied.

n

Pouákaitoan Captain Ropáta and his 60,000 
Iluvarian Crusaders crossed the mountains into 
Iägnarist Dagnissardh – the very heart of the 
Thornwood’s central plateau. If this region could 
be taken, the evisceration of the Turéhu mountain 
fastness would be inevitable!

Surprisingly, there was little resistance, just a 
handful of castles resisted the invaders. After the 
campaign, Captain Ropáta had great difficulty 
keeping his men in line. He lost 10,000 or more 
to simple desertion, though the region is now colo-
nized and friendly9. A substantial Iägnarist Turéhu 
minority remains.

n

Ancalimë’s army of 42,000 Turéhu pike and ar-
chers entered Rotkarru-occupied Culnámo with a 
view to liberating its people and recovering their 
ancient city of Anuwar. Led by Lady Lessien and 
the hero Whéru Rawringe, astride his fire-drake 
Uánne, the Turéhu found the region commanded 
by ten stout Rotkarru castles with little coordina-
tion or communication between them.

By the end of the summer, the last of them had 
surrendered, and the great army turned its at-
tention to putting Anuwar to siege. As it turned 
out, they didn’t have to; a Turéhu rebellion in the 
city quickly opened the gates to Ancalimë’s army. 
Within hours, the King’s banner once again flew 
over the city.

The 73-year-old Whéru Rawringe, meanwhile, 
cursed the Rotkarru for not meeting his army in 
open battle; he had no desire to die in his bed.

n

The 19-year-old King Róngo of Gúako led an inva-
sion force from his region of Rehúa into Rangkuan 
Tekowha and declared war against the Dread Empire. 
His force numbered more than 22,000 infantry, and 
9 Dagnissardh (3243)h

they were joined by 160 enormous stone golems that 
attacked from the east.

The people of the region were offered the op-
portunity to surrender, provided they throw off 
any allegiance to the “cancer of the Red Death”. 
They were given five days. On the third day, a 
great fiery fountain appeared on the Moon, and 
on the third night following the sky was filled 
with shooting stars raining down like the mon-
soon. The Tekowhans offered no credible defense, 
and the town of Stonecairn surrendered without 
a fight. The Red Death priory of Mitiáku was 
burned to the ground and the priests and monks 
there slaughtered.

At the same time, another Gúakoan army en-
tered Moánu. They made a similar offer: repudi-
ate the Red Death or pay tribute to Gúako. Here, 
however, the locals interpreted the omens in the 
skies as favourable to the Red Death. It helped 
that there was a defense force there that meant to 
actually defend, and it included castles and 160 
stone golems. 

Battle of the Fields of Hawera (565)

Gúako’s ally, Takríki Hataréi of Wihri, 
mustered some 7,500 pikemen and 
23,000 knights on kura. The defending 

stone golems, meanwhile, made their stand on the 
field of Hawera, a shallow valley overshadowed by 
three hilltop castles.

Despite the formidable defense, the Dread Em-
pire forces had little in the way of competent field 
leadership. After initially standing firm, at the first 
sign of trouble they broke and ran. The golems were 
destroyed, and the castles overthrown. Gúakoan 
casualties were light.

n
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The Weir Mutiny (565)

Determined to deal with the grievous 
insult of Gúakoan invasion, Takríki 
Ikaróto (the Devout) of Rangkua mus-

tered his 37,000 man army in Weir for the defense 
of the Dread Empire. 

But it was not to be. The chaos in the city had 
been compounded by the Meteor Storm. Now 
it spiralled completely out of control. Clearly 
the sympathy of Ikaróto’s army and its officers 
were with the people and with the Church of 
the Hanged Man. As the Takríki led his troops 
through the city, the houses and shops were dec-
orated by icons of the Hanged Man and with 
Rangkuan flags. There were no icons of the Red 
Death, no flags of the Dread Empire.

Suddenly, Takríki Ikaróto was felled by a volley  
of arrows from the windows looking on to the 
street. None of his guards made the slightest move 
as their Takríki’s bloody body fell lifeless from his 
kura and into the street.

Elsewhere, other members of Ikaróto’s family 
were attacked and killed, some by person or per-
sons unknown, but some by the growing mob. The 
last surviving member of the Takríki’s immediate 
family, his grandson Iháka, was pulled from the 
arms of his screaming nurse by a frenzied mob and 
hacked to death.

General Etéra, commander of the Rangkuan 
Army, immediately announced the re-establish-
ment of an independent Rangkua with himself as 
its interim leader. The army and people joined him, 
and the region of Rangkua rebelled from the Dread 
Empire. Only after some days was order restored in 
the city of Weir.

Outside of Rangkua’s old homeland, the rebel-
lion was greeted with varying degrees of skepticism 
and enthusiasm. Norti and Whihua remained loyal 
to the Dread Empire. Ningra rebelled, but did not 
join the new Rangkua. Nobody’s even certain if 
the news made it to the backwaters of Terénha.

n

The jungle tribes of Iwíwe, which had recently 
rebelled from the Dread Empire, joined Whutoa. 
By way of contrast, the Rakau of Kuákwhi merely 
paid tribute to Whutoa.

n

The Iägnarists of Pouákaitoa-occupied Aban 
raised the flag of rebellion against their Iluvar-
ian occupiers. The garrison squashed the rebellion 
within just a few months.

n

As it turned out, much of the “missing” Tha-
cian fleet was in the south, where for them this war 
had first begun. They unloaded an army onto the 
beaches of Whangwhúatéwua.

The Takríki of Whéwhi and his 11,000 infantry 
and archers had been occupying the island, first 
for Tongi and then for the Dread Empire, for 25 
years without relief. They were almost pleased to 
see the invaders.

The Whangwhúatéwua Campaign (565)

Having arrived a month or so after the 
Rain of Stars, the Thacians counted on 
having a certain amount of fear and 

terror on their side. They’d need it, for they arrived 
with less than 12,000 infantry and archers. They’d 
intended to land with an additional 5,000 pike, but 
the cargo capacity their much-reduced fleet could 
only carry so much.

Captain Vox’ll Kat’kax, former Military Gover-
nor of Retorok and of Pawhi had just turned 40, 
and this was probably going to be her last cam-
paign. She leaned heavily on the great mace Bone-
breaker, which she intended to carry into battle. 
Despite the relative parity in numbers, she counted 
on the superior discipline and equipment of the 
Thacian soldiers, not to mention her own tactical 
prowess, to carry the day and avenge the Tarotist 
atrocities there.

The Whéwhi were confident in their own vic-
tory, for the cunning old Takríki had announced 
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that the Lunar Meteor storm was an omen of 
Red Death victory over the Southlanders. He tied 
it neatly together with the Prophecy of Arári and 
whipped his men into a frenzy.

On the leeward beach, the two armies met.
The battle at the beach was long and bloody, 

but the Tarotists were eventually forced to retreat 
into the interior. This they did in relatively good 
order. Six days later the armies clashed again, and 
neither leader survived. The remaining Tarotists 
fled the field, and the Urdan longbowmen hunted 
them down.

The body of the Takríki of Whéwhi was strung 
up where Ropáta the Red’s had been hung back 
in 541. Ropáta’s bones, still on display, were taken 
down and reverently buried in a barrow next to 
that of Baron Retorok Sendare. A third barrow was 
raised for the body of Captain Vox’ll Kat’kax. 

The people of Whangwhúatéwua were over-
joyed at their liberation. The Tarotist altars were 
thrown down, and the worship of Urda, con-
ducted in secret for many years, was now cel-
ebrated openly. The “Three Barrows of the Urdan 
Heroes”10 rapidly became a pilgrimage site for all 
those on the island.

n

Atuburrk maintained their blockade of the 
Moána a Waénga, while Averon maintained theirs 
of the Túawhenua.

Viceroyalty of Thacian Oratóa (19 se/ur)
Lady Goshtikka-Snamarthis Sardira, Military Governor 
of Retorok and Provisional Viceroy of Thacian Oratóa.
King Calmalas of Ancalimë of the Venerable House 
of Malvalas.
Trade: Abrahiem, Gúako, Kommolek, Whutoa
DP: Ancalimë (A, see below)

10 The Martyr, the Insurgent, and the Liberator, as they’re some-
times known locally. The few remaining Tarotist derisively re-
fer to them as the Trespasser, the Rebel, and the Conqueror or, 
more jovially, “Dead, Dead, and Dead”.

While Thace’s success in war re-
mained decidedly mixed, their 
diplomacy can be characterized 

as nothing short of amazing. Prince Basodir was 
able at last to secure the vassalage of King Calm-
alas of Ancalimë for his nephew the Count Pala-
tine Merryn. The situation was not without its 
dangers, however. 

The Treaty of Ringær was only signed in 562, as 
the old Prince lay on his deathbed under a forest 
canopy, ministered to by Elvish physicians. The 
Dragon Róta, his lifelong companion, lay her im-
mense head next to the bed. Despite the Prince’s 
admonitions to her that it was now her duty to pro-
tect the King of Ancalimë, most of those nearby 
feared for their own lives if and when the Prince 
should die.

And then there was the administrative problem. 
Ancalimë was a large, complex political structure 
with a sound government. The Thacians were anx-
ious for this to stay intact, but how best to accom-
plish this? A Dependency? A Viceroyalty? And how 
would this best be integrated with the rest of Tha-
cian Oratóa? Or should it?

The situation resolved itself when Prince Gal-
athand of Ancalimë pointed out that much of 
Oratóan politics was clan-based, and that since the 
House of Malvalas had pledged itself to the House 
of Goshtikka-Snamarthis, they could certainly fol-
low the direction of either Prince Basodir himself 
or his sister, who happened to be the Governor 
General of Thacian Oratóa.

A flurry of messages were hastily dispatched 
betwixt Ringær and Áio, from where Sardira 
currently ruled. When King Calmalas offered 
Ringær and the surrounding countryside of Tel-
emnar as a capital for a new Viceroyalty, the deal 
was sealed. 

In 563, Lady Goshtikka-Snamarthis Sardira 
named herself Provisional Viceroy of Thacian Oratóa 
and quickly sent word to her nephew in Thace ask-
ing for confirmation, or at least forgiveness.

Shortly thereafter, Prince Basodir entrusted his 
sword to Prince Galathand and instructed him to 
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send it to its “true owner, the Count Palatine of 
Ingazi”. Galathand swore it would be done. The 
next day, Prince Basodir of Thace died in his bed.

The Dragon Róta howled in mourning, a sound 
that shattered windows and (some would say) 
caused the very earth to quake. Despite all the en-
treaties and the solemn promises of the Thacian 
government, Róta took to the skies, flying north-
east, and was not soon seen again.

Imperial Free City of Abrahiem (2 ws/tr) 
Lord Tiribissi Drarim, Burggrave of Abrahiem.
Trade: Gúako, Kommolek, ThOr
DP: None.

The city fathers of Abrahiem remain 
fiercely loyal to the Empire of Sahûl, 
and they were overjoyed to receive a 

charter as an Imperial Free City from the Empress 
Chass’ika. They continue to lobby for their city to 
be home for an Imperial Fleet. They were further 
delighted when Admiral Orrik11, now a wizened 
old Malebolge, put to port with her 160 ships and 
18,000 troops and volunteered to form the core of 
an Imperial Oratoan Fleet.

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: None.

Atuburrk’s immense flying city con-
tinued to defend Istveleg on the 
Thornwood’s central plateau. It was a 

relatively quiet watch, as the Iluvarian crusaders 
elected to take another path.

11 Formerly of Sakkar.

County Palatine of Kommolek (7 wse/yg)
His Fell Excellency, Goesek Derryk ii, Count Palatine 
of Kommolek, First Speaker of the Nine, Master of the 
Iron Throne of Angildûath, Suzerain of the Thornwood 
Turéhu and of Hämäräsjä, Servant of the Dark Lord.
Aeg-Annûn, Lich-Lord of Tasæl, Steward of Angildúath, 
Second Speaker of the Nine, Marshal of the Fell Legions.
Baron Arios v the Zealous of Onath, Grand Master 
of the Dolentur Ungwe.
Trade: Abrahiem, Gúako Northmark, ThOr, 

Whutoa, Yarni-Za
DP: Síras (A), Cúnin (F), Dínerol (T),  

Zirbeth (F), Thongam (F), Argroth (T),  
Orodrin (A)

Count Palatine Derryk rather unexpect-
edly came into his own, as Khurdán 
Son of Iägnar and Dark Lord of Oratoa 

gave up his regency of Kommolek and announced 
that his work in Oratoa was finished... for now.

Before he left, Khurdán bestowed many of his 
titles on Derryk, though he rather pointedly noted 
that the Count Palatine held them not in his own 
dignity, but rather in trust for his heirs. Since his 
nephew and presumed heir, young Lord Terthynn, 
was Khurdán’s own son, the Thornwood Turéhu 
and the Nine accepted this transfer of power with 
equanimity. 

Then Khurdán, incensed by the affront of the 
King of Zarkhandu, issued the Decree of Excom-
munication and headed to Sahûl.

The Count Palatine asked the displaced Baron 
of Onath to head up a new Military Order, to be 
known as the Dolentur Ungwe and to be headquar-
tered in Arluin, with its castle of Rongo’s Dare. 
Kommolek repaired Castle Harnost in Hedhu and 
constructed new castles in Wrexym and Zarâni12 
and donated them all to the new Order. The Baron 
gratefully accepted.

The Lady Ennedel’s sons, the Lords Terthynn 
and Andel, although not yet of age, nevertheless 
took their places in the councils of the Realm. 

12 Named Falath Barad and Agarwæn Ereg, respectively.
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They remain under their mother’s tutelage. They 
are said to be well-educated, cultivated, cultured, 
swordsmen without peer, and the very epitome 
of chivalric courtesy, dedicated to the ancient 
Sahûlian Code of Chivalry.

The (un)holy troops are itching for action, and 
some of those very far from the front and not 
attached to a moving army have reportedly just 
gone home.

The Peer Trade Depot in Wrexym was aban-
doned, and the locals are now using it as a land-
fill. Kommolek’s government expanded.

Iägnar’s bonfires of sacrifice continued unabated, 
the largest of which was undoubtably the volcanic 
eruptions in Silinaur. 

Veiled Masters of Yarni-Za (1 yg)
His Unholy Magnificence, the Lich Ystar, Thirteenth 
Patriarch of the Priests of Ozahn, Master of Brégoru, 
Dread Hand of Yagnar, Voice of the Hidden Masters 
of Yarni-Za, Lord of the Fell. 
Trade: Kommolek
DP: None.

Ystar the Unholy set in motion a 
Great Work amongst his followers. 
An enormous construct was reported 

in Brégoru, but what it might be none would say. 
Certainly there is sorcery involved.

In more mundane construction, the Veiled Mas-
ters built the town of Khurdánis in Brégoru, and 
priories in Brégoru and in Kommolek’s regions of 
Belroth, Caldawar, Hedhu, and Zarim13.

The former Baron of Onath accepted an offer 
from Kommolek.

A Kéatoan envoy identified as Takríki Haréne of 
Whéki, a kinsman of the king, arrived in Brégoru.

13 Iägtæn in Brégoru, Lhasbelin in Belroth, Brethilmyrn in 
Caldawar, Tinfuin in Hedhu, and Rhîw in Zarim.

Kingdom of Ancalimë 

Calmalas the King swore fealty to the 
Count Palatine of Thace of the Em-
pire of Sahûl, though the event was not 

without its complications.

Kingdom of Pouákaitoa (24 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.
Princess Orodriel, Takríki of Orofer and Warden 
of the Mark.
Trade: None.
DP: None.

King Kamwhai the Eloquent pro-
claimed his city of Káwwhi the capital 
of his Realm. The war against Iägnar 

entered a new, and even more uncertain phase.
A band of brave (and foolhardy) colonists arrived 

in the Werin highlands. The Pouákaitoan Ornitho-
logical Institute (POI) welcomed them and taught 
them how to avoid the Fire Drakes. Surprisingly, 
the little colony quickly prospered14.

Despite being surrounded by enemy forces, both 
Siluth in Lærarod (by virtue of being an unbe-
sieged port) and Dolbain in Dagnîr (by virtue of 
being ignored) continue to hold out.

Crown Prince Ihúhah and Princess Orodriel 
celebrated the birth of their first child, a girl they 
named Arádriel.

Orofer’s Lord Koblakai died at the age of 80 in 
565. Shortly afterwards, the stars fell. Many felt 
this was a fitting tribute to a great warrior, but in 
the halls of the learnéd and the wise, they thought 
it an ominous portent indeed.

Several members of Pouákaitoa’s extended royal 
family left for hero quests. Pouákaitoa’s Naval qual-
ity improved and their Sorcery Academy expanded.

14 Weri (1131)h.
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Lands of the Éiwi
eAstern OrAtOA fAcing the dAwn

The Fifth Rakitóan War (554 – 565)
Kéatoa vs. Gúako

561: The Evacuation of Flatmarsh Begins

The Empire of Sahûl’s peace deal with 
Gúako apparently didn’t extend to 
the ongoing conflict between Kéatoa 

and Gúako. This continued unabated, though 
compartmentalized from the rest of Oratoa’s on-
going wars.

n

With the armies of Kéatoa outside the walls, the 
embattled Prince Hukarére of Woangnen ordered 
the evacuation of his brother’s capital of Flatmarsh. 
It did not go well. There were twice as many people 
trying to get aboard the waiting transports as there 
were spaces available. The fleet sailed in the spring, 
and Hukarére promised he would return for as 
many refugees as possible.

562: Kéatoa Continues the Advance

Aáta of Táwe, Takríki of Nekan and 
Marshal of Northern Kéatoa led his 
army of 27,000 men from their beach-

head in the port town of Dragonfields into the 
countryside of Kowhéne. 

The chief resistance was about 3,000 holy troops, 
who were far more willing than able. The Kéatoans 
crushed them and occupied the region. The monks 
of Nonitot were chased from their abbey and the 
building itself was leveled.

563: The Fall of Flatmarsh

Prince Hukarére’s evacuation fleet 
returned to Flatmarsh in the sum-
mer half the size it had been before. 

They loaded up about half of the city’s remaining 

population. Many more tried to sneak aboard the 
ships, for they were fearful of coming under the 
fury of the Kéatoans. As the fleet slipped away, 
rioting broke out in the city as those left behind 
fell to panic. The fleet was only a few leagues out 
to sea when the fires started. Within hours, the 
whole of the city was engulfed in flame.

It is said that the anguished Prince Hukarére 
watched from the command deck of his flagship 
and wailed in mourning as his people’s ancient 
capital burned.

n

Hura the Crone led a Kéatoan army of about 
22,000 into the hills of Óatrua. The region was de-
fended by a slew of castles and several thousand 
zealots. The defenders were slaughtered of course, 
and the local priory of Whángewh joined the re-
gion’s castles in being disassembled stone by stone.

Before they died, these particular zealots did 
manage to take a fair number of invaders with 
them. The Kéatoans installed a large garrison and 
withdrew the remainder of their forces back to 
Wóang.

564: Aáta’s Advance

Aáta of Táwe continued his rampage in 
the southeastern part of the peninsula. 
With an army of 22,000 men, he con-

quered Táhoáwh, slaughtering its religious defend-
ers and destroying Tíruwhua Priory. The town of 
Mango Cove, however, proved a tougher nut to 
crack. The Kéatoans laid their siege lines, and the 
Woangnen defenders settled in for a long siege.

n

Prince Hukarére of Woangnen landed the re-
maining Flatmarsh refugees at Hingwhúa.
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565: The Battle of Ónimi

Hura the Crone led the armies of Kéa-
toa into Táraroa, the very centre of 
the Cult of Strength. Before the gates 

of the Cathedral of Ónimi, where the Prophet 
Hemóanune himself once taught, the armies of 
Woangnen gathered to defend their realm and 
their faith. 

The defense was led by Takríki Ihaía of Woang-
nen, newly returned from the Gúako capital, and 
the Fire-walker himself, Roríki Kamáka the Lame 
of Ónguk. Though they mustered only 11,000 men 
against Kéatoa’s 48,000, the invaders were right-
fully wary. 

Kamáka the Lame, Fire-walker of the Inner 
Earth, stood alone a hundred yards before the de-
fending army. He challenged the Kéatoan leader to 
single combat, but Hura the Crone would not be 
fooled. Instead, she merely put spur15 to kura and 
led the Kéatoan charge.

The charge was met with a fire-bolt from the 
Fire-walker’s staff, which shattered harmlessly off 
of the Kéatoan wards. As the Kéatoan chariots 
swept forward, the Fire-walker raised his staff and 
thumped it into the ground. With a great grind-
ing noise, the earth around him erupted, forming 
ten broad stone columns that soon grew into stone 
golems with glowing coals for eyes. They roared, 
and the sound tore through the air like thunder.

When the armies finally met, the great ocean 
of Kéatoan chariots swept through the Gúako-
Woangnen army with scarcely a pause. 

In the midst of the mélée, the Fire-walker met 
the Crone. The lame man and the ancient woman 
fought, staff to sword, for what seemed hours. Fi-
nally, though, the Fire-walker’s heavy nut-wood 
and onyx staff smashed into the Crone’s head, 
which vanished in a hazy mist of blood and bone.

The remaining Kéatoan leadership proved inca-
pable of stemming the panic that ensued, and what 
had been an overwhelming Kéatoan victory quick-
15 The Sahûlian-style rowel-spur has proved popular in much of 

Oratoa’s east, largely replacing the Oratoan-style fork-spur.

ly turned into a much more muddy affair. The con-
fusion allowed the remaining Woangnen army to 
retreat in good order into the Cathedral itself. This 
they vowed to defend to the last man.

 Kéatoan casualties were perhaps 7,000 or so, and 
they counted 10,000 Woangnen dead on the field 
including the charismatic and able Takríki Ihaía. 
A battlefield truce was called, and the bodies of 
the dead removed from the field. Ihaía’s body was 
bourne back into the Cathedral of Ónimi, where 
it was laid to rest near the sarcophagus of the Sage 
Hemóanune. 

Prince Hukarére was immediately acclaimed 
Takríki Hukarére ii of Woangnen.

n

The Kéatoan siege of Mango Cove in Táhoáwh 
continued unabated. Without ships blockading the 
port, however, very little progress was made.

Kingdom of Kéatoa (25 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, Whutoa
DP: Hæata (F) 

King Kíre continued his war to unite 
the Rakitóan Peninsula under his 
rule. Progress was mixed, but overall 

the King is pleased.
In the summer of 563 in the town of Appleby 

in Nekan, King Kíre was joined in marriage to his 
distant kinswoman, the young and beautiful Lady 
Haukiwáho, daughter of Aáta of Táwe16. Although 
the ceremony was conducted by the Moámwhi of 
Appleby, the Church Universal and Triumphant’s 
Reverend Mother Mataáti stood as witness. The 
celebration was raucous and the feasting lasted a 
fortnight. The hangovers became legendary.

The beautiful young Queen proved popular with 
the people as well as her husband the King, and 

16 Her father, who is Takríki of Nekan and Marshal of Northern 
Kéatoa, was away at war.
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the royal couple settled into marital bliss. Princess 
Hinekíri was born in 563 and Prince Kíre in 565.

The former King Harápo iii, meanwhile, is re-
portedly considering becoming a monk.

The Kena colony finally became self-sustaining17. 
A large amount of gold coin with the image of 

the Empress of Sahûl stamped on it was received 
from Pakoa. The government expanded.

The Tale of the Three Companions –  
Part the Third

Introduction

A puff of smoke rose in a ring as the 
three stood there watching it. Their 
eyes travelled back to the gate and the 

cunningly carved stone dragon that stared down 
at them. They had come too far to give up or go 
back. The fear that stirred within did not summon 
retreat, only the resolve to go forward. The resolve 
that had pushed them from Kéatoa, through the 
perils of war, through the last valley, all the way to 
this deserted courtyard. 

To the Wall

It was cold in the mountain pass. As 
they crested the last rise they could see 
from a distance, the palisade of rock had 

loomed its dark mystery over the virtually flat ver-
dant valley below. The three stood in wonder as a 
jet of water suddenly sprang forth from the western 
side of the rock face. While the valley ahead looked 
a pleasant walk, the cliffs they now viewed imposed 
dread even from many days journey away. 

“Is that it? Oh, great Wyrm, how will we get up 
there?” Atawhai grimaced. 

“We will get there and the answer will come.” 
Háu shrugged. 

Hemi rubbed his hands together in anticipation. 
He was too excited to speak. Finally, their goal 
was in sight. Regarding his two companions with 

17 Kena (2122)h

a smile he swung his arm around in a circle and 
chanted a Púra of thanksgiving to Urda for bring-
ing them safely along. His feet moved in rhythm 
with the chant. The other two could not help 
themselves being caught in Hemi’s infectious joy. 
They danced. In a low rumble their voices made a 
beat with which their feet moved in easy harmony. 
Together the three rocked to and fro proclaiming 
their joy at the generosity of their goddess. 

As they chanted, a small herd of kura wandered 
by. The three glimpsed them at the edges of their 
vision but they did not move their heads. They 
heard the rustle of the leaves. Without a word the 
three companions, now on their quest together for 
almost half of their lifetimes, gave one another a 
quick look. Hemi’s smile was fierce. 

That evening as they sat down to their camp 
fire. Their faces were smeared with the grease from 
the roasted wild kura, their teeth orange from the 
sweet roots that Atawhai had found and harvested. 
Sated, they spoke of the next few days journey. 
Though they had caught and killed one kura, they 
had also managed to trap another without harm. It 
would serve as a pack animal so they might travel 
faster, unburdened. 

“With the kura, we have shaved at least a day 
or two of our journey across land.” Atawhai spoke. 

“Urda provides,” Háu agreed. 
“But, how will we get to the top?” Hemi frowned. 

The Great Dragon and the Three Riddles.

The stone dragon face puffed another 
circle of smoke that seemed to wink at 
the three. “Who are you?”

“We are Atawhai, Hemi and Háu, children of 
Kéatoa,” Hemi answered without embellishment.

“Éiwi,” it rumbled. 
Undaunted Háu continued. “We have come to 

study under the Eldar, to bring the knowledge and 
blessings of the High ones to our people.”

This time it laughed. The sound and breath 
chilled the very air.
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“Three riddles must you answer or you may never 
pass.” A distant shriek of a circling fire-drake added 
insult to the pronouncement. Hemi looked up to 
see the dark cliffs shrouded in black shadows. Even 
though the sun was out, the rock face was now ob-
scured from their view. 

“We are ready.” Háu spoke. There was nothing 
else to say. They had come this far. This new chal-
lenge was yet another in a long line for which Urda 
had provided answers.

Atawhai fidgeted. He was ready to start. 
“It begins.” The dragon let out one last puff be-

fore it delivered the first riddle.
“I am borne from shattering stillness yet I lazily 

cling or float my life away. Touch me and my fragile 
breath departs into thin air, yet I can be trapped. I 
travel in a great crowd with those who share my birth 
though I can be separated. If I touch another of my 
kind I am reborn. I struggle towards light, yet I know 
I will die when I reach it.”

The three stood silent. Each looked at one an-
other considering the words carefully. Hemi let out 
a grunt. “What is fragile yet cannot be trapped?” 
He growled and marched around the semi circle of 
stone like a caged animal. The other two watched 
him. 

“We don’t need to rush the answer.” Atawhai re-
assured. “We have time.”

Háu shrugged. “Urda will provide us an answer.”
“That is your answer to everything!” Hemi 

roared. “But Urda gives us a mind to think, legs to 
run, arms to grip.”

“Eyes to see, yes.” His indifferent companion 
sighed and rolled his eyes at the impetuous com-
rade. The silence was thick. A sudden burst of water 
from above, jetting from the side of the precipice, 
broke the tension. They looked to the northwest 
as the water showered down. The rock face, now 
clearly showed streams of water running down its 
side. Each of the streams culminated in pools at 
points along the base and flowed outward. It was 
during their trek through the valley that they were 
able to gather fresh water from these streams that 

branched from the main river through the valley. It 
was following this river that led them to this gate. 

The burbling of the water trickling from the 
rocks. Hemi felt a thirst overwhelm him as he 
moved closer to the water that flowed just outside 
of the perimeter of the courtyard. He knelt, look-
ing down at the clear blue water in the pool being 
fed in trickles from a horizontal furrow. “Beloved 
Urda, strengthen me with your water!” With one 
hand he scooped a handful of water into his mouth 
and swallowed. “Cleanse my eyes so that I may see 
the truth of this riddle!” Gathering his breath in a 
gulp, he plunged his face into the pool. He opened 
his eyes in the clear water to see the shining obsidi-
an blackness of the sides of the pool. Sound became 
muffled so that all he heard was his own beating 
heart in his ears. A new rush of water came into 
the pool, breaking the tension of the surface again, 
mingling his own ripples sending the pool into a 
turbulent upheaval. For a moment he watched in 
silence, eyes closing once then opening again. The 
air, now trapped in perfect circles, urged towards 
the surface. 

Hemi sat up, throwing his head back. A great arc 
of water followed his long thick braids. “A bubble!” 
He shouted triumphantly. 

A great puff of smoke came from the mouth of 
the dragon. “The second riddle...” was what it said.

“I ate it and to me it seemed a marvelous thing 
when I learned the wonder of what I had swallowed. 
I swallowed man’s triumph. I swallowed his songs, his 
pain, his shame. It nourished me. I was a guest and yet 
I took all that he was and then, ungrateful thing that 
I am, I slept sated with everything I had stolen. When 
I awoke I took to the wind and left him bereft, yet I 
was no whit the wiser for what I had stolen.”

Háu frowned at the riddle and at his friend 
Hemi. Hemi was now grinning like a complete idi-
ot, face and body dripping with water as he jumped 
around the light colored stone of the courtyard 
hemisphere whooping in delight. He had plunged 
completely into the pool immediately after the 
dragon affirmed resolution. While it delivered the 
second riddle, Hemi was too busy splashing in the 
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pool, thanking Urda and showering himself in the 
clear water from above. In all honesty, Atawhai had 
to admit, they were all a little whiffy and could use 
a bath. 

As Hemi hopped around Atawhai watched 
quietly. Háu by contrast, walked to low wall that 
bordered the hemisphere and sat down. They had 
come over a low section of the smooth stone wall in 
order to gain entrance into the courtyard. There, he 
sat and watched his two friends. In all these years, 
they had grown into wiser men along the way. The 
twists and turns of their fortunes would be told for 
generations. But Háu was not concerned with this. 
He sat watching the two, so very different than 
himself. One so brash and bold and ready to take 
on the world, the other would quietly move moun-
tains stone by stone. While he was more likely to let 
the world fall around him until he was the only one 
standing. He thought about himself, and his un-
ease with being either too quick or too slow caus-
ing him to lose out entirely. Hemi, once again, had 
rushed headlong into the riddle and came up with 
the answer. 

A heavy sigh escaped his lips, on it was regret 
and self doubt. Even though he had triumphed on 
many occasions through the journey, Háu would 
always find himself neither in the front or in the 
back of the pack. As he sat beneath the banyan tree 
which hung over the wall he heard the rustling of 
the leaves. It reminded him immediately of the li-
brary in which he had studied. The vision bloomed 
vividly in his mind. Settling in, he closed his eyes 
and took a deep breathy sigh of happy memory. 
The musty scent of the deserted courtyard remind-
ed him of the lovely smell of the ancient scrolls. He 
could see the stacks of them on his rough hewn 
desk in the corner of the main library by the magi-
cal light that kept the scrolls lit. Here they were, at 
the foot of the escarpment with two more riddles, 
because he had put the stone in motion. Little did 
he know then of the quest that they would endure. 
His mind wandered back to the first time he spot-
ted the mention of the prophets and wise men in 
the scrolls and had brought the idea to his friends. 

Smiling, he remembered the chewed holes in the 
scrolls that had angered him. He’d had to piece to-
gether stores, lost now in the bellies of...

“A book moth!” He stood up and yelled so loud 
it surprised all three of them. 

A great click of a lock, resounded in the court-
yard. “The third riddle.” A great puff of smoke ema-
nated again from the dragon’s nostrils forming two 
great circles.

“On the way a miracle: water became bone.” The 
voice delivered the final riddle. 

The three looked at one another in complete be-
fuddlement. Atawhai cocked his head at his com-
panions. He had been the only one that had not 
answered a riddle. It was clear to them now that 
each riddle was a test of their strengths and weak-
nesses. Digging the toe of his kura skin boot into 
the ground he formed a circle, as he put his foot 
down, his toe obscured half. With his mind blank 
he looked down at what he had created then up at 
his two companions. “It is mine to solve,” he said 
in an uncharacteristically firm, almost fierce voice. 

He turned to look away from the dragon gate 
to the dusty courtyard. The kura scratched at the 
ground seeking bugs and other food. It reached its 
long neck up to chew on a flower from an overhang-
ing tree branch. The courtyard looked as though it 
had been a place of much refinement. Guests had 
come to stay, had been served and given refresh-
ment. A cool breeze wafted through the trees and 
over the low wall that surrounded the half circle of 
stone. He lifted his head and felt the relief on his 
neck. As the breeze strengthened he rocked his tor-
so backward taking the breeze in over the muscles 
of his tattooed chest. It was but a sweet respite from 
the pressure of the moment. 

A distant shriek of a fire-drake returning to his 
aerie above broke the silence. Atawhai the Gentle 
opened his eyes in response and when he did, they 
lit upon the white capped foothills, the cold pass of 
which they had traversed into this valley. At points 
along the journey, their braided bands of hair had 
become wet with the cold snowy wind which, in 
turn created daggers of hair that had hung over 
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their kura skins. If not for the few cantrips of heat 
spells, they would have frozen solid to the bone... 
as solid as stone. 

“Ice,” he said as he turned his head to the gate-
keeper. “It is ice.”

A final loud thud of the gate locks signaled 
the end of their trial. The gate swung open. The 
dragon’s skin returned to stone, its eyes back to the 
blank black, shining obsidian. 

On the Way to Up

Come along Hei-Hei,” Atawhai clicked 
his tongue and took the thick hemp 
cord they had used as a lead the kura 

up into his hands. A gentle creature, the kura, it 
came willingly along through the gate. On the oth-
er side, a dark hemisphere courtyard greeted them. 
The three men smiled. Urda was truly great. 

As they looked around the darkened courtyard, 
they felt a presence. Each looked at one another af-
firming this feeling. But they could not see any-
thing. Hemi took a spear in his hand and led them 
to the first set of stairs. 

Now that they were on the other side of the gate, 
they could see sets of stairs that were hewn into the 
side of the stone edifice. As they looked higher, it 
seemed to go on forever. “At least now we know 
how we will get to the top,” Atawhai remarked. His 
companions nodded. 

The kura bounded up the stairs, hopping from 
one to another. They were deep, and rounded at 
the edges, worn from age and weathering. Atawhai 
noted to his friends that they were “as clean as my 
grandmother’s kitchen”. The three men followed, 
climbing at a steady pace. At times they would 
stop and have a bite to eat or a drink. As they 
climbed they passed bushes laden with berries. The 
kura seemed to know the species and would stop 
to sate its hunger and thirst. As they tired at the 
first switchback, a larger flat area had been cut out 
from stone. It had a pool hewn into the rock. Wa-
ter from above fell into it, and then splashed down 
the side of the cut out. They went on and came 

upon yet another such spot. These spots seemed to 
be waypoints or natural rest stations as each were 
surrounded by edible plants hanging or growing 
out from the side of the cliffs. Berries, nuts, herbs 
and other good foods were stocked at these aban-
doned spots. Birds frequented the plants making it 
easy for Hemi to use his sling and catch a few for 
a fresh meal. The birds were strung together on a 
leather thong and hung from his belt as they moved 
up the face of the great cliff. At one such stop and 
the same uneasy feeling they’d had at the foot of 
the steps revisited Hemi. He shuddered and looked 
over his shoulder. But nothing was there. 

Towards the end of the day, the made camp at 
a waypoint and started a fire with an incantation. 
Háu had been collecting roots and was observing 
the plant life. While they were not cultivated, they 
had not become overgrown. He remarked upon 
this to his companions. Atawhai began to cook the 
birds that Hemi plucked and dressed. That night 
they ate a feast and slept the more soundly than 
they had done for many many days. 

The next morning they rose and looked up, 
it was still a long way. They day repeated itself 
into the night and the three companions slept 
until they were awakened by the loud screeches 
of two wild adolescent fire-drakes. Atawhai put 
out the fire and grabbed Hei-Hei, dragging her 
further into shadow. Hemi pushed his friends up 
against the rock and brush. But the two were not 
interested in the Human Éiwi or even the kura. 
They were too interested in one another. The great 
green and black scales of the male flashed in the 
moonlight. The other, a female, was brown with 
flecks of gold. Her eyes glinted at the male as they 
danced their mating story. The three watched 
from the shadows, awed. They had never come 
across these great beasts before, let alone as close 
as to count the ridges on their backs. 

The male swooped and swung his body around 
flipping through the night sky. The female hov-
ered. Her great wings beating, battering the leaves 
and branches near the three. They ducked lower 
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and were finally on their bellies watching the most 
spectacular show of their lives. 

Tails lashed from side to side. He started for her, 
she roared back, licking a warning of flames at his 
toes. He flipped backwards and made straight for 
the surface, his wings back as if shot from a bow. 
He streaked closer and closer on his suicide run. 
Atawhai drew in his breath. When at the last mo-
ment in a show of great strength the male pulled 
away from the earth and spiraled higher. She must 
have made up her mind because at that very mo-
ment, making sure that the male was in her sights, 
the female screeched and took off to greater heights. 
The three men let out a great collective breathe. “I 
don’t know how I’m going to get back to sleep.” 
Háu gulped.

The next day they set out. At this point the stops 
along the way also had caves hewn into the side 
of the stone. Some looked natural, some went on 
quite a way. Hemi wanted to explore them but was 
easily convinced that they must get to the top as 
quickly as possible. And so it went. 

Until the Ninth Day

At midday on the ninth day the three 
entered a cave as there was no place 
left to go. It was bright and ahead they 

could see steps that led higher in the middle of the 
cave. Sunlight poured down through the opening. 
They were finally there! 

They crested the top of the stairs and stood. 
What they saw before them made them gasp. They 
saw a great city. There was nobody about as they 
stood at the edge of a parklike meadow. Yet, ev-
erything looked as though it was in place. It was, 
again, as clean and well ordered as the stairs. The 
tops of the buildings were so ornate, it did not seem 
possible that any hand could have made it so. The 
structures had layered roofs, each story having its 
own roof around the edge until the building ended 
at the top floor with it’s belled and pointed cap. The 
walls of each construct were white and seemed to 
glow. They all had six faces. The archways curved to 

the apex where they took a sharp turn into a point. 
Some had closed doors and some the three walked 
straight through, standing so that each could face 
two archways. Interconnected houses faced spi-
raled streets that spoked out from a center point. 

Natural and hand wrought were in harmony. It 
was often hard to distinguish, save for color and 
light, where each ended and began. 

Leaving Hei-Hei to graze in the meadow, they 
walked around, it seemed, for hours. They saw no-
body but they felt like they were not alone. 

Nine tall, thin creatures, Turéhu in appearance 
but with greatly stretched out bodies, stood in a 
circle around them. To the three, they looked as if 
they had been stuffed through a reed and squeezed 
out the other side. “You will come to us.” The mes-
sage was short and to the point. In unison, the nine 
turned and closed ranks about the three. 

Hemi raised his spear. Atawhai touched his 
friend’s shoulder and shook his head. Háu looked 
around him and saw no immediate danger. The 
Turéhu creatures were not quite like any they had 
met. Their hair was white, eyes an ice blue, skin a 
pale almost blueish white as though all blood had 
long ago been drained from them. He noted that 
the points of their ears came over the tops of their 
heads, so great were the tips. They almost looked 
like the ears of the Wenemet travelers they had met 
all those years ago at Saint Ilana. “Eldar,” he whis-
pered to his companions, who both turned their 
heads in unison to nod agreement.

More and more of the Eldar appeared as they 
walked “I don’t see any children,” Atawhai whis-
pered to his friends.

They continued to be led until they came into a 
large archway of stone, an archway similar to those 
they had seen in the deserted city. The archway was 
made of both real vine intertwined with and vine 
carved from stone. The shifting of living trees and 
vines to stone facsimiles made the three shudder 
uneasily. As they were led through the archway 
the three saw that the architecture had suddenly 
become more entwined with the landscape. There 
were less Eldar about here. Only a few liveried El-
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dar. It was difficult at first glance to tell male from 
female. Their faces, though old, looked timeless 
and childlike. 

A female – they knew it for a female because she 
smiled so prettily – waved her hand at the nine. 
They parted to give her access to the three. “Chil-
dren of the Éiwi! Welcome. Come.” 

Her voice was like the air and wind and trees 
and birds and the blush of spring. They followed 
her willingly through another archway until they 
came to stand before the King in a great garden 
where the flowers smelled sweet. 

They knew him for a king for about his head was 
a dark circlet. It was a plain, black band. Though 
without ornament, it was most remarkable. It was 
darkest black. It was eternal and infinite darkness, 
black into which all light was absorbed and could 
not escape. Hemi imagined the sky without stars as 
he stared into it.

Though all of the other Eldar looked ageless this 
one looked old. Old and tired and very sad. He 
opened his mouth and though he looked weak and 
thin, his voice was the sea and sky and mountains 
and caverns and the rustle of the autumn leaves. 
“Ah! My children. Your quest only begins here. We 
charge you – in the name of all that is holy – to seek 
the Sielu Flame. For it is the life-giving breath of 
Urda. It is the Secret Fire that burns in the nostrils 
of the Eternal Dragon who encircles the world. You 
must find it and bring it back here before it is too 
late. Already the enemy gathers. Already the enemy 
calls upon the Night Serpent, who will sweep the 
stars from the skies. Already the enemy seeks to 
break our cultures. If they have not already begun, 
soon they will seek to break our very world and 
remake it in their own image – a desolation.

“They will try to stop you. Their lies will be 
honey-sweet and many will taste only the sweet-
ness and never notice the poison until their end has 
come. 

“Yes, they will try to stop you, for without the 
Sielu Flame in its niche, the Eternal Dragon – the 
World Serpent – cannot arm herself against the 
Night Serpent. And the Night Serpent and his kind 

seek only universal devastation. Their ends are ends 
indeed. Go to Kivestähehku. Go! Go with Urda, 
my sons. Go!”

And suddenly, the three were again in the 
courtyard at the foot of the great cliff. The gate 
stood closed before them, and the cunningly 
carved stone dragon stared down at them with 
implacable obsidian eyes. It was as if none of it 
had ever happened.

But the faint scent of garden flowers lingered 
in the air. 

United Kingdom of Pakoa & Aíhetoa (45 h/ur)
His Majesty King Kámiter the Great, Son of Hataréi and 
Réka; Lord Tuangua-Whári, Rangatíra Whakamíharo 
of the Éiwi of the Orca and of the Dolphin, Órikei.
His Majesty King Kiriáre iv the Young, Son of Ataíri 
Son of Kiriáre of the House of Ngeru, Rangatíra 
Kúanowhe of the Éiwi of the Kura, Órikei, Son of 
the Dragon.
Trade: Gúako, Kéatoa, New Araxes, New Ingazi
DP: None.

King Kámiter decided that the Marque 
of the Blood Dragon had to be exter-
minated. Since King Kiriáre of Ku-

roa was not yet returned from his place of refuge 
to lead his nation’s great armies, Kámiter instead 
sent Takríki Róngo ii of Rengoa, Kiriáre’s kins-
man, against the Marque in the jungles of Maláo 
to bring that region back under Kuroan control. 
Róngo arrived in 564 with 15,000 cavalry. Despite 
the challenges of the terrain, he conquered the re-
gion without loss and put the Red Death priory of 
Púowh to the torch.

The King sent one of his own men against the 
Marque in Lotomu. Lord Motu arrived riding 
the Dragon Taranül and accompanied by 10,000 
mixed infantry. The few paltry defenders didn’t 
stand a chance.

Urdan missionaries flooded Kuroan Tikung, Ti-
mapoa, and Woangoa, returning them (mostly) to 
the Urdan faith. Adherence to the Blood Dragon 
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heresy was outlawed throughout the United King-
dom and Kuroa and made punishable by death.

In 565 just after his twentieth birthday, the 
young Kuroan King Kiriáre iv returned from his 
exile and arrived in his House’s ancient capital 
of Renwhet, accompanied by his mother18. That 
evening, a geyser of fire was seen on the edge of 
the crescent Moon. Fear descended on Kuroa (and 
indeed, all of the United Kingdom), but the young 
King did his best to allay the fears of his people. 

Although the city (and indeed all of Timapoa) 
remained under martial law, three days later he 
held his formal coronation there and took com-
mand of his nation’s army. That evening, as the 
people and the King celebrated the coronation with 
dances and revels, the stars began to fall from the 
Moon like a driving rain.

The young King took the balcony to calm his 
guests. “Oh my people!” he shouted, his voice 
booming out across the palace and grounds. The 
crowd quieted.

“Oh my people! Can you not see that the 
prophecy of Arári the Blind has come to pass? 
The great Sky Dragon begins his attack upon our 
world by sweeping a third of the stars from the 
heavens, but do not fear! Remember the words 
of the Prophet! Urda does not abandon us; the 
Mother of Wyrms is our hope! She is the fire in 
the heart of every man and the Sun, the fire that 
burns but does not consume. Her blood is the 
effusion of the earth, but it runs true in the veins 
of the Sacred Wyrms, the mighty Dragons, and 
the Kingly House of Kuroa!”

And with that, where before stood a young man, 
a King of Kuroa, now there roared the Dragon. In 
the merest moment the transformation was com-
plete, and the Fire-Drake King roared defiance into 
the night sky. And his people roared back.

Pakoa built up their army, invested in infrastruc-
ture, and built a Sorcery Academy in their capital.

18 His sister, the Princess Hokiói, remains in Saint Ilana.

New Kerneveg Colony (1 w/ur)
Master Injiro, Royal Governor of New Kerneveg.
Trade: New Ingazi
DP: None.

Nobody was more surprised than the 
Hyrágecan settlers in New Kerneveg 
when a new fleet of colonists from 

Hyrágec arrived in 564. The new arrivals built the 
port town of New Vidres and Saint Bannoc Priory. 
A great feast of thanksgiving was held to celebrate.

Viceroyalty of New Ingazi (40 wh/ur)
Besar Gorres ii, Third Baron of Saint Ilana, Lord 
Trouserdale, Viceroy of New Ingazi.
Trade: New Araxes, New Kerneveg, Pakoa
DP: None.

New Ingazi continued to improve both 
its economy and its military. Other-
wise, they just tried to move their lead-

ers into positions where they could take control of 
their scattered armies and fleets.

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

Count Tramandes settled down to an 
idyllic life of working himself to ex-
haustion and trying to make sure his 

people didn’t starve.
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Decree of Excommunication (1561 sa / 561 or)

Tirach Zhur was merely schismatic, but 
the new Zarkhandine King Toban Zho 
has gone too far. In his petition to the 

Imperial Chamber Court of Sahûl, he proclaimed 
us to be a “commoner on loan” from the Crown 
of Zarkhandu. He provokes us in his pride when 
he claims he has sovereign property rights over any 
free kindred, never mind over Iägnar Himself.

In making these claims, he rejects the sovereign-
ty of his own god, of Iägnar Himself!

We must now, therefore, declare that the Dread 
Forge under the rule of this heretic King can no 
longer be called Yagnarism at all, but at its best is a 
purely secular society. King Toban Zho is declared 
a heretic and not in communion with Iägnar or His 
Church. 

Those who follow the society of the Dread Forge 
in its present form have no favour with Iägnar. If 
the King of Zarkhandu wishes to be an atheist, so 
be it. He rejects Me; We reject him.

Khurdán, Son of Iägnar.

Treaty of Ringær (1562 sa / 562 or)

We the undersigned, mindful of the 
horrors of war that have too long 
pitted the Kingdom of Ancalimë 

and the Empire of Sahûl one against the other, do 
hereby pledge peace according to the terms set here 
forthwith.

1. The King of Ancalimë surrenders to the 
vassalage of the Electoral County Palatine of 
Thace and places their leadership under the 
leadership of the Count Palatine of Thace. 

2. The Kingdom of Ancalimë ceases all hostile 
actions against the realms of the Empire of 
Sahûl. Accordingly, the Kingdom of Ancalimë 
immediately ceases trade with all enemies of 
the Empire of Sahûl, namely the Kingdom of 
Pouákaitoa and the Dread Empire and its allies.

3. The Electoral County Palatine of Thace will 
protect the people and Kingdom of Ancalimë 
and work tirelessly to secure Ancalimë’s 
borders from any and all incursions. 

4. The southern frontier between the Kingdom 
of Ancalimë and the County Palatine of 
Kommolek will be fixed at their border of 
1515 sa / 515 or.

5. The Electoral County Palatine of Thace 
recognizes the Kingdom of Ancalimë as a 
unique and distinct Oratóan culture and will 
work to preserve that culture and to protect it.

King Calmalas, 
of the House of Malvalas.  
King of Ancalimë. 

General Lord Basodir, 
of the House of Goshtikka-Snamarthis of  
the Electoral County Palatine of Thace, 
on behalf of his nephew,  
the Count Palatine Merryn.
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imperial strength index

# Realm Player Forum Name Continent ISI
The Great Powers

1 Thace, Elector (all) ...............................Gareth Anderson ...........kolgrim ............................. Sahûl ...........2,234.0
2 Aradéc .................................................Charles Hurst ................Xanthi .............................. Sahûl ........... 2,574.3
3 Church Universal and Triumphant ......Anne Porter....................Cupcake ........................... Sahûl ........... 2,238.9
4 Zarkhandu ...........................................Theo Moriarty ...............Mandala of Blood ............. Sahûl ...........2,202.7
5 Averon .................................................Kevin Lawrence .............Averon Inc ........................ Sahûl ........... 2,106.7

Major Powers

6 Ingazi (all) ...........................................Henry Jago .....................jago ................................... Sahûl ........... 1,995.3
7 Araxes ..................................................Christopher Hord ..........chordam7.......................... Sahûl ........... 1,938.3
8 Taneki .................................................Don Wynne ...................meriden............................. Sahûl ........... 1,831.8
9 Golmath ..............................................Federico Giunchi ...........Waalar .............................. Sahûl ........... 1,816.2
10 Chi’tixi ................................................Steven Cagg ...................Priest King ........................ Sahûl ........... 1,791.8
11 Atuburrk ..............................................Adam Sherman ..............Gonnagle .......................... Sahûl ........... 1,777.2
12 Cappargarnia / Emperor Carberic .......J.T. Tucker .....................Cappargarnia .................... Sahûl ........... 1,575.0
13 Elphárec ...............................................Anthony Dunn  .............Arandur ............................ Sahûl ........... 1,495.7
14 Kicitchat / Empress K’ivik ...................David Harrington ..........Kicitchat ........................... Sahûl ........... 1,450.9
15 Tiryowglas ...........................................Marc McKinley .............Count Sarrik III................ Sahûl ........... 1,433.1
16 Itaxik ...................................................Michael Warner .............Galen ................................ Sahûl ........... 1,348.7
17 Thace, Duchy ......................................Jenny Gibbons ...............Tenebra ............................. Sahûl ...........1,226.6
18 Kommolek ...........................................Cortlandt Winters..........Aeg Ungwe ....................... Oratoa ......... 1,169.7
19 Dread Empire ......................................Matt Sievers ...................Malleas ............................. Oratoa ......... 1,127.4
20 Pouákaitoa ...........................................Robert Kalcevic .............Dawnwalker ..................... Oratoa ..........1,115.3
21 Veiled Masters .....................................James Hazeltine .............Von Malvalken ................. both ............. 1,075.3

Regional Powers

22 Ebmadh ...............................................Clay Phillips...................Scrivener ........................... Sahûl ............. 964.0
23 Hyrágec ...............................................Paul Copenhagen ...........Wombatia ......................... Sahûl ..............953.1
24 Yaminon ..............................................Miles Luna .....................Ryushi .............................. Sahûl .............. 951.9
25 Pakoa ...................................................Joshua Bradt............................................................. Oratoa ........... 934.4
26 Murali .................................................James Mueller ................hobnail ............................. Sahûl ............. 890.4
27 Iluvarian Orthodox Church .................Tabitha Rosa ..................Tabitha Rosa ..................... Sahûl ............. 872.4
28 Lynnarvor ............................................Joseph Heiselt ................Cadeous ............................ Sahûl ..............742.2
29 Gúako ..................................................James Kahelewai V ........ExLibrisMortis ................. Oratoa ............738.4
30 Kéatoa..................................................Robert Weatherby ..........urukexpress ....................... Oratoa ............689.7
31 Kachar .................................................Daniel Jones ...................Drunken Monkey  ............ Sahûl ..............607.8
32 Duedhyn .............................................Ryerson Schwark ............Crow ................................. Sahûl ..............584.6
33 Thacian Oratóa (Viceroyalty)...............Gareth Anderson ...........kolgrim ............................. Oratoa ............576.2
34 Puritan Commonwealth ......................This Realm is open for a player with violent tendencies! Sahûl .............. 557.4
35 Carcë ...................................................This Realm is open for a player! .................................. Sahûl ..............521.9
36 Sakkar .................................................Nelson Merritt ...............Iluvarian Sakkar ............... Sahûl ..............514.0
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Minor Powers

37 Tokatl ..................................................Shelley Woodberry  ........Skipperway ....................... Sahûl ..............473.2
38 Pehuatoka ............................................Fiona ..............................FCMB .............................. Sahûl ..............330.1
39 Whutoa................................................Kipp Curran ..................MinapisMan ..................... Oratoa ............300.5
40 Rotkarru ..............................................Ed Allen .........................Touca Tuki ....................... Oratoa ............ 285.5
41 Iäthedain .............................................This Realm is open for a player! .................................. Sahûl ..............285.0
42 New Ingazi (Viceroyalty) .....................Henry Jago .....................jago ................................... Oratoa ............245.9
43 Irusa ....................................................This Realm open for a clever or masochistic player! ...... Sahûl ..............223.6
44 Gornya Knjažestvo ..............................Joy Rose .........................Gothelittle ........................ Sahûl ..............186.2

Note that ISI bonuses for Viceroyalties are included in the ISI of the parent Realm.
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